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MISS  PRATT:    A  CHARACTER  SKETCH. 

By  SUSAN  FERRIER. 

(From  "The  Inheritance.") 

[Susan  Edmonstone  Ferrier  :  A  Scotch  novelist ;  born  at  Edinburgh,  Sep- 
tember 7,  1782  ;  died  there  November  5,  1854.  Her  father  was  a  writer  to  the 
signet,  and  held  an  appointment  in  the  Court  of  Session  as  the  colleague  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  Miss  Ferrier  was  one  of  the  leading  lights  in  the  literary  society 
of  her  native  city,  and  a  frequent  visitor  at  Abbotsford,  the  residence  of  Scott. 
Her  principal  novels  are  :  "Marriage"  (1818),  " The  Inheritance "  (1824),  and 
"  Destiny  "  (1831).] 

Miss  Pratt,  by  means  of  great-grandfathers  and  great- 
grandmothers  (who,  par  parenthese,  may  commonly  be  classed 
under  the  head  of  great  bores),  is,  somehow  or  other,  cousin  to 
all  families  of  distinction,  in  general,  throughout  Scotland.  I 
cannot  pretend  to  show  forth  the  various  modifications  of  which 
cousinship  is  susceptible,  first,  second,  and  third  degrees,  as  far 
as  numbers  and  degrees  can  go. 

Miss  Pratt  appeared  to  be  a  person  from  whom  nothing 
could  be  hid.  Her  ej^es  were  not  by  any  means  fine  eyes  — 
they  were  not  reflecting  eyes ;  they  were  not  soft  eyes ;  they 
were  not  sparkling  eyes;  they  were  not  melting  eyes;  they 
were  not  penetrating  eyes;  neither  were  they  restless  eyes, 
nor  rolling  eyes,  nor  squinting  eyes,  nor  prominent  eyes  —  but 
they  were  active,  brisk,  busy,  vigilant,  immovable  eyes,  that 
looked  as  if  they  could  not  be  surprised  by  anything  —  not 
even  by  sleep.  They  never  looked  angry,  or  joyous,  or  per- 
turbed, or  melancholy,  or  heavy ;  but  morning,  noon,  and  night 
they  shone  the  same,  and  conveyed  the  same  impression  to  the 
beholder,  viz.  that  they  were  eyes  that  had  a  look  —  not  like 
the  look  of  Sterne's  monk,  beyond  this  world  —  but  a  look  into 
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all  thinsrs  on  the  face  of  this  world.  Her  other  features  had 
nothing  remarkable  in  them,  but  the  ears  might  evidently  be 
classed  under  the  same  head  with  the  eyes ;  they  were  some- 
thing resembling  rabbits' — long,  prominent,  restless,  vibrating 
ears,  forever  listening,  and  never  shut  by  the  powers  of  thought. 
Her  voice  had  the  tone  and  inflections  of  one  accustomed  to 
mak3  frequent  sharp  interrogatories.  She  had  rather  a  neat, 
compact  figure,  and  the  tout  ensemble  of  her  person  and  dress 
was  that  of  smartness.  Such,  though  not  quite  so  strongly 
defined,  was  the  sort  of  impression  Miss  Pratt  generally  made 
upon  the  beholder.   .   .   . 

Miss  Pratt  appeared,  shaking  the  straw  from  her  feet,  and 
having  alighted,  it  was  expected  that  her  next  movement  would 
be  to  enter  the  house  ;  but  they  knew  little  of  Miss  Pratt  who 
thought  all  was  done  when  she  had  reached  her  destination. 
Much  yet  remained  to  be  done,  which  she  would  not  trust 
either  to  her  companion  or  the  servants.  She  had,  in  the  first 
place,  to  speak  in  a  very  sharp  manner  to  the  driver,  on  the 
condition  of  his  chaise  and  horses,  and  to  throw  out  hints  of 
having  him  severely  punished,  inasmuch  as  one  of  his  windows 
would  not  let  down,  and  she  had  almost  sprained  her  wrist  in 
attempting  it  —  and  another  would  not  pull  up,  though  the 
wind  was  going  through  her  head  like  a  spear  ;  besides  having 
taken  two  hours  and  a  quarter  to  bring  them  nine  miles,  and 
her  watch  was  held  up  in  a  triumphant  manner  in  proof  of  her 
assertion.  She  next  made  it  a  point  to  see  with  her  own  eyes 
every  article  pertaining  to  her  (and  they  were  not  a  few)  taken 
out  of  the  chaise,  and  to  give  with  her  own  voice  innumerable 
directions  as  to  the  carrying,  stowing,  and  placing  of  her  bags, 
boxes,  and  bundles.  AH  these  matters  being  settled,  Miss 
Pratt  then  accepted  the  arm  of  her  companion,  and  was  now 
fairly  on  her  way  to  the  drawing-room.  But  people  who  make 
use  of  their  eyes  have  often  much  to  see  even  between  two 
doors,  and  in  her  progress  from  the  hall  door  to  the  drawing- 
room  door  Miss  Pratt  met  with  much  to  attract  her  attention. 
True,  all  the  o])jects  were  perfectly  familiar  to  her,  but  a  real 
looker^  like  a  great  genius.  Is  never  at  a  loss  for  subject ;  tilings 
are  citlier  better  or  worse  since  they  saw  them  last ;  or  if  the 
tilings  themselves  should  happen  to  be  the  same,  they  have  seen 
otlier  tilings  either  better  or  worse,  and  can,  therefore,  either 
improve  or  disprove  them.  Miss  Pratt's  head,  then,  turned 
from  side  to  side  a  thousand  times  aa  she  went  along,  and  a 
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thousand  observations  and  criticisms  about  stair  carpets,  patent 
lamps,  hall  chairs,  slab  tables,  etc.,  etc.,  etc.,  passed  through 
her  crowded  brain. 


Ho\v  Miss  Pkatt  arrived  at  the  Castle  op  the  Earl 

OF    ROSSVILLE   IN    SCOTLAND. 

The  dreary  monotony  of  a  snowstorm  now  reigned  in  all 
its  morbid  solemnity.  All  nature  was  shrouded  in  one  common 
covering  ;  neither  heavens  nor  earth  offered  any  variety  to  the 
wearied  sight,  any  sound  to  the  listening  ear.  All  was  same- 
ness and  stillness,  'twas  as  the  pulse  of  life  stood  still  —  of  time 
congealed  ;  or  if  a  sound  perchance  broke  the  dreary  silence 
that  reigned,  it  fell  with  that  dull  muffled  tone  which  only 
denoted  the  still  burdened  atmosphere. 

Nothing  can  be  more  desolate  and  depressing  than  this  ex- 
terior of  nature  to  those  who,  assembled  under  one  roof,  are 
yet  strangers  to  those  fireside  enjoyments,  that  home-born 
happiness,  which  springs  from  social  intercourse.  Here  were 
no  intimate  delights,  no  play  of  fancy,  no  pleasures  to  deceive 
the  hours  and  embellish  existence.  Here  was  nothing  to 
palliate  dullness,  nothing  to  give  time  a  zest,  nothing  to  fill 
the  void  of  an  unfurnished  brain.  There  was  stupor  of  mind 
without  tranquillity  of  soul,  restlessness  of  body  without  ani- 
mation of  spirit.  Gertrude  felt  her  heart  droop  beneath  the 
oppressive  gloom  which  surrounded  her,  and  thought  even 
actual  suffering  must  be  preferable  to  this  total  stagnation  of 

all  enjoyment.     But, 

All  human  things  a  day 
In  darkness  sinks  —  a  day  to  light  restores. 

It  was  drawing  towards  the  close  of  a  day  when  the  snow 
had  fallen  without  intermission,  but  was  now  beginning  to 
abate.  Lord  Rossville  stood  at  his  drawing-room  window 
speculating  on  the  aspect  of  the  clouds,  and  predicting  a 
change  of  weather,  when  he  suddenly  uttered  an  exclamation, 
which  attracted  the  whole  of  the  family  to  where  he  stood. 

A    huge  black  object  was  dimly  discernible   entering  the 
avenue,  and  dragging  its  ponderous  length  towards  the  Castle  ; 
but  what    was   its  precise  nature  the  still    falling  snow  pre-  • 
vented  their  ascertaining.     But  suddenly  the  snow  ceased,  the 
clouds  rolled  away,  and  a  red  brassy  glare  of  the  setting  sun  fell 
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abruptly  on  this  moving  phenomena,  and  disclosed  to  view  a 
stately  full-plumed  hearse.  There  was  something  so  territic, 
yet  so  picturesque,  in  its  appearance,  as  it  plowed  its  way 
through  waves  of  snow — its  sable  plumes  and  gilded  skulls 
nodding  and  grinning  in  the  now  livid  glimmering  of  the  fast- 
sinking  sun  —  that  all  stood  transfixed  with  alarm  and  amaze- 
ment. At  length  the  prodigy  drew  near,  followed  by  two 
attendants  on  horseback  ;  it  drew  up  at  the  grand  entrance  ; 
the  servants  gathered  round  ;  one  of  the  men  began  to  remove 
the  end  board,  that  threshold  of  death 

"This  is  —  is "  gasped  the  Earl,  as  he  tried  to  throw 

open  the  window  and  call  to  his  servants  ;  but  the  window  was 
frozen,  and  ere  his  Lordship  could  adopt  another  expedient  his 
fury  was  turned  from  the  dead  to  the  living,  for  there  was 
lifted  out  —  not  "  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corpse,  betwixt  the 
wind  and  his  nobility,"  but  the  warm,  sentient,  though  some- 
what discomfited,  figure  of  Miss  Pratt.  All  uttered  some 
characteristic  exclamation  ;  but  Lord  Rossville's  tongue  clove 
to  the  very  roof  of  his  mouth,  and  he  in  vain  labored  to  find 
words  suited  to  the  occasion. 

AVhether  the  contents  of  the  hearse  should  be  permitted  to 
enter  his  castle  walls  from  such  a  conveyance  was  a  doubt  in 
itself  so  Aveighty,  as  for  the  moment  to  overpower  every  faculty 
of  mind  and  body.  True,  to  refuse  admission  to  one  of  the 
Ijlood  of  Rossville  —  a  cousin  to  himself,  the  cousin  of  many 
noble  families,  the  aunt  of  Mr.  Whyte  of  Whyte  Hall  —  v/ould 
be  a  strong  measure.  Yet  to  sanction  such  a  violation  of  all 
propriety  !  to  suffer  such  an  example  of  disrespect  to  the  living, 
of  decorum  to  the  dead  !  to  receive  into  his  presence  a  person 
just  issued  from  a  hearse  !  Who  could  tell  Avhat  distempers 
she  might  not  bring  in  her  train  ?  That  thought  decided  the 
matter,  I  lis  Lordsliip  turned  round  to  pull  the  bell,  and,  in 
doing  80,  found  both  hands  locked  in  those  of  Miss  Pratt. 
The  shock  of  a  mantrap  is  probably  faint  compared  to  that 
which  he  experienced  at  finding  himself  in  the  grasp  of  the 
fair,  and  all  j)0\vers  of  resistance  failed  under  the  energy  of  her 
liearfy  shake. 

"Well,  my  Lord,  what  do  you  think  of  my  traveling  equl- 
})ago  ?  My  Jerusalem  dilly,  as  Anthony  Whyte  calls  it?  'Pon 
my  word,  you  must  make  much  of  me,  for  a  pretty  business 
I've  had  to  get  liure.  I  may  well  say  Pve  come  througli  thick 
and  thin  to  get  to  you.     At  one  time,  I  assure  yon,  I   thought 
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you  would  never  have  seen  me  but  in  my  coffin,  and  a  great 
mercy  it  is  it's  only  in  a  hearse.  I  fancy  I'm  the  first  that  ever 
thought  themselves  in  luck  to  get  into  one ;  but,  however,  I 
think  I  am  still  luckier  in  having  got  well  out  of  it  —  ha!  ha! 
ha ! " 

"  Miss  Pratt !  "  heaved  the  Earl,  as  with  a  lever. 

"  Well,  you  shall  hear  all  about  it  by  and  by.  In  the  mean 
time,  I  must  beg  the  favor  of  you  to  let  the  men  put  up  their 
hearse  and  horses  for  the  night,  for  it's  perfectly  impossible  for 
them  to  go  a  step  farther,  and,  indeed,  I  promised  that  if  they 
would  but  bring  me  safe  here,  you  would  make  them  all  wel- 
come to  a  night's  lodging,  poor  creatures  !  " 

This  was  a  pitch  of  assurance  so  far  beyond  anything  Lord 
Rossville  had  ever  contemplated  that  his  words  felt  like  stones 
in  his  throat,  and  he  strove,  but  strove  in  vain,  to  get  them  up, 
and  hurl  them  at  Pratt's  audacious  jaws.  Indeed,  all  ordinary 
words  and  known  language  would  have  been  inadequate  for  his 
purj)0se.  Only  some  mighty  terror-compelling  compound,  or 
some  magical  anathema,  something  which  would  have  caused 
her  to  sink  into  the  ground,  or  have  made  her  quit  the  form  of 
a  woman  and  take  that  of  an  insect,  would  have  spoke  the 
feelings  of  his  breast.  While  his  Lordship  was  thus  struggling, 
like  one  under  the  influence  of  the  nightmare,  for  utterance. 
Miss  Pratt  called  to  one  of  the  servants  who  just  then 
entered :  — 

"Jackson,  you'll  be  so  good  as  see  these  men  well  taken 
care  of,  and  I  hope  Bishop  will  allow  a  good  feed  to  the  horses, 
poor  beasts  !  and " 

"Miss  Pratt!"  at  length  bolted  the  Earl  — "Miss  Pratt, 
this  conduct  of  yours  is  of  so  extraordinary,  so  altogether  un- 
paralleled a  nature,  that " 

"You  may  well  say  that,  my  Lord  —  unparalleled,  indeed, 
if  you  knew  all." 

"  There's  eight  horses  and  four  men,"  said  Lady  Betty,  who 
had  been  pleasing  her  fancy  by  counting  them.  "  Whose  burial 
is  it?" 

"  It's  Mr.  M'Vitae's,  the  great  distiller.  I'm  sure  I'm  much 
obliged  to  him,  for  if  it  hadn't  been  for  him,  poor  man,  I  might 
have  been  stiff  and  stark  by  this  time."  And  Miss  Pratt  busied 
herself  in  taking  off  her  snowshoes,  and  turning  and  chafing 
herself  before  the  fire. 

"Miss    Pratt,"    again   began    the    Earl,    mustering    all    his 
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energies  —  "Miss  Pratt,  it  is  altogether  inconceivable  and  inex- 
plicable to  me,  how  you,  or  any  one  else,  could  possibly  so  far 
forget  what  was  due  to  themselves  and  me,  as  to  come  to  my 
liouse  in  a  manner  so  wholly  unprecedented,  so  altogether 
unwarrantable,  so  —  so  —  so  perfectly  unjustifiable  ;  I  say,  how 
any  person  or  persons  could  thus  presume " 

A  burst  of  laughter  from  Miss  Pratt  here  broke  in  upon 
the  Earl's  harangue. 

"  My  dear  Lord  Rossville,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  but  really  the 
notion  of  my  presuming  to  come  in  a  hearse  is  too  good.  'Pon 
my  word,  it's  a  piece  of  presumption  few  people  would  be 
guilty  of  if  they  could  help  it.  I  assure  you  I  felt  humble 
enough  when  I  was  glad  to  creep  into  it." 

"I  repeat  presume^  Miss  Pratt,"  cried  his  Lordship,  now 
fairly  kindled  into  eloquence,  "to  presume  to  bring  to  my 
house  an  equipage  and  attendants  of  —  of  —  of  the  most  luctif- 
erous  description  ;  and  farther,  to  presume  to  expect  that  I  am 
to  permit  the  hearse  of  Mr.  M'Vitae,  the  distiller,  the  — the 
democratic  distiller,  with  eight  horses  and  four  men,  to  —  to  — 

to to—  to  transform  Rossville  Castle  into  an  inn,  a  —  a  cara- 

vansery  of  the  very  lowest  description,  a  —  a  —  a  charnel  house, 

;t a  —  a  receptacle  for  vehicles  employed  for  the  foulest,  the 

vilest,  the  —  the  most  unseemly  of  all  purposes  !  Jackson, 
desire  those  people,  with  their  carriage  and  horses,  to  quit  my 
grounds  without  one  moment's  delay." 

"My  dear  Lord  Rossville!  —  (Stop,  Jackson) — Bless  my 
heart  !  you're  not  going  to  turn  away  the  people  at  this  time 
of  night !  Only  look  how  it's  snowing,  and  the  sky  as  black  as 
pitch;  tliere's  neither  man  nor  beast  fit  to  travel  afoot  this 
night.  Jackson,  Fm  sure  you  must  be  sensible  that  it's  per- 
fectly impossible  for  them  to  find  their  way  now." 

Jacks(-»n,  who  liad,  like  his  betters,  felt  considerable  ennui 
during  the  storm,  and  rather  rejoiced  at  the  thoughts  of  any 
visitors,  liowever  inferior  to  himself  in  rank  and  station,  con- 
iirmed  the  assertion  with  all  due  respect  —  but  to  little  purpose. 

"  At  all  events,  and  whatever  may  be  the  consequence,"  said 
liis  master,  "tbey  certainly  can,  and,  indeed,  positively  must, 
return  by  the  road  which  they  have  recently  traversed." 

"They  may  just  as  well  attempt  to  fly  as  to  go  back  the 
way  they  came  — a  pretty  fight  they  had  to  get  tlirough  1  I 
only  wish  you  had  seen  it  —  the  horses  up  to  their  shoulders 
more  tlian  once  in  the  snow,  even  then,  and  it's  now  snowing 
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ten  times  worse  than  ever  ;  so  I  leave  you  to  judge  how  they 
are  to  drag  a  hearse  back  nine  miles  at  this  time  of  night." 

Here  Jackson  reentered  with  a  manifesto  from  the  hearse 
drivers  and  company,  stating  that  they  had  been  brought  two 
miles  and  a  half  out  of  their  way  under  promise  of  being  pro- 
vided in  quarters  for  the  night,  and  that  it  was  now  impossible 
for  them  to  proceed. 

"It  will  be  a  pretty  story  if  I'm  landed  in  a  lawsuit,"  cried 
Miss  Pratt,  in  great  alarm,  as  the  Earl  was  about  to  reiterate 
his  orders  ;  "  and  it  will  make  a  fine  noise  in  the  county,  I  can 
tell  you."  . 

Mr.  Delmour,  who  had  been  out  investigating  matters,  here 
struck  in,  and  having  remarked  that  it  might  be  an  unpopular 
measure,  recommended  that  Mr.  M'Vitae's  suite  should  be 
accommodated  for  the  night,  with  strict  charges  to  depart  by 
dawn  the  following  morning  ;  and  the  Earl,  though  with  great 
reluctance,  was  i:)revailed  upon  to  agree  to  this  arrangement. 

Miss  Pratt  having  carried  her  point,  and  dried,  warmed,  fed, 
and  cherished  her  person  in  all  possible  ways,  now  commenced 
the  narrative  of  what  she  called  her  unparalleled  adventures. 
But  as  has  been  truly  said,  there  are  always  two  ways  of  telling 
a  story,  and  Miss  Pratt's  biographer  and  herself  are  by  no 
means  at  one  as  to  the  motives  which  led  to  this  extraordinary 
expedition.  Miss  Pratt  set  forth  that  she  had  been  living  most 
comfortably  at  Skinflint  Cottage,  where  she  had  been  most 
kindly  treated  and  much  pressed  to  prolong  her  visit ;  but  she 
had  taken  an  anxious  fit  about  her  good  friends  at  Rossville  ; 
she  had  had  a  great  dreaming  about  them  the  night  before  last, 
and  she  could  not  rest  till  she  had  seen  them  all.  She  had, 
therefore,  borrowed  the  Skinflint  carriage,  and  set  out  at  the 
risk  of  her  life  ;  but  the  horses  had  stuck  in  the  snow,  etc.,  etc., 
etc. 

Miss  Pratt's  biographer,  on  the  other  hand,  asserts  that  Miss 
Pratt,  in  the  course  of  circulation,  had  landed  at  Skinflint  Cot- 
tage, which  she  sometimes  used  as  a  stepping  stone,  but  never 
as  a  resting  place.  Here,  however,  she  had  been  taken  prisoner 
by  the  snowstorm,  and  confined  for  a  week  in  a  small  house  full 
of  children,  some  in  measles,  some  in  scarlet  fevers,  some  in 
whooping  coughs  —  the  only  healthy  individuals  two  strong 
unruly  boys,  just  broke  loose  from  school  for  the  holidays. 
The  fare  was  bad,  her  bed  was  hard,  her  blankets  heavy,  her 
pillows  few,  her  curtains  thin,  and  her  room,  which  was  next 
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to  the    nursery,  to   use   her   own   expression,    smoked   like   a 
killogie. 

To  sum  up  the  whole,  it  was  a  retreat  of  Miss  Becky  Du- 
guid's,  and  at  this  very  time  Miss  Becky  was  in  such  requisition 
that  it  was  resolved  to  send  the  carriage  for  her,  in  the  double 
hope  that,  as  Rossville  Castle  was  in  the  way,  their  guest  would 
avail  herself  of  the  opportunity  of  taking  her  departure.  Ac- 
cordingly, a  pair  of  old,  stiff,  starved,  superannuated  horses 
were  yoked  to  a  large,  heavy  family  coach,  to  which  Miss  Pratt 
joyfully  betook  herself  even  in  the  very  teeth  of  the  storm. 
But  the  case  was  a  desperate  one,  for  she  had  receiyed  several 
broad  hints  about  one  of  the  children  in  the  whooping  cough  — 
Charles  Fox  by  name  —  having  taken  a  fancy  to  sleep  with  her, 
in  consequence  of  her  having,  in  an  unwary  fit  of  generosity, 
presented  it  with  a  peppermint  drop.  But  all  these  minute 
particulars  Miss  Pratt  passed  over,  which  occasions  some  little 
discrepancy  betwixt  herself  and  her  faithful  biographer  ;  but 
from  tliis  point  they  can  now  proceed  hand  in  hand. 

The  old  liorses  tugged  their  way  through  the  snow  most 
manfully  till  they  came  to  Cocklestonetop  Muir,  and  there  it 
lay  so  deep  as  to  baffle  their  utmost  exertions.  After  every 
other  alternative  had  been  tried  in  vain,  there  remained  no 
other  than  to  leave  the  carriage,  and  for  Miss  Pratt,  her  green 
bag,  and  the  coachman  to  mount  the  horses  and  proceed  to  the 
nearest  habitation.  But  the  snow  fell  thick  and  fast ;  ]Miss 
Pratt  could  not  keep  her  seat  on  the  bare  back  of  a  huge,  stiff 
plow  horse,  whose  every  movement  threatened  dislocation  if 
not  dissolution,  and  even  her  dauntless  spirit  was  sinking  be- 
neath the  horrors  of  her  situation,  when,  as  she  expressed  it,  by 
mere  dint  of  good  luck,  up  came  Mr.  M'Vitae's  hearse,  drawn 
by  six  stout  horses,  who  had  been  living  for  the  last  two  days 
at  heck-and-manger  in  Mr.  jNI'Vitae's  well-filled  stables.  After 
a  little  parley,  and  many  promises,  they  were  induced  —  notli- 
ing  loath,  indeed  —  to  turn  out  of  the  way  and  deposit  Miss 
Pratt  and  her  bag  at  Rossville  Castle. 
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THE   BELLE   OF  THE   BALL. 

By  WINTHROP  MACKWORTH  PRAED. 

[WiNTHROP  Mackworth  Praed,  Eiiglish  writer  of  "  Vers  de  Society,"  waa 
born  July  26,  1802,  in  London.  A  boy  of  great  early  brilliancy,  he  was  promi- 
nent in  school  journalism  at  Eton,  and  had  a  wonderful  career  at  Trinity  Col- 
lege, Cambridge.  He  won  a  fellowship,  contributed  much  to  KnighVs  Quarterly, 
became  a  private  tutor,  entered  the  law,  took  to  politics,  and  was  Member  of 
Parliament  for  most  of  the  time  from  1830  till  his  death.  His  collected 
"Poems"  contain  several  pieces  of  permanent  popularity.] 

Years  —  years  ago  —  ere  yet  my  dreams 

Had  been  of  being  wise  and  witty;  • 
Ere  I  had  done  with  writing  themes, 

Or  yawned  o'er  this  infernal  Chitty ; 
Years,  years  ago,  while  all  my  joy 

Was  in  my  fowling  piece  and  filly ; 
In  short,  while  I  was  yet  a  boy, 

I  fell  in  love  with  Laura  Lilly. 

I  met  her  at  a  country  ball ; 

There  when  the  sound  of  flute  and  fiddle 
Gave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall, 

Of  hands  across  and  down  the  middle. 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  far 

Of  all  that  sets  young  hearts  romancing : 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star; 

And  when  she  danced  —  0  heaven,  her  dancing ! 

Dark  was  her  hair,  her  hand  was  white ; 

Her  voice  was  exquisitely  tender ; 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  liquid  light ; 

I  never  saw  a  waist  so  slender; 
Her  every  look,  her  every  smile. 

Shot  right  and  left  a  score  of  arrows ; 
I  thought  'twas  Venus  from  her  isle ; 

I  wondered  where  she'd  left  her  sparrows. 

She  talked  of  politics  or  prayers ; 

Of  Southey's  prose,  or  AVordsworth's  sonnets ; 
Of  daggers  or  of  dancing  bears. 

Of  battles,  or  the  last  new  bonnets ; 
By  candlelight,  at  twelve  o'clock, 

To  me  it  mattered  not  a  tittle. 
If  those  bright  lips  had  quoted  Locke, 

I  might  have  thought  they  murmured  Little. 
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Through  sunuy  May,  through  sultry  June, 

I  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal ; 
I  spoke  her  praises  to  the  moon, 

I  wrote  them  for  the  Sunday  Journal. 
My  mother  laughed ;  I  soon  found  out 

That  ancient  ladies  have  no  feeling ; 
My  father  frowned  ;  but  how  should  gout 

Find  any  happiness  in  kneeling  ? 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  dean, 

Rich,  fat,  and  rather  apoplectic ; 
She  had  one  brother  just  thirteen, 

'S^Tiose  color  was  extremely  hectic ; 
Her  grandmother,  for  many  a  year. 

Had  fed  the  parish  with  her  bounty ; 
Her  second  cousin  was  a  peer. 

And  lord  lieutenant  of  the  county. 

But  titles  and  the  three-per-cents, 

And  mortgages,  and  great  relations, 
And  India  bonds,  and  tithes,  and  rents, 

Oh !  what  are  they  to  love's  sensations  ? 
Black  eyes,  fair  forehead,  clustering  locks. 

Such  wealth,  such  honors,  Cupid  chooses ; 
He  cares  as  little  for  the  stocks, 

As  Baron  Rothschild  for  the  muses. 

She  sketched :  the  vale,  the  wood,  the  beach, 

Grew  lovelier  from  her  pencil's  shading. 
Slie  botanized :  I  envied  each 

Young  blossom  in  her  boudoir  fading. 
She  warbled  Handel :  it  was  grand  — 

She  made  the  Catalani  jealous. 
She  touched  the  organ :  1  could  stand 

For  hours  and  hours  and  blow  the  bellows. 

She  kept  an  album,  too,  at  homo, 

Well  filled  with  all  an  album's  glories : 
I'aintings  of  butterflies  and  Rome, 

I'atterns  for  triniming  Persian  stories; 
Soft  songs  to  Julia's  cockatoo. 

Fierce  odes  to  famine  and  to  slaughter: 
And  autographs  of  Prince  Le])oo, 

And  recipes  of  elder  water. 

And  she  was  flattered,  worshiped,  bored: 

Her  HU'\)ii  were  watched,  her  dress  was  noted, 
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Her  poodle  clog  was  quite  adored, 

Her  sayings  were  extremely  quoted. 
She  laughed,  and  every  heart  was  glad, 

As  if  the  taxes  were  abolished. 
She  frowned,  and  every  look  was  sad, 

As  if  the  opera  were  demolished. 

She  smiled  on  many  just  for  fun  — 

I  knew  that  there  was  nothing  in  it ; 
I  was  the  first,  the  only  one 

Her  heart  had  thought  of  for  a  minute ; 
I  knew  it,  for  she  told  me  so, 

In  phrase  which  was  divinely  molded ; 
She  wrote  a  charming  hand,  and  oh ! 

How  sweetly  all  her  notes  were  folded ! 

Our  love  was  like  most  other  loves  — 

A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver ; 
A  rosebud  and  a  pair  of  gloves. 

And  "  Fly  Not  Yet,"  upon  the  river ; 
Some  jealousy  of  some  one's  heir, 

Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  lock  of  hair. 

The  usual  vows  —  and  then  we  parted. 

We  parted:  months  and  years  rolled  by; 

We  met  again  four  summers  after ; 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh  — 

Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  laughter ; 
For  in  my  heart's  most  secret  cell. 

There  had  been  many  other  lodgers ; 
And  she  was  not  the  ballroom  belle. 

But  only  Mrs.  —  Something — Eogers. 


MR.  PICKWICK'S  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  MIDDLE- 
AGED  LADY  IN  YELLOW  CURL  PAPERS. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

[Charles  Dickex'5,  one  of  the  greatest  novelists  and  humorists  of  the  world, 
■wa-s  born  February  7,  1812,  at  Portsea,  Eng.  His  father  being  unprosperous,  he 
had  no  regular  education  and  much  hardship  ;  at  fourteen  became  an  attorney's 
clerk,  and  at  seventeen  a  reporter.  His  first  short  story  appeared  in  December, 
1833 ;  the  collected  "  Sketches  by  Boz  "  in  1836,  which  also  saw  the  first  number  of 
"The  Pickwick  Papers,"  finished  in  November,  1837.     There  followed  "Oliver 
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Twist,"  "Nicholas  Nickleby,"  "Master  Humphrey's  Clock"  (finally  dissolved 
into  the  "Old  Curiosity  Shop"  and  "  Barnaby  Rudge"),  the  "American 
Notes,"  "  Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  the  "Christmas  Carol"  (other  Christmas  stories 
followed  later),  "Notes  from  Italy,"  "Dombey  and  Son,"  "David  Copper- 
field,"  "Bleak  House,"  "Hard  Times,"  "Little  Dorrit,"  "Great  Expecta- 
tions," "A  Tale  of  Two  Cities,"  "Our  Mutual  Friend,"  and  the  unfinished 
"  Edwin  Drood."  Several  of  these,  and  his  "  Uncommercial  Traveller"  papers, 
appeared  in  All  the  Year  Bound,  which  he  edited.     He  died  June  9,  1870.] 

"  That  'ere  your  governor's  luggage,  Sammy  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Weller  senior,  of  his  affectionate  son,  as  he  entered  the 
yard  of  the  Bull  Inn,  Whitechapel,  with  a  traveling  bag  and  a 
small  portmanteau. 

"  You  might  ha'  made  a  worser  guess  than  that,  old  feller," 
replied  Mr.  Weller  the  younger,  setting  down  his  burden  in  the 
yard,  and  sitting  himself  down  upon  it  afterwards.  "The 
Governor  hisself'U  be  down  here  presently." 

"  He's  a  cabbin'  it,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  the  father. 

"  Yes,  he's  a  havin'  two  mile  o'  danger  at  eight-pence,"  re- 
sponded the  son.     "  How's  mother-in-law  this  mornin'  ?  " 

"  Queer,  Sammy,  queer,"  replied  the  elder  Mr.  Weller,  with 
impressive  gravity.  "  She's  been  gettin'  ray  ther  in  the  Metho- 
distical  order  lately,  Sammy  ;  and  she  is  uncommon  pious,  to 
be  sure.  She's  too  good  a  creetur  for  me,  Sammy  —  I  feel  I 
don't  deserve  her," 

"  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Samuel,  "  that's  wery  self-denyin'  o'  you." 

"  Wery,"  replied  his  parent,  with  a  sigh.  "  She's  got  hold 
o'  some  inwention  for  grown-up  people  being  born  again, 
Sammy  —  the  new  birth,  I  thinks  they  calls  it.  I  should  wery 
much  like  to  see  that  system  in  haction,  Sammy.  I  should  wery 
much  like  to  see  your  mother-in-law  born  again.  Wouldn't  I 
put  her  out  to  nurse! 

"  What  do  you  think  them  women  does  t'other  day  ?  "  con- 
tinued Mr.  Weller,  after  a  short  pause,  during  whicli  he  had 
significantly  struck  the  side  of  his  nose  with  his  forefinger, 
some  half-dozen  times.  "What  do  you  think  they  does,  t'other 
day,  Sammy  ?  " 

"  Don't  know,"  replied  Sam,  "  what  ?  " 

"  Go(;s  and  gets  up  a  grand  tea  drinkin'  for  a  feller  they 
calls  their  sliepherd,"  said  Mr.  Weller.  "I  was  a  standing 
starin'  in,  at  the  pictur  shop  down  at  our  place,  when  I  sees  a 
little  bill  about  it  ;  'Tickets  half  a  crown.  All  applications  to 
be  made  to  tlie  committee.  Secretary,  Mrs.  Weller  ; '  and  when 
I  got  Ikjimc,  there  was  the  committee  a  sittin'  in  our  back  parlor 
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—  fourteen  women  ;  I  wisli  you  could  ha'  heard  'em,  Sammy. 
There  they  was,  a  passin'  resolutions,  and  wotin'  supplies,  and 
all  sorts  o'  games.  Well,  what  with  your  mother-in-law  a  wor- 
rying me  to  go,  and  what  with  my  looking  f  or'ard  to  seein'  some 
queer  starts  if  I  did,  I  put  my  name  down  for  a  ticket  ;  at  six 
o'clock  on  the  Friday  evenin'  I  dresses  myself  out,  wery  smart, 
and  off  I  goes  vith  the  old  'ooman,  and  up  we  walks  into  a  fust 
floor  where  there  was  tea  things  for  thirty,  and  a  whole  lot  o' 
women  as  begins  whisperin'  to  one  another,  and  lookin'  at  me, 
as  if  they'd  never  seen  a  rayther  stout  gen'lm'n  of  eight  and 
fifty  afore.  By  and  by,  there  comes  a  great  bustle  downstairs, 
and  a  lanky  chap  with  a  red  nose  and  white  neckcloth  rushes 
up,  and  sings  out,  '  Here's  the  shepherd  a  coming  to  wisit  his 
faithful  flock  ; '  and  in  comes  a  fat  chap  in  black,  vith  a  great 
white  face,  a  smilin'  avay  like  clockwork.  Such  goin's  on, 
Sammy.  '  The  kiss  of  peace,'  says  the  shepherd  ;  and  then  he 
kissed  the  women  all  round,  and  ven  he'd  done,  the  man  vith  the 
red  nose  began.  I  was  just  a  thinkin'  whether  I  hadn't  better 
begin  too  —  'specially  as  there  was  a  wery  nice  lady  a  sittin'  next 
me  —  ven  in  comes  the  tea,  and  your  mother-in-law,  as  had 
been  makin'  the  kettle  boil,  downstairs.  At  it  they  went,  tooth 
and  nail.  Such  a  precious  loud  hymn,  Sammy,  while  the  tea  was 
a  brewing  ;  such  a  grace,  such  eatin'  and  drinkin'.  I  wish  you 
could  ha'  seen  the  shepherd  walkin'  into  the  ham  and  muffins. 
I  never  see  such  a  chap  to  eat  and  drink  —  never.  The  red- 
nosed  man  warn't  by  no  means  the  sort  of  person  you'd  like  to 
grub  by  contract,  but  he  was  nothin'  to  the  shepherd.  Well, 
arter  the  tea  was  over,  they  sang  another  hymn,  and  then  the 
shepherd  began  to  preach  :  and  wery  well  he  did  it,  considerin' 
how  heavy  them  muffins  must  have  lied  on  his  chest.  Pres- 
ently he  pulls  up,  all  of  a  sudden,  and  hollers  out,  'Where  is 
the  sinner  ;  where  is  the  mis'rable  sinner  ? '  upon  which,  all  the 
women  looked  at  me,  and  begun  to  groan  as  if  they  was  dying. 
I  thought  it  was  rather  sing'ler,  but  hows'ever,  I  says  nothing. 
Presently  he  pulls  up  again,  and  lookin'  wery  hard  at  me,  says, 
'  Where  is  the  sinner ;  where  is  the  mis'rable  sinner  !  '  and  all 
the  women  groans  again,  ten  times  louder  than  afore.  I  got 
rather  savage  at  this,  so  I  takes  a  step  or  two  for'ard  and  says, 
'  My  friend,'  says  I,  '  did  you  apply  that  'ere  obserwation  to 
me  ? '  —  'Stead  of  beggin'  my  pardon  as  any  gen'lm'n  would 
ha'  done,  he  got  more  abusive  than  ever  :  called  me  a  wessel, 
Sammy  —  a  wessel  of  wrath  —  and  all  sorts  o' names.  So  my 
XII. — 17 
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blood  being  reg'larly  up,  I  first  g&ve  him  two  or  tbree  for  him- 
self, and  then  two  or  three  more  to  hand  over  to  the  man  with 
the  red  nose,  and  walked  off.  I  wish  you  could  ha'  heard  how 
the  women  screamed,  Samm}'-,  ven  they  picked  up  the  shepherd 
from  under  the  table.  —  Hallo  !  here's  the  governor,  the  size 
of  life." 

As  ]\Ir.  "Weller  spoke,  i\Ir.  Pickwick  dismounted  from  a  cab, 
and  entered  the  yard. 

"Fine  mornin',  sir,"  —  said  Mr.  Weller  senior. 

"  Beautiful  indeed  "  —  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

*'  Beautiful  indeed,"  echoed  a  red-haired  man  Avith  an  inquis- 
itive nose  and  blue  spectacles,  who  had  unpacked  himself  from 
a  cab  at  the  same  moment  as  Mr.  Pickwick.     "  Going  to  Ipswich, 


sir 
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"  I  am,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Extraordinary  coincidence.     So  am  I." 

Mr.  Pickwick  bowed. 

"  Goingr  outside  ?  "  said  the  red-haired  man. 

Mr.  Pickwick  bowed  again. 

"  Bless  my  soul,  how  remarkable  —  I  am  going  outside,  too," 
said  tlie  red-haired  man  :  "we  are  positively  going  together." 
And  the  red-haired  man,  who  was  an  important-looking,  sharp- 
nosed,  mysterious-spoken  personage,  with  a  birdlike  habit  of 
giving  his  head  a  jerk  every  time  he  said  anything,  smiled  as  if 
he  had  made  one  of  the  strangest  discoveries  that  ever  fell  to 
the  lot  of  human  wisdom. 

"  I  am  happy  in  the  prospect  of  your  company,  sir,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  newcomer,  "  it's  a  good  thing  for  both  of  us, 
isn't  it?  Company,  you  see  —  company  is — is  —  it's  a  very 
different  thing  from  solitude  —  a'n't  it  ?  " 

"There's  no  denyiii'  tliat  'ere,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  joining  in 
the  conversation,  with  an  affable  smile.  "  That's  what  I  call  a 
self-evident  proposition,  as  tlie  dog's-meat  man  said,  when  the 
housemaid  told  him  he  warn't  a  gentleman." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  red-haired  man,  surveying  Mr.  Weller 
from  head  to  foot,  witli  a  supercilious  look.  "  Friend  of 
yours,  sir  ?  " 

"Not  exactly  a  friend,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  a  low  tone. 
"  The  fact  is,  he  is  my  servant,  but  I  allow  him  to  take  a  good 
many  liberties  ;  for,  between  ourselves,  1  Hatter  myself  he  is 
an  original,  and  I  am  rather  ])roud  of  him." 
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"  Ah,"  said  the  red-haired  man,  "  that,  you  see,  is  a  matter 
of  taste.  I  am  not  fond  of  anything  original  ;  I  don't  like  it ; 
don't  see  the  necessity  for  it.     What's  your  name,  sir  ?  " 

"  Here  is  my  card,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  much  amused 
by  the  abruptness  of  the  question,  and  the  singular  manner  of 
the  stranger. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  red-haired  man,  placing  the  card  in  his  pock- 
etbook,  "  Pickwick  ;  very  good.  I  like  to  know  a  man's  name, 
it  saves  so  much  trouble.  That's  my  card,  sir.  Magnus,  you 
will  perceive,  sir  —  Magnus  is  my  name.  It's  rather  a  good 
name,  I  think,  sir  ?  " 

"  A  very  good  name  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  wholly  un- 
able to  repress  a  smile. 

"  Yes,  I  think  it  is,"  resumed  Mr.  Magnus.  "  There's  a 
good  name  before  it,  too,  you  will  observe.  Permit  me,  sir  — 
if  you  hold  the  card  a  little  slanting,  this  way,  you  catch  the 
light  upon  the  up  stroke.  There  —  Peter  Magnus  —  sounds 
well,  I  think,  sir." 

"  Very,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Curious  circumstance  about  those  initials,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Magnus.  "You  will  observe  —  P.  M. — post  meridian.  In 
hasty  notes  to  intimate  acquaintance,  I  sometimes  sign  my- 
self '  Afternoon.'  It  amuses  my  friends  very  much,  Mr. 
Pickwick." 

"  It  is  calculated  to  afford  them  the  highest  gratification,  I 
should  conceive,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  rather  envying  the  ease 
with  which  Mr.  Magnus's  friends  were  entertained, 

"  Now,  gen'lm'n,"  said  the  hostler,  "  coach  is  ready,  if  you 
please." 

"  Is  all  my  luggage  in  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Magnus. 

"All  right,  sir." 

"  Is  the  red  bag  in  ?  " 

"All  right,  sir." 

"  And  the  striped  bag  ?  " 

"Fore  boot,  sir." 

"  And  the  brown-paper  parcel  ?  " 

"Under  the  seat,  sir." 

"  And  the  leather  hatbox  ?  " 

"They're  all  in,  sir." 

"  Now,  will  you  get  up  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Excuse  me,"  replied  Magnus,  standing  on  the  wheel. 
"Excuse  me,  Mr.  Pickwick.     I  cannot  consent  to  get  up,  in 
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this  state  of  uncertainty.     I  am  quite  satisfied  from  that  man's 
manner,  that  that  leather  hatbox  is  not  in." 

The  solemn  protestations  of  the  hostler  being  wholly  un- 
availing, the  leather  hatbox  was  obliged  to  be  raked  up  from 
the  lowest  depth  of  the  boot,  to  satisfy  him  that  it  had  been 
safely  packed;  and  after  he  had  been  assured  on  this  head, 
he  felt  a  solemn  presentiment,  first,  that  the  red  bag  was 
mislaid,  and  next  that  the  striped  bag  had  been  stolen,  and 
then  that  the  brown-paper  parcel  had  "come  untied."  At 
lengfth,  when  he  had  received  ocular  demonstrations  of  the 
groundless  nature  of  each  and  every  of  these  suspicions,  he 
consented  to  climb  up  to  the  roof  of  the  coach,  observing 
that  now  he  had  taken  everything  off  his  mind,  he  felt  quite 
comfortable  and  happy. 

"  You're  given  to  nervousness,  a'n't  you,  sir  ? "  inquired 
Mr.  Weller  senior,  eying  the  stranger  askance,  as  he  mounted 
to  his  place. 

"  Yes ;  I  always  am  rather,  about  these  little  matters," 
said  the  stranger,  "but  I  am  all  right  now  —  quite  right." 

"  Well,  that's  a  blessin',"  said  Mr.  Weller.  "  Sammy,  help 
your  master  up  to  the  box  :  t'other  leg,  sir,  that's  it ;  give  us 
your  hand,  sir.  Up  with  you.  You  was  a  lighter  weight 
when  you  was  a  boy,  sir." 

"  True  enough,  that,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  tlie  breathless  j\Ir. 
Pickwick,  good-humoredly,  as  he  took  liis  seat  on  the  box 
beside  him. 

"Jump  up  in  front,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller.  "Now, 
Villam,  run  'em  out.  Take  care  o'  the  archvay,  gen'lm'n. 
'Heads,'  as  the  pieman  says.  That'll  do,  Villam.  Let  'em 
alone."  And  away  went  the  coach  up  Whitechapel,  to  the 
admiration  of  the  whole  population  of  that  pretty  densely 
populated  quarter. 

"Not  a  wery  nice  neighborliood  this,  sir,"  said  Sam,  with 
the  toucli  of  tlie  hat  which  always  preceded  his  entering  into 
conversation  with  his  master. 

"It  is  not  indeed,  Sam,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  surveying 
the  crowded  and  filthy  street  through  wliich  they  were  passing. 

"It's  a  wery  remarkable  circumstance,  sir,"  said  Sam, 
"  that  poverty  and  oysters  always  seem  to  go  together." 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  What  I  mean,  sir,"  said  Sam,  "  is,  that  the  poorer  a  place 
is,  the  greater  call  there  seems  to  be  for  oysters.     Look  here, 
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sir ;  here's  a  oyster  stall  to  every  half-dozen  houses  —  the 
street's  Imed  vith  'em.  Blessed  if  I  don't  think  that  ven  a 
man's  wery  poor,  he  rushes  out  of  his  lodgings,  and  eats 
oysters  in  reg'lar  desperation." 

"To  be  sure  he  does,"  said  Mr.  Weller  senior,  "and  it's 
just  the  same  vith  piclded  salmon!  " 

"Those  are  two  very  remarkable  facts,  which  never  oc- 
curred to  me  before,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  The  very  first 
place  we  stop  at,  I'll  make  a  note  of  them." 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  turnpike  at  Mile  End  ; 
a  profound  silence  prevailed,  until  they  had  got  two  or  three 
miles  further  on,  when  Mr.  Weller  senior,  turning  suddenly 
to  Mr.  Pickwick,  said  :  — 

"  Wery  queer  life  is  a  pike  keeper's,  sir." 

"  A  what  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"A  pike  keeper." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  a  pike  keeper?"  inquired  Mr. 
Peter  Magnus. 

"  The  old  'un  means  a  turnpike  keeper,  gen'lm'n,"  observed 
Mr.  Weller,  in  explanation. 

"Oh,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "I  see.  Yes  ;  very  curious  life. 
Verj'-  uncomfortable." 

"  They're  all  on  'em  men  as  has  met  vith  some  disappoint- 
ment in  life,"  said  Mr.  Weller  senior. 

"  Ay,  ay  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Yes.  Consequence  of  vich,  they  retires  from  the  world, 
and  shuts  themselves  up  in  pikes;  partly  vith  the  view  of 
being  solitary,  and  partly  to  rewenge  themselves  on  mankind, 
by  takin'  tolls." 

"Dear    me,"    said    Mr.    Pickwick,    "I    never    knew    that 

before." 

"Fact,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller;  "if  they  was  gen'lm'n  you'd 
call  'em  misantliropes,  but  as  it  is  they  only  takes  to  pike 
keepin'." 

With  such  conversation,  possessing  the  inestimable  charm 
of  blending  amusement  with  instruction,  did  Mr.  Weller  be- 
guile the  tediousness  of  the  journey,  during  the  greater  part 
of  the  day.  Topics  of  conversation  were  never  wanting,  for 
even  when  any  pause  occurred  in  Mr.  Weller's  loquacity,  it 
was  abundantly  supplied  by  the  desire  evinced  by  Mr.  Magnus 
to  make  himself  acquainted  with  the  whole  of  the  personal  his- 
tory of  his  fellow-travelers,  and  his  loudly  expressed  anxiety  at 
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every  stage,  respecting  the  safety  and  well-being  of  the  two 
bags,  the  leather  hatbox,  and  the  brown-paper  parcel. 

In  the  main  street  of  Ipswich,  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the 
way,  a  short  distance  after  you  have  passed  through  the  open 
space  fronting  the  Townhall,  stands  an  inn  known  far  and 
wide  by  the  appellation  of  "  The  Great  White  Horse,"  rendered 
the  more  conspicuous  by  a  stone  statue  of  some  rampacious  ani- 
mal with  flov>dng  mane  and  tail,  distantly  resembling  an  insane 
cart  horse,  which  is  elevated  above  the  principal  door.  The 
Great  White  Horse  is  famous  in  the  neighborhood,  in  the  same 
degree  as  a  prize  ox,  or  county  paper-chronicled  turnip,  or 
unwieldy  pig  —  for  its  enormous  size.  Never  were  such  laby- 
rinths of  uncarpeted  passages,  such  clusters  of  moldy,  badly 
lighted  rooms,  such  huge  numbers  of  small  dens  for  eating  or 
bleeping  in,  beneath  any  one  roof,  as  are  collected  together  be- 
tween the  four  walls  of  the  Great  White  Horse  at  Ipswich. 

It  was  at  the  door  of  this  overgrown  tavern  that  the  Lon- 
don coach  stopped  at  the  same  hour  every  evening  ;  and  it 
was  from  this  same  London  coach  that  Mr.  Pickwick,  Sam 
Weller,  and  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  dismounted,  on  the  particular 
evening  to  which  this  chapter  of  our  history  bears  reference. 

"  Do  you  stop  here,  sir  ? "  inquired  Mr.  Peter  Magnus, 
when  the  striped  bag,  and  the  red  bag,  and  the  brown-paper 
parcel,  and  the  leather  hatbox  had  all  been  deposited  in  the 
passage.     "Do  you  stop  here,  sir?" 

"  I  do,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Magnus,  "  I  never  knew  anything 
like  these  extraordinary  coincidences.  Why,  I  stop  here,  too. 
I  hope  we  dine  together  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  I  am  not  quite 
certain  whether  I  have  any  friends  here  or  not,  though.  Is 
there  any  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Tupman  here,  waiter?  " 

A  corpulent  man,  with  a  fortnight's  napkin  under  liis  arm, 
and  coeval  stockings  on  liis  legs,  slowly  desisted  from  his  occu- 
pation of  staring  down  the  street,  on  this  question  being  put 
to  him  by  Mr.  Pickwick  ;  and,  after  minutely  inspecting  that 
gentleman's  ai)pearance,  from  the  crown  of  liis  hat  to  the  low- 
est button  of  his  gaiters,  replied  empliuticallv  :  — 

"No." 

"  Nor  any  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Siiodgrass  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

"No." 
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"Nor  Winkle?" 

"No." 

"  My  friends  have  not  arrived  to-day,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. "  We  will  dine  alone,  then.  Show  us  a  private  room, 
waiter." 

On  this  request  being  preferred,  the  corpulent  man  conde- 
scended to  order  the  boots  to  bring  in  the  gentlemen's  luggage, 
and  preceding  them  down  a  long  dark  passage,  ushered  them 
into  a  large,  badly  furnished  apartment,  with  a  dirty  grate,  in 
which  a  small  fire  was  making  a  wretched  attemjot  to  be  cheer- 
ful, but  was  fast  sinking  beneath  the  disj^iriting  influence  of 
the  place.  After  the  lapse  of  an  hour,  a  bit  of  fish  and  a 
steak  were  served  up  to  the  travelers,  and  when  the  dinner 
was  cleared  away,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  drew 
their  chairs  up  to  the  fire,  and  having  ordered  a  bottle  of  the 
worst  possible  port  wine,  at  the  highest  possible  price,  for  the 
good  of  the  house,  drank  brandy  and  water  for  their  own. 

Mr.  Peter  Magnus  was  naturally  of  a  very  communicative 
disposition,  and  the  brandy  and  water  operated  with  wonder- 
ful effect  in  warming  into  life  the  deepest  hidden  secrets  of  his 
bosom.  After  sundry  accounts  of  himself,  his  family,  his  con- 
nections, his  friends,  his  jokes,  his  business,  and  his  brothers 
(most  talkative  men  have  a  great  deal  to  say  about  their 
brothers),  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  took  a  blue  view  of  Mr.  Pick- 
wick through  his  colored  spectacles  for  several  minutes,  and 
then  said,  with  an  air  of  modesty  :  — 

"  And  what  do  you  think  —  what  do  you  think,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick—  I  have  come  down  here  for?" 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  it  is  wholly  impos- 
sible for  me  to  guess  ;  on  business,  perhaps." 

"  Partly  right,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  "  but  partly 
wrong,  at  the  same  time  :  try  again,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

"Really,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "I  must  throw  myself  on 
your  mercy,  to  tell  me  or  not,  as  you  may  think  best  ;  for  I 
should  never  guess,  if  I  were  to  try  all  night." 

"  Why,  then,  he  —  he  —  he  !  "  said  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  with 
a  bashful  titter,  "  what  should  you  think,  Mr.  Pickwick,  if  I  had 
come  down  here  to  make  a  proposal,  sir,  eh?     He  —  he  —  he  !  " 

"  Think  !  that  you  are  very  likely  to  succeed,"  replied  Mr. 
Pickwick,  with  one  of  his  most  beaming  smiles. 

"  Ah !  "  said  Mr.  Magnus,  "  but  do  you  really  think  so,  Mr. 
Pickwick  ?     Do  you,  though  ?  " 
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"  Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  No  I  but  you're  joking,  though." 

"  I  am  not,  indeed^" 

"  Why,  then,"  said  Mr.  Magnus,  "  to  let  )^ou  into  a  little 
secret,  /  think  so  too.  I  don't  mind  telling  you,  Mr.  Pickwick, 
although  I'm  dreadful  jealous  by  nature  —  horrid  —  that  the 
lady  is  in  this  house."  Here  Mr.  Magnus  took  off  his  specta- 
cles, on  purpose  to  wink,  and  then  put  them  on  again. 

"  That's  what  you  were  running  out  of  the  room  for,  before 
dinner,  then,  so  often,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  archly. 

"Hush  —  yes,  you're  right,  that  was  it  ;  not  such  a  fool  as 
to  see  her,  though." 

"No!" 

"  No  ;  wouldn't  do,  you  know,  after  having  just  come  off  a 
journey.  Wait  till  to-morrow,  sir  ;  double  the  chance  then. 
]\Ir.  Pickwick,  sir,  there  is  a  suit  of  clothes  in  that  bag,  and  a 
hat  in  that  box,  which  I  expect,  in  the  effect  they  will  produce, 
will  be  invaluable  to  me,  sir." 

"Indeed  !  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Yes  ;  you  must  have  observed  my  anxiety  about  them 
to-day.  I  do  not  believe  that  such  another  suit  of  clothes,  and 
such  a  hat,  could  be  bought  for  money,  ]\Ir.  Pickwick." 

Mr.  Pickwick  congratulated  tlie  fortunate  owner  of  the  irre- 
sistible garments,  on  their  acquisition  ;  and  Mr.  Peter  Magnus 
remained  for  a  few  moments,  apparently  absorbed  in  contem- 
plation. 

"  She's  a  fine  creature,"  said  Mr.  INIagnus. 

"Is  she?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Very,"  said  Mr.  INIagnus,  "  very.  She  lives  about  twenty 
miles  from  here,  Mr.  Pickwick.  I  heard  she  would  be  here 
to-niglit  and  all  to-morrow  forenoon,  and  came  down  to  seize 
the  opportunity.  I  tliink  an  inn  is  a  good  sort  of  place  to  pro- 
pose to  a  single  woman  in,  Mr.  Pickwick.  She  is  more  likely 
to  feel  tlio  loneliness  of  her  situation  in  traveling,  })erhaps,  than 
slie  would  be  at  home.     Wliat  do  you  think,  Mr.  Pickwick?" 

"  I  tliink  it  very  prol)abie,"  replied  that  gentleman. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  I'ickwick,"  said  Mr.  Peter  Magnus, 
"l)ut  I  am  naturally  rather  curious  ;  wliat  may  i/oii  have  come 
down  licre  for  ?  " 

"On  a  far  less  pleasant  cnand,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick, 
tlie  color  mounting  to  liis  face  at  the  recollei^tion  —  "I  have 
come  down  here,  sir,  to  expose  the  treachery  and  fulsehood  of 
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an  individual,  upon  whose  truth  and  honor  I  placed  implicit 
reliance." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Mr,  Peter  Magnus,  "  that's  verj^  unpleas- 
ant. It  is  a  lady,  I  presume  ?  Eh  ?  ah  !  Sly,  Mr.  Pickwick, 
sly.  Well,  Mr,  Pickwick,  sir,  I  wouldn't  probe  your  feel- 
ings for  the  world.  Painful  subjects,  these,  sir,  very  painful. 
Don't  mind  me,  Mr.  Pickwick,  if  you  wish  to  give  vent  to 
your  feelings.  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  jilted,  sir ;  I  have  endured 
that  sort  of  thing  three  or  four  times." 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  for  your  condolence  on  what 
you  presume  to  be  my  melancholy  case,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
winding  up  his  watch,  and  lajdng  it  on  the  table,  "  but " 

"  No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  "  not  a  word  more  :  it's 
a  painful  subject,  I  see,  I  see.  What's  the  time,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick?" 

"  Past  twelve." 

"  Dear  me,  it's  time  to  go  to  bed.  It  will  never  do,  sitting 
here.     I  shall  be  pale  to-morrow,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

At  the  bare  notion  of  such  a  calamity,  Mr.  Peter  Magnus 
rang  the  bell  for  the  chambermaid ;  and  the  striped  bag,  the 
red  bag,  the  leather  hatbox,  and  the  brown-paper  parcel  hav- 
ing been  conveyed  to  his  bedroom,  he  retired  in  company  with 
a  japanned  candlestick,  to  one  side  of  the  house,  while  Mr. 
Pickwick,  and  another  japanned  candlestick,  were  conducted 
through  a  multitude  of  tortuous  windings,  to  another. 

"This  is  your  room,  sir,"  said  the  chambermaid. 

"Very  well,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  round  him. 
It  was  a  tolerably  large  double-bedded  room,  with  a  fire  ;  upon 
the  whole,  a  more  comfortable-looking  apartment  than  Mr. 
Pickwick's  short  experience  of  the  accommodations  of  the 
Great  White  Horse  had  led  him  to  expect. 

"  Nobody  sleeps  in  the  other  bed,  of  course,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"Oh  no,  sir." 

"Very  good.  Tell  my  servant  to  bring  me  up  some  hot 
water  at  half-past  eight  in  the  morning,  and  that  I  shall  not 
want  him  any  more  to-night." 

"Yes,  sir."  And  bidding  Mr.  Pickwick  good  night,  the 
chambermaid  retired,  and  left  him  alone. 

Mr.  Pickwick  sat  himself  down  in  a  chair  before  the  fire, 
and  fell  into  a  train  of  rambling  meditations.  First  he  thought 
of  his  friends,  and  wondered  when  they  would  join  him  ;  then 
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his  mind  reverted  to  Mrs.  Martha  Bardell  ;  and  from  that  lady- 
it  wandered,  by  a  natural  process,  to  the  dingy  countinghouse 
of  Dodson  and  Fogg.  From  Dodson  and  Fogg's  it  flew  off  at 
a  tangent,  to  the  very  center  of  the  history  of  the  queer  client ; 
and  then  it  came  back  to  the  Great  White  Horse  at  Ipswich, 
with  sufficient  clearness  to  convince  Mr.  Pickwick  that  he  was 
falling  asleep  :  so  he  roused  himself,  and  began  to  undress, 
when  he  recollected  he  had  left  his  watch  on  the  table  down- 
stairs. 

Now  this  watch  was  a  special  favorite  with  Mr.  Pickwick, 
having  been  carried  about,  beneath  the  shadow  of  his  waist- 
coat for  a  greater  number  of  years  than  we  feel  called  upon  to 
state,  at  present.  The  possibility  of  going  to  sleep,  unless  it 
were  ticking  gently  beneath  his  pillow,  or  in  the  watch  pocket 
over  his  head,  had  never  entered  Mr.  Pickwick's  brain.  So  as 
it  was  pretty  late  nov/,  and  he  was  unwilling  to  ring  his  bell  at 
that  hour  of  the  night,  he  slipped  on  his  coat,  of  which  he  had 
just  divested  himself,  and  taking  the  japanned  candlestick  in 
his  hand,  walked  quietly  downstairs. 

The  more  stairs  Mr.  Pickwick  went  down,  the  more  stairs  there 
seemed  to  be  to  descend,  and  again  and  again,  when  Mr.  Pick- 
wick got  into  some  narrow  passage,  and  began  to  congratulate 
himself  on  having  gained  the  ground  floor,  did  another  flight 
of  stairs  appear  before  his  astonished  eyes.  At  last  he 
reached  a  stone  hall,  which  he  remembered  to  have  seen  when 
he  entered  the  house.  Passage  after  passage  did  he  explore  ; 
room  after  room  did  he  peep  into  ;  at  length,  just  as  he  was  on 
tlie  point  of  giving  up  the  search  in  despair,  he  opened  the  door 
of  the  identical  room  in  which  he  had  spent  the  evening,  and 
beheld  his  missing  property  on  the  table. 

Mr.  Pickwick  seized  the  watch  in  triumph,  and  proceeded 
to  retrace  his  steps  to  his  bedchamber.  If  his  progress  down- 
wards had  been  attended  with  difficulties  and  uncertainty,  liis 
journey  back  was  inflnitely  more  perplexing.  Rows  of  doors, 
garnished  with  boots  of  every  shape,  make,  and  size,  branched 
off  in  every  jjossible  direction.  A  dozen  times  did  he  softly 
turn  the  handle  of  some  bedroom  door  wliich  resembled  his 
own,  when  a  gruff  cry  from  within  of  "  Who  the  devil's  that  ?  " 
or  "  What  do  you  want  h«jre  V  "  caused  him  to  steal  away,  on 
tiptoe,  with  a  perfectly  marvelous  celerity.  He  was  reduced 
to  the  verge  of  despair,  when  an  open  door  attracted  his  atten- 
i'um.     lie  peeped  in —  right  at  last.     Tiiere  were  the  two  beds, 
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whose  situation  he  perfectly  remembered,  and  the  fire  still 
burning.  His  candle,  not  a  long  one  when  he  first  received  it, 
had  flickered  away  in  the  draughts  of  air  through  which  he  had 
passed,  and  sank  into  the  socket,  just  as  he  closed  the  door 
after  him.  "  No  matter,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  I  can  undress 
myself  just  as  well,  by  the  light  of  the  fire." 

The  bedsteads  stood  one  on  each  side  of  the  door  ;  and  on 
the  inner  side  of  each  was  a  little  path,  terminating  in  a  rush- 
bottom  chair,  just  wide  enough  to  admit  of  a  person's  getting 
into,  or  out  of,  bed,  on  that  side,  if  he  or  she  thought  proper. 
Having  carefully  drawn  the  curtains  of  his  bed  on  the  outside, 
Mr.  Pickwick  sat  down  on  the  rush-bottomed  chair,  and  leisurely 
divested  himself  of  his  shoes  and  gaiters.  He  then  took  off, 
and  folded  up,  his  coat,  waistcoat,  and  neckcloth,  and  slowly 
drawing  on  his  tasseled  nightcap,  secured  it  firmly  on  his  head, 
by  tying  beneath  his  chin  the  strings  which  he  always  had 
attached  to  that  article  of  dress.  It  was  at  this  moment  that 
the  absurdity  of  his  recent  bewilderment  struck  upon  his  mind  ; 
and  throwing  himself  back  in  the  rush-bottomed  chair,  Mr. 
Pickwick  laughed  to  himself  so  heartily,  that  it  would  have 
been  quite  delightful  to  any  man  of  well-constituted  mind  to 
have  watched  the  smiles  which  expanded  his  amiable  features 
as  they  shone  forth  from  beneath  the  nightcap. 

"  It  is  the  best  idea,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  to  himself,  smiling 
till  he  almost  cracked  the  nightcap  strings  —  "It  is  the  best 
idea,  my  losing  myself  in  this  place,  and  wandering  about  those 
staircases,  that  I  ever  heard  of.  Droll,  droll,  very  droll." 
Here  Mr.  Pickwick  smiled  again,  a  broader  smile  than  before, 
and  was  about  to  continue  the  process  of  undressing,  in  the 
best  possible  humor,  when  he  was  suddenly  stopped  by  a 
most  unexpected  interruption  ;  to  wit,  the  entrance  into  the 
room  of  some  person  with  a  candle,  who,  after  locking  the 
door,  advanced  to  the  dressing  table,  and  set  down  the  light 
upon  it. 

The  smile  that  played  on  Mr.  Pickwick's  features  was 
instantaneously  lost  in  a  look  of  the  most  unbounded  and  wonder- 
stricken  surprise.  The  person,  whoever  it  was,  had  come  in  so 
suddenly  and  with  so  little  noise,  that  Mr.  Pickwick  had  had  no 
time  to  call  out,  or  oppose  their  entrance.  Who  could  it  be  ? 
A  robber?  Some  evil-minded  person  who  had  seen  him  come 
upstairs  with  a  handsome  watch  in  his  hand,  perhaps.  What 
was  he  to  do  ? 
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The  only  way  in  which  ]\Ir.  Pickwick  could  catch  a  glimpse 
of  his  mysterious  visitor  with  the  least  danger  of  being  seen 
himself,  was  by  creeping  on  to  the  bed,  and  peeping  out  from 
between  the  curtains  on  the  opposite  side.  To  this  maneuver 
he  accordingly  resorted.  Keeping  the  curtains  carefully  closed 
with  his  hand,  so  that  nothing  more  of  him  could  be  seen  than 
his  face  and  nightcap,  and  putting  on  his  spectacles,  he  mus- 
tered up  courage,  and  looked  out. 

Mr.  Pickwick  almost  fainted  with  horror  and  dismay. 
Standing  before  the  dressing  glass  was  a  middle-aged  lady 
in  yellow  curl  papers,  busily  engaged  in  brushing  what  ladies 
call  their  "back  hair."  However  the  unconscious  middle-aged 
lady  came  into  that  room,  it  was  quite  clear  that  she  contem- 
plated remaining  there  for  the  night ;  for  she  had  brought  a 
rushlight  and  shade  with  her,  which,  with  praiseworthy  pre- 
caution against  lire,  she  had  stationed  in  a  basin  on  the  floor, 
where  it  was  glimmering  away,  like  a  gigantic  lighthouse,  in  a 
particularly  small  piece  of  water. 

"  Bless  my  soul,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  what  a  dreadful 
thing ! " 

"  Hem  !  "  said  the  lady  ;  and  in  went  Mr.  Pickwick's  head 
with  automatonlike  rapidity. 

"  I  never  met  with  anything  so  awful  as  this,"  —  thought 
poor  Mr.  Pickwick,  the  cold  perspiration  starting  in  drops  upon 
his  nightcap.     "Never.     This  is  fearful." 

It  was  quite  impossible  to  resist  the  urgent  desire  to  see 
what  was  going  forward.  So  out  went  IVIr.  Pickwick's  head 
again.  The  prospect  was  worse  than  before.  The  middle- 
aged  lady  had  finished  arranging  lier  hair;  had  carefully 
enveloped  it  in  a  muslin  nightcap  with  a  small  plaited  border, 
and  was  gazing  pensively  on  the  lire. 

"  This  matter  is  growing  alarming  "  —  reasoned  Mr.  Pick- 
wick with  himself.  "  I  can't  allow  things  to  go  on  in  this  way. 
By  the  self-possession  of  that  lady,  it's  clear  to  me  that  I  must 
have  come  into  the  wrong  room.  H  1  call  out,  she'll  alarm  the 
liouse,  but  if  I  remain  here  tlie  consequences  will  be  still  more 
frightful." 

Mr.  Pickwick,  it  is  (piite  unnecessary  to  say,  was  one  of 
the  most  modest  and  delicate-minded  of  mortals.  The  very 
idea  of  exliiljiting  liis  nightcap  to  a  lady  overpowered  him, 
])ut  lie  had  tied  those  confounded  strings  in  a  knot,  and  do 
what  he  wuidd,  he  c(;iil(lii'l  gel  it  ulT.      'I'iie  disclosure  must  be 
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made.  There  was  only  one  other  way  of  doing  it.  He  shrank 
behind  the  curtains,  and  called  out  very  loudly  :  — 

"Ha  — hum." 

That  the  lady  started  at  this  unexpected  sound  was  evident, 
by  her  falling  up  against  the  rushlight  shade ;  that  she  per- 
suaded herself  it  must  have  been  the  effect  of  imagination 
was  equally  clear,  for  when  Mr.  Pickwick,  under  the  impres- 
sion that  she  had  fainted  away,  stone-dead  from  fright,  ven- 
tured to  peep  out  again,  she  was  gazing  pensively  on  the  fire 
as  before. 

"Most  extraordinary  female  this,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick, 
popping  in  again.     "Ha  —  hum." 

These  last  sounds,  so  like  those  in  which,  as  legends  inform 
us,  the  ferocious  giant  Blunderbore  was  in  the  habit  of  express- 
ing his  opinion  that  it  was  time  to  lay  the  cloth,  were  too 
distinctly  audible  to  be  again  mistaken  for  the  workings  of 
fancy. 

"  Gracious  Heaven  !  "  said  the  middle-aged  lady,  "  what's 
that !  " 

"  It's  —  it's  only  a  gentleman,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick 
from  behind  the  curtains. 

"  A  gentleman !  "  said  the  lady,  with  a  terrific  scream. 

"  It's  all  over,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  A  strange  man  !  "  shrieked  the  lady.  Another  instant, 
and  the  house  would  be  alarmed.  Her  garments  rustled  as  she 
rushed  towards  the  door. 

"  Ma'am  "  —  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  thrusting  out  his  head,  in 
the  extremity  of  his  desperation,  "ma'am." 

Now  although  Mr.  Pickwick  was  not  actuated  by  any  defi- 
nite object  in  putting  out  his  head,  it  was  instantaneously  produc- 
tive of  a  good  effect.  The  lady,  as  we  have  already  stated,  was 
near  the  door.  She  must  pass  it,  to  reach  the  staircase,  and  she 
would  most  undoubtedly  have  done  so,  by  this  time,  had  not  the 
sudden  apparition  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  nightcap  driven  her  back, 
into  the  remotest  corner  of  the  apartment,  where  she  stood, 
staring  wildly  at  Mr.  Pickwick,  while  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  his 
turn,  stared  wildly  at  her. 

"Wretch,"  —  said  the  lady,  covering  her  eyes  with  her 
hands,  "  what  do  you  want  here  ?  " 

"Nothing,  ma'am  —  nothing  whatever,  ma'am,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick,  earnestly. 

"  Nothing  !  "  said  the  lady,  looking  up. 
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"Nothing,  ma'am,  upon  my  honor,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
nodding  his  head  so  energetically  that  the  tassel  of  his  nightcap 
danced  again.  "  I  am  almost  ready  to  sink,  ma'am,  beneath  the 
confusion  of  addressing  a  lady  in  my  nightcap  [  here  the  lady 
liastily  snatched  off  hers],  but  I  can't  get  it  ofP,  ma'am  — here 
Mr.  Pickwick  gave  it  a  tremendous  tug,  in  proof  of  the  state- 
ment. It  is  evident  to  me,  ma'am,  now,  that  I  have  mistaken 
this  bedroom  for  my  own.  I  had  not  been  here  five  minutes, 
ma'am,  when  you  suddenly  entered  it." 

"If  this  improbable  story  be  really  true,  sir"  —  said  the 
lady,  sobbing  violently,  "you  will  leave  it  instantly." 

"I  will,  ma'am,  with  the  greatest  pleasure"  —  replied  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"  Instantly,  sir,"  said  the  lady. 

"  Certainly,  ma'am,"  interposed  :Mr.  Pickwick,  very  quickly. 
"  Certainly,  ma'am.  I  —  I  —  am  very  sorry,  ma'am,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick,  making  his  appearance  at  the  bottom  of  the  bed,  "  to 
have  been  the  innocent  occasion  of  this  alarm  and  emotion  ; 
deeply  sorry,  ma'am." 

The  lady  pointed  to  the  door.  One  excellent  quality  of  Mr. 
Pickwick's  character  was  beautifully  displayed  at  this  moment, 
under  the  most  trying  circumstances.  Although  he  had  hastily 
put  on  his  hat  over  his  nightcap,  after  the  manner  of  the  old 
patrol ;  although  he  carried  his  shoes  and  gaiters  in  his  hand, 
and  his  coat  and  waistcoat  over  his  arm,  nothing  could  subdue 
his  native  politeness. 

"  I  am  exceedingly  sorry,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  bow- 
ing very  low. 

"  If  you  are,  sir,  you  v/ill  at  once  leave  the  room,"  said  the 

lady. 

"  Immediately,  ma'am  ;  this  instant,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, opening  the  door,  and  dropping  both  his  shoes  with  a  loud 
crash  in  so  doing. 

"I  trust,  ma'am,"  resumed  Mr.  Pickwick,  gathering  up  his 
shoes,  and  turning  round  to  bow  again,  "  I  trust,  ma'am,  that 
my  unblemished  cliaractcr,  and  the  devoted  respect  I  entertain 

for  your  sex,  will  plead  as  some  slight  excuse  for  this " 

But  before  Mr.  Pickwick  could  conclude  the  sentence,  the  lady 
had  thrust  liini  into  the  passage  and  locked  and  bolted  the  door 

behind  him. 

Whatever  grounds  of  self-congratulation  i\Ir.  Pickwick 
might  have,  for  liaving  escaped  so  quietly  from  liis  late  awk- 
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ward  situation,  his  present  position  was  by  no  means  enviable. 
He  was  alone,  in  an  open  passage,  in  a  strange  house,  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  half-dressed  ;  it  was  not  to  be  supposed 
that  he  could  find  his  way  in  perfect  darkness  to  a  room  he  had 
been  wholly  unable  to  discover  with  a  light,  and  if  he  made  the 
slightest  noise  in  his  fruitless  attempts  to  do  so,  he  stood  every 
chance  of  being  shot  at,  and  perhaps  killed,  by  some  wakeful 
traveler.  He  had  no  resource  but  to  remain  where  he  was, 
until  daylight  appeared.  So,  after  groping  his  way  a  few  paces 
down  the  passage,  and  to  his  infinite  alarm  stumbling  over 
several  pairs  of  boots  in  so  doing,  Mr.  Pickwick  crouched  into 
a  little  recess  in  the  wall,  to  wait  for  morning  as  philosophi- 
cally as  he  might. 

He  was  not  destined,  however,  to  undergo  this  additional 
trial  of  patience  :  for  he  had  not  been  long  ensconced  in  his 
present  concealment  when,  to  his  unspeakable  horror,  a  man, 
bearing  a  light,  appeared  at  the  end  of  the  passage.  His  horror 
was  suddenly  converted  into  joy,  however,  when  he  recognized 
the  form  of  his  faithful  attendant.  It  was  indeed  Mr.  Samuel 
Weller,  who  after  sitting  up  thus  late,  in  conversation  with  the 
boots,  who  was  sitting  up  for  the  mail,  was  now  about  to  retire 
to  rest. 

"  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  suddenly  appearing  before  him, 
"  where's  my  bedroom  ?  " 

Mr.  Weller  stared  at  his  master  with  the  most  emphatic  sur- 
prise ;  and  it  was  not  until  the  question  had  been  repeated  three 
several  times,  that  he  turned  round,  and  led  the  way  to  the 
long-sought  apartment. 

"Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he  got  into  bed,  "I  have 
made  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  mistakes  to-night,  that 
ever  were  heard  of." 

"  Wery  likely,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  "Weller,  dryly. 

"But  of  this  I  am  determined,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
"  that  if  I  were  to  stop  in  this  house  for  six  months,  I  would 
never  trust  myself  about  it,  alone,  again." 

"  That's  the  wery  prudentest  resolution  as  you  could  come  to, 
sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  "  You  rayther  want  somebody  to  look 
arter  you,  sir,  ven  your  judgment  goes  out  a  wisitin'." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Sam  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
He  raised  himself  in  bed,  and  extended  his  hand,  as  if  he  were 
about  to  say  something  more  ;  but  suddenly  checking  himself, 
turned  round,  and  bade  his  valet  "  Good  night." 
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"Good  night,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  He  paused  when 
he  got  outside  the  door  —  shook  his  head  —  walked  on  — 
stopped  —  snuffed  the  candle  —  shook  his  head  again — and 
finally  proceeded  slowly  to  his  chamber,  apparently  buried  in 
the  profoundest  meditation. 

THE   BELLS   OF  SHANDON. 

By  FRANCIS  MAHONY. 

[Francis  Mahony,  better  known  as  "Father  Front,"  was  born  in  Cork, 
Ireland,  1804.  He  was  educated  by  the  Jesuits  at  Amiens,  studied  tlieology  at 
Faris,  and  became  a  priest.  In  London  he  formed  one  of  the  famous  group  about 
Magiun  who  wrote  for  Fraser's  Magazine,  and  about  1834  began  to  contribute 
to  it  under  the  name  of  "Father  Front,"  mainly  translations  of  English  songs 
into  foreign  languages  and  foreign  ones  into  English,  which  remain  his  literary 
monument.  Later  he  was  correspondent  of  English  papers  from  Kome  and 
Faris.  Though  much  more  wit,  diner-out,  bohemian,  and  scholarly  litterateur 
than  priest,  he  remained  faithful  to  the  beliefs  and  loyal  to  the  pride  of  his 
church.     He  died  in  May,  18Go.] 

With  deep  affection 
And  recollection, 
I  often  think  of 

Those  Shandon  bells, 
Whose  sounds  so  wild  would, 
In  the  days  of  childhood, 
Fling  round  my  cradle 

Their  magic  spells. 

On  this  I  ponder 
Where'er  I  wander, 
And  tluis  grow  fonder, 

Sweet  Cork,  of  thee. 
With  thy  bells  of  Shandon 
Til  at  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  hoard  bolls  chiming 
Full  many  a  dime  in, 
Tolling  subliuio  in 
(Jatliedral  shrine, 
While  at  a  glib  rate 
Brass  tongues  would  vibrate; 
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But  all  their  music 

Spoke  naught  like  thine. 

For  memory  dwelling 
On  each  proud  swelling 
Of  thy  belfry  knelling 

Its  bold  notes  free, 
Made  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  tolling 
Old  Adrian's  mole  in, 
Their  thunder  rolling 

Prom  the  Vatican ; 
And  cymbals  glorious 
Swinging  uproarious 
In  the  gorgeous  turrets 

Of  Notre  Dame. 

But  thy  sounds  were  sweeter 
Than  the  dome  of  Peter 
Flings  o'er  the  Tiber, 

Pealing  solemnly: 
Oh,  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

There's  a  bell  in  Moscow, 
While  on  tower  and  kiosk,  oh. 
In  Saint  Sophia 

The  Turkman  gets, 
And  loud  in  air 
Calls  men  to  prayer, 
From  the  tapering  summits 

Of  tall  minarets. 

Such  empty  phantom 
I  freely  grant  them ; 
But  there's  an  anthem 

More  dear  to  me : 
'Tis  the  bells  of  Shandon 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 
•18 
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FROM   "TEN   THOUSAND   A   YEAR." 

By   SAMUEL    WARREN. 

[Samuel  Warren  :  An  English  novelist ;  born  in  Denbighshire,  Wales, 
May  23,  1807.  He  studied  medicine  at  Edinburgh,  but  abandoned  it  for  law. 
Ultuuately  he  became  queen's  counsel,  recorder  at  Hull,  and  a  member  of 
Parliament.  Pie  is  chiefly  remembered  for  his  "Passages  from  the  Diary  of  a 
Late  Physician"  (1832)  and  "Ten  Thousand  a  Year"  (1841),  both  of  which 
appeared  originally  in  Blackwood'' s  Magazine.     He  died  in  1877,  in  London.] 

The  Hero  appears  on  the  Scene. 

About  ten  o'clock  one  Sunday  morning,  in  the  month  of 
July,  1839,  the  dazzling  sunbeams,  which  had  for  several  hours 
irradiated  a  little  dismal  back  attic  in  one  of  the  closest  courts 
adjoining  Oxford  Street,  in  London,  and  stimulated  with  their 
intensity  the  closed  eyelids  of  a  young  man  —  one  Tittlebat 
Titmouse  —  lying  in  bed,  at  length  woke  him.  He  rubbed 
his  eyes  for  some  time,  to  relieve  himself  from  the  irritation 
occasioned  by  the  sudden  glare  they  encountered  ;  and  yawned 
and  stretched  his  limbs  with  a  heavy  sense  of  weariness,  as 
though  his  sleep  had  not  refreshed  him.  He  presently  cast 
his  eyes  towards  the  heap  of  clothes  lying  huddled  together 
on  the  backless  chair  by  the  bedside,  where  he  had  hastily 
flung  them  about  an  hour  after  midnight  ;  at  which  time  he 
had  returned  from  a  great  draper's  shop  in  Oxford  Street, 
where  he  served  as  a  shopman,  and  where  he  had  nearly 
dropped  asleep,  after  a  long  day's  work,  in  the  act  of  putting 
up  the  shutters.  He  could  hardly  keep  his  eyes  open  while  he 
undressed,  short  as  was  the  time  required  to  do  so  ;  and  on 
dropping  exhausted  into  bed,  there  he  had  continued,  in  deep 
unbroken  slumber,  till  the  moment  of  liis  being  presented  to 
the  reader. 

He  lay  for  several  minutes,  stretching,  yawning,  and  sigh- 
ing, occasionally  casting  an  irresolute  glance  towards  the  tiny 
fireplace,  where  lay  a  modicum  of  wood  and  coal,  with  a  tinder 
box  and  a  matcli  or  two  placed  upon  tlie  hob,  so  that  he  could 
easily  light  liis  fire  for  tlie  purposes  of  shaving  and  breakfasting. 
He  stepped  at  length  lazily  out  of  bed,  and  when  he  felt  his 
feet,  again  yawned  and  stretched  himscdf.  Tlum  he  lit  his  fire, 
placed  his  bit  of  a  kettle  on  the  top  of  it,  and  returned  to  bed, 
where  he  lay  with  his  eye  fixed  on  the  lire,  watching  the  crac- 
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kling  blaze  insinuate  itself  through  the  wood  and  coal.  Once, 
however,  it  began  to  fail,  so  he  had  to  get  up  and  assist  it,  by 
blowing,  and  bits  of  paper;  and  it  seemed  in  so  precarious  a 
state  that  he  determined  not  again  to  lie  down,  but  sit  on  the 
bedside  :  as  he  did,  with  his  arms  folded,  ready  to  resume 
operations  if  necessary.  In  this  posture  he  remained  for  some 
time,  watching  his  little  fire,  and  listlessly  listening  to  the  dis- 
cordant jangling  of  innumerable  church  bells,  clamorously  call- 
ing the  citizens  to  their  devotions.  The  current  of  thoughts 
passing  through  his  mind,  was  something  like  the  following  :  — 
"  Heigho  !  —  Lud,  Lud  !  —  Dull  as  ditch  water  !  —  This  is 
my  only  holiday,  yet  I  don't  seem  to  enjoy  it !  —  for  I  feel 
knocked  up  with  my  week's  work !  (A  yawn.)  What  a  life 
mine  is,  to  be  sure  !  Here  I  am,  in  my  eight-and-twentieth 
year,  and  for  four  long  years  have  been  one  of  the  shopmen  at 
Tag-rag  &  Co.'s,  slaving  from  half-past  seven  o'clock  in  the 
morning  till  nine  at  night,  and  all  for  a  salary  of  thirty-five 
pounds  a  year,  and  my  board  !  And  Mr.  Tag-rag  —  eugh  I 
what  a  beast  !  —  is  always  telling  me  how  high  he's  raised  my 
salary  !  !  Thirty-five  pounds  a  year  is  all  I  have  for  lodging, 
and  turning  out  like  a  gentleman !  'Pon  my  soul !  it  can't 
last ;  for  sometimes  I  feel  getting  desperate  —  such  strange 
thoughts  come  into  my  mind  !  —  Seven  shillings  a  week  do  I 
pay  for  thx8  cursed  hole  —  (he  uttered  these  words  with  a 
bitter  emphasis,  accompanied  by  a  disgustful  look  round  the 
little  room)  —  that  one  couldn't  swing  a  cat  in  without  touch- 
ing the  four  sides!  —  Last  winter  three  of  our  gents  (i.e.  his 
fellow-shopmen)  came  to  tea  with  me  one  Sunday  night ;  and 
bitter  cold  as  it  was,  we  four  made  this  cussed  doghole  so  hot, 
we  were  obliged  to  open  the  window  !  —  And  as  for  accommo- 
dation —  I  recollect  I  had  to  borrow  two  nasty  chairs  from  the 
people  below,  who  on  the  next  Sunday  borrowed  my  only 
decanter,  in  return,  and,  hang  them,  cracked  it  !  —  Curse  me, 
say  I,  if  this  life  is  worth  having  !  It's  all  the  very  vanity  of 
vanities  —  as  it's  said  somewhere  in  the  Bible  —  and  no  mis- 
take !  Fag,  fag,  fag,  all  one's  days,  and  —  what  for  ?  Thirty- 
five  pounds  a  year,  and  '  no  advance!  '  (Here  occurred  a  pause 
and  reverie,  from  which  he  was  roused  by  the  clangor  of  the 
church  bells.)  Bah,  bells  !  ring  away  till  you're  all  cracked  ! 
—  Now  do  you  think  Tm  going  to  be  mewed  up  in  church  on 
this  the  only  day  out  of  the  seven  I've  got  to  sweeten  myself 
in,  and  sniff  fresh  air  ?     A  precious  joke  that  would  be  !     (A 
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yawn.)  Whew!  —  after  all,  I'd  almost  as  lieve  sit  here;  for 
what's  the  use  of  my  going  out  ?  Everybody  I  see  out  is 
happy,  excepting  me,  and  the  poor  chaps  that  are  like  me  I  — 
Everybody  laughs  when  they  see  me,  and  know  that  I'm  only 
a  tallow-faced  counterjumper  —  I  know  that's  the  odious  name 
we  gents  go  by  !  —  for  whom  it's  no  use  to  go  out  - —  for  one 
day  in  seven  can't  give  one  a  bloom  !  Oh,  Lord  !  what's  the 
use  of  being  good-looking,  as  some  chaps  say  I  am  ?  "  —  Here 
he  instinctively  passed  his  left  hand  through  a  profusion  of 
sandy-colored  hair,  and  cast  an  eye  towards  the  bit  of  fractured 
looking-glass  which  hung  against  the  wall,  and  had,  by  faith- 
fully representing  to  him  a  by  no  means  ugly  set  of  features 
(despite  the  dismal  hue  of  his  hair)  whenever  he  chose  to 
appeal  to  it,  afforded  him  more  enjoyment  than  any  other 
object  in  the  world,  for  years.  "  Ah,  by  Jove  !  many  and 
many's  the  fine  gal  I've  done  my  best  to  attract  the  notice  of, 
while  I  was  serving  her  in  the  shop  —  that  is,  when  I've  seen 
her  get  out  of  a  carriage  !  There  has  been  luck  to  many 
a  chap  like  me,  in  the  same  line  of  speculation :  look  at  Tom 
Tarnish  —  how  did  he  get  Miss  Twang,  the  rich  pianoforte 
maker's  daughter  ?  —  and  noiu  he's  cut  the  shop,  and  lives  at 
Hackney,  like  a  regular  gentleman  !  Ah  !  that  was  a  stroke ! 
But  somehow  it  hasn't  answered  with  me  yet;  the  gals  don't 
take !  How  I  have  set  my  eyes  to  be  sure,  and  ogled  tliem ! 
—  All  of  them  don't  seem  to  dislike  the  thing — ^and  sometimes 
they'll  smile,  in  a  sort  of  way  that  says  I'm  safe — but  it's 
been  no  use  yet,  not  a  bit  of  it  I  —  My  eyes  !  catch  me,  by  the 
way,  ever  nodding  again  to  a  lady  on  the  Sunday,  that  had 
smiled  when  I  stared  at  her  while  serving  her  in  the  shop  — 
after  what  happened  to  me  a  month  or  two  ago  in  the  Park  ! 
Didn't  I  feel  like  damaged  goods,  just  then?  liut  it's  no 
matter,  women  are  so  different  at  different  times !  —  Very 
likely  I  mismanaged  tlie  thing.  By  the  way,  what  a  precious 
puppy  of  a  chap  the  fellow  was  that  came  up  to  her  at  the  time 
she  stepped  out  of  her  carriage  to  walk  a  bit  I  As  for  good 
looks  —  cut  mo  to  ribl)ons  (another  glance  at  tlie  glass)  — no  ; 
I  a'n't  afraid  there,  neither  —  but — heigho  !  —  I  suppose  he 
was,  as  they  say,  born  with  a  golden  spoon  in  his  month,  and 
had  never  so  many  a  thonsand  a  year,  to  make  up  to  him  for 
never  so  few  brains  !  He  was  uncommon  well-dressed,  though, 
I  must  own.  What  trousers  !  —  they  stuck  so  natural  to  him, 
he  might  have  been  born   in   them.     And   his  waistcoat,  and 
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satin  stock  —  what  an  air  I  And  yet,  his  figure  was  nothing 
very  out  of  the  way  1  His  gloves,  as  white  as  snow  ;  I've  no 
doubt  he  wears  a  pair  of  them  a  day  —  my  stars  I  that's  three 
and  sixpence  a  day ;  for  don't  I  know  what  they  cost  ?  — 
Whew  !  if  I  had  but  the  cash  to  carry  on  that  sort  of  thing  ! 

—  And  when  he'd  seen  her  into  her  carriage  —  the  horse  he 
got  on  ! — and  what  a  tiptop  groom  —  that  chap's  wages,  I'll 
answer  for  it,  were  equal  to  my  salary  1  (Here  was  another 
pause.)  Now,  just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  only  suppose  luck 
was  to  befall  me  !  Say  that  somebody  was  to  leave  me  lots  of 
cash  —  many  thousands  a  year,  or  something  in  that  line  !  My 
stars  !  wouldn't  I  go  it  with  the  best  of  them  !  (Another  long 
pause.)  Gad,  I  really  should  hardly  know  how  to  begin  to 
spend  it !  —  I  think,  by  the  way,  I'd  buy  a  title  to  set  off  with 

—  for  what  won't  money  buy  ?  The  thing's  often  done  ;  there 
was  a  great  pawnbroker  in  the  city,  the  other  day,  made  a 
baronet  of,  all  for  his  money  —  and  why  shouldn't  I  ?  "  He 
grew  a  little  heated  with  the  progress  of  his  reflections,  clasp- 
ing his  hands  with  involuntary  energy,  as  he  stretched  them 
out  to  their  fullest  extent,  to  give  effect  to  a  very  hearty  yawn. 
"  Lord,  only  think  how  it  would  sound  :  — 

"  Sir  Tittlebat  Titmouse,  Baronet  ;  (or)  Lord  Tit- 
mouse !  I 

"  The  very  first  place  I'd  go  to,  after  I'd  got  my  title,  and 
was  rigged  out  in  Tight-tit's  tiptop,  should  be  —  our  cursed 
shop !  to  buy  a  dozen  or  two  pair  of  white  kid.  Ah,  ha ! 
What  a  flutter  there  would  be  among  the  poor  pale  devils  as 
were  standing,  just  as  ever,  behind  the  counters,  at  Tag-rag 
&  Co.'s  when  my  carriage  drew  up,  and  I  stepped,  a  tiptop 
swell,  into  the  shop.  Tag-rag  would  come  and  attend  to  me 
himself!  No,  he  wouldn't  —  pride  wouldn't  let  him.  I  don't 
know,  though  :  what  wouldn't  he  do  to  turn  a  penny,  and  make 
two  and  ninepence  into  three  and  a  penny  ?  I  shouldn't  quite 
come  Captain  Stiff  over  him,  I  think,  just  at  first ;  but  I  should 
treat  him  with  a  kind  of  an  air,  too,  as  if  —  hem  !  'Pon  my 
life!  how  delightful!  (A  sigh  and  a  pause.)  Yes,  I  should 
often  come  to  the  shop.  Gad,  it  would  be  half  the  fun  of  my 
fortune  !  How  they  would  envy  me,  to  be  sure  !  How  one 
should  enjoy  it !  I  wouldn't  think  of  marrying  till  —  and  yet 
I  won't  say  either ;  if  I  got  among  some  of  them  out-and-outers 
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—  those  first-rate  articles  —  that  lady,  for  instance,  the  other 
day  in  the  Park  —  I  should  like  to  see  her  cut  me  as  she  did, 
with  ten  thousand  a  year  in  my  pocket  1  Why,  she'd  be  run- 
ning after  me!  —  or  there's  no  truth  in  novels,  which  I'm  sure 
there's  often  a  great  deal  in.  Oh,  of  course,  I  might  marry 
whom  I  pleased !  Who  couldn't  be  got  with  ten  thousand 
a  year?  (Another  pause.)  I  think  I  should  go  abroad  to 
Russia  directly  ;  for  they  tell  me  there's  a  man  lives  there  who 
could  dye  this  cussed  hair  of  mine  any  color  I  liked  —  and  — 
egad  !  I'd  come  home  as  black  as  a  crow,  and  hold  up  my  head 
as  high  as  any  of  them  !  While  I  was  about  it,  I'd  have  a 
touch  at  my  eyebrows "  Crash  here  went  all  his  castle- 
building,  at  the  sound  of  his  teakettle,  hissing,  whizzing,  sput- 
tering, in  the  agonies  of  boiling  over  ;  as  if  the  intolerable  heat 
of  the  fire  had  driven  desperate  the  poor  creature  placed  upon 
it,  which  instinctively  tried  thus  to  extinguish  the  cause  of  its 
anguish.   .  .   . 

He  was  really  not  bad-looking,  in  spite  of  his  sandy-colored 
hair.  His  forehead,  to  be  sure,  was  contracted,  and  his  eyes 
were  of  a  very  light  color,  and  a  trifle  too  protuberant ;  but  his 
mouth  was  rather  well-formed,  and  being  seldom  closed,  ex- 
hibited very  beautiful  teeth  ;  and  his  nose  was  of  that  descrip- 
tion which  generally  passes  for  a  Roman  nose.  His  countenance 
wore  generally  a  smile,  and  was  expressive  of  —  self-satisfac- 
tion :  and  surely  any  expression  is  better  than  none  at  all.  As 
for  there  being  the  slightest  trace  of  intellect  in  it,  I  should  be 
misleading  the  reader  if  I  were  to  say  an}i:hing  of  the  sort.  In 
height,  he  was  about  five  feet  and  a  quarter  of  an  inch,  in  his 
boots,  and  he  was  rather  strongly  set,  with  a  little  tendency  to 
round  shoulders  :  —  but  his  limbs  were  pliant,  and  his  motions 
nimble. 

Here  you  have,  then,  Mr.  Tittlebat  Titmouse  to  the  life  — 
certainly  no  more  than  an  average  sample  of  his  kind ;  but  as 
he  is  to  go  through  a  consideral)le  variety  of  situation  and  cir- 
cumstance, I  thought  you  would  like  to  have  him  as  distinctly 
before  your  mind's  eye  as  it  was  in  my  power  to  present  him. 

—  Well  —  he  put  his  hat  on,  as  I  have  said  ;  buttoned  the  low- 
est two  buttons  of  liis  surtout,  and  stuck  his  white  pocket 
handkerchief  into  the  outside  pocket  in  front,  as  already  men- 
tioned, anxiously  disj)(>sing  it  so  as  to  let  a  little  appear  above 
the  edge  of  the  pocket,  with  a  sort  of  careful  carelessness  —  a 
graceful  contrast  to  the  blue  ;  drew  on  liis  gloves  ;  took  his 
cane  in  his  hand ;  drained  the  last  sad  remnant  of  infusion  of 
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chicory  in  his  coffee  cup ;  and,  the  sun  shining  in  the  full 
splendor  of  a  July  noon,  and  promising  a  glorious  day,  forth 
sallied  this  poor  fellow,  an  Oxford  Street  Adonis,  going  forth 
conquering  and  to  conquer  !  Petty  finery  without,  a  pinched 
and  stinted  stomach  within  ;  a  case  of  Back  versus  Belly  (as 
the  lawyers  would  have  it),  the  plaintiff  winning  in  a  canter ! 
Forth  sallied,  I  say,  Mr.  Titmouse,  as  also,  doubtless,  sallied 
forth  that  day  some  five  or  six  thousand  similar  personages, 
down  the  narrow,  creaking,  close  staircase,  which  he  had  no 
sooner  quitted  than  he  heard  exclaimed  from  an  opposite  win- 
dow, "  My  eyes  !  a'n't  that  a  swell !  "  He  felt  how  true  the 
observation  was,  and  that  at  that  moment  he  was  somewhat  out 
of  his  element ;  so  he  hurried  on,  and  soon  reached  that  great 
broad  disheartening  street,  apostrophized  by  the  celebrated 
Opium-Eater,  with  bitter  feeling,  as  — "  Oxford  Street !  — 
stony-hearted  stepmother  !  Thou  that  listenest  to  the  sighs  of 
orphans,  and  drinkest  the  tears  of  children !  "  Here,  though 
his  spirits  were  not  just  then  very  buoyant,  our  poor  little 
dandy  breathed  more  freely  than  when  he  was  passing  through 
the  wretched  crowded  court  (Closet  Court)  which  he  had  just 
quitted.  He  passed  and  met  hundreds  who,  like  himself, 
seemed  released  for  a  precious  day's  interval  from  miserable 
confinement  and  slavery  during  the  week ;  but  there  were  not 
very  many  of  them  who  could  vie  with  him  in  elegance  of 
appearance  —  and  that  was  indeed  a  luxurious  reflection  !  Who 
could  do  justice  to  the  air  with  which  he  strutted  along !  He 
felt  as  happy,  poor  soul,  in  his  little  ostentation,  as  his  Corin- 
thian rival  in  tiptop  turnout,  after  twice  as  long,  and  as  anxious, 
and  fifty  times  as  expensive,  preparations  for  effective  public 
display  !  Nay,  wy  poor  swell  was  in  some  respects  greatly  the 
superior  of  such  an  one  as  I  have  alluded  to.  Mr.  Titmouse 
did,  to  a  great  degree,  bedizen  his  back  —  but  at  the  expense 
of  his  belly ;  whereas,  the  Corinthian  exquisite,  too  often  tak- 
ing advantage  of  station  and  influence,  recklessly  both  pampers 
his  luxurious  appetite  within,  and  decorates  his  person  without, 
at  the  expense  of  innumerable  heartaching  creditors.  I  do  not 
mean,  however,  to  claim  any  real  merit  for  Mr.  Titmouse  on 
this  score,  because  I  am  not  sure  how  he  would  act  if  he  were 
to  become  possessed  of  his  magnificent  rival's  means  and  oppor- 
tunities for  the  perpetration  of  gentlemanly  frauds  on  a  splen- 
did scale.  — But  we  shall  perhaps  see  by  and  by. 

Mr.  Titmouse  walked  along  with  leisurely  step  ;  for  haste 
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and  perspiration  were  vulgar,  and  he  had  the  day  before  him. 
Observe,  now,  the  careless  glance  of  self-satisfaction  with 
which  he  occasionally  regards  his  bright  boots,  with  their 
martial  appendage,  giving  out  a  faint  clinking  sound  as  he 
heavily  treads  the  broad  flags ;  his  spotless  trousers,  his  tight 
surtout,  and  the  tip  of  white  handkerchief  peeping  accidentally 
out  in  front  !  A  pleasant  sight  it  was  to  behold  him  in  a 
chance  rencounter  with  some  one  genteel  enough  to  be  recognized 
—  as  he  stood,  resting  on  his  left  leg  ;  his  left  arm  stuck  upon 
his  hip ;  his  right  leg  easily  bent  outwards ;  his  right  hand 
lightly  holding  his  ebon  cane,  with  the  gilt  head  of  which  he 
occasionally  tapped  his  teeth ;  and  his  eyes,  half  closed,  scruti- 
nizing the  face  and  figure  of  each  '•'"pretty  gaV  as  she  passed, 
and  to  whom  he  had  a  delicious  consciousness  that  he  appeared 
an  object  of  interest  !  This  was  indeed  happiness,  as  far  as 
his  forlorn  condition  could  admit  of  his  enjoying  happiness.  — 
He  had  no  particular  object  in  view.  A  tiff  overnight  with 
two  of  his  shopmates  had  broken  off  a  party  which  they  had 
agreed  the  Sunday  preceding  in  forming,  to  go  that  day  to 
Greenwich ;  and  this  trifling  circumstance  had  a  little  soured 
his  temper,  depressed  as  had  been  his  spirits  before.  He 
resolved,  on  consideration,  to  walk  straight  on,  and  dine  some- 
where a  little  way  out  of  town,  by  way  of  passing  tlie  time  till 
four  o'clock,  at  which  hour  he  intended  to  make  his  appearance 
in  Hyde  Park,  "  to  see  the  swells  and  the  fashions,"  which  was 
his  favorite  Sunday  occupation. 

His  condition  was,  indeed,  forlorn  in  tlie  extreme.  To  say 
nothing  of  his  prospects  in  life  —  what  Avas  his  present  condi- 
tion ?  A  sliopman  with  thirty-five  pounds  a  year,  out  of  which 
he  had  to  find  his  clothing,  wasliing,  lodging,  and  all  other 
incidental  expenses  —  the  chief  item  of  his  board  —  such  as  it 
was  —  being  found  him  by  his  employers  !  He  was  five  weeks 
in  arrear  to  his  landlady  —  a  corpulent  old  termagant,  whom 
nothing  could  have  induced  him  to  risk  offending,  but  liis 
overmastering  love  of  finery  ;  for  I  grieve  to  say,  tliat  this 
deficiency  had  been  occasioned  by  liis  purcliase  of  the  ring  he 
then  wore  with  so  much  pride  !  How  lie  liad  contrived  to 
pacify  her  —  lie  upon  lie  lie  must  liave  had  recourse  to  —  I 
know  not.  He  was  indebted  also  to  his  poor  washerwoman  in 
five  or  six  shillings  for  at  least  a  quarter's  washing,  and  owed 
five  times  that  amount  to  a  little  old  tailor,  who,  with  huge 
spectacles  on  his  nose,  turned  up  to  him,  out  of  a  little  cupboard 
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which  he  occupied  in  Closet  Court,  and  which  Titmouse  had  to 
pass  whenever  he  went  to  or  from  his  lodgings,  a  lean,  sallow, 
wrinkled  face,  imploring  him  to  "settle  his  small  account." 
All  the  cash  in  hand  which  he  had  to  meet  contingencies 
between  that  day  and  quarter-day,  which  was  six  weeks  otf, 
was  about  twenty-six  shillings,  of  which  he  had  taken  one 
for  the  present  day's  expenses! 

Revolving  these  somewhat  disheartening  matters  in  his 
mind,  he  passed  easily  and  leisurely  along  the  whole  length  of 
Oxford  Street.  No  one  could  have  judged  from  his  dressy 
appearance,  the  constant  smirk  on  his  face,  and  his  confident 
air,  how  very  miserable  that  poor  little  dandy  was  ;  but  three 
fourths  of  his  misery  were  really  occasioned  by  the  impossibility 
he  felt  of  his  ever  being  able  to  indulge  in  his  propensities  for 
finery  and  display.  Nothing  better  had  he  to  occupy  his  few 
thoughts.  He  had  had  only  a  plain  mercantile  education,  as 
it  is  called,  i.e.  reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic  ;  beyond  an 
exceedingly  moderate  acquaintance  with  these,  he  knew  nothing 
whatever;  not  having  read  anything  except  a  few  inferior 
novels,  and  plays,  and  sporting  newspapers.  Deplorable,  how- 
ever, as  were  his  circumstances  — 

Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast. 

And  probably,  in  common  with  most  who  are  miserable  from 
straitened  circumstances,  he  often  conceived,  and  secretly  relied 
upon,  the  possibility  of  some  unexpected  and  accidental  change 
for  the  better.  He  had  heard  and  read  of  extraordinary  cases 
of  LUCK.  Why  might  he  not  be  one  of  the  lucky?  A  rich 
girl  might  fall  in  love  with  him  —  that  was,  poor  fellow  !  in  his 
consideration,  one  of  the  least  unlikely  ways  of  luck's  advent ; 
or  some  one  might  leave  him  money  ;  or  he  might  win  a  prize 
in  the  lottery  ;  —  all  these,  and  other  accidental  modes  of  get- 
ting rich,  frequently  occurred  to  the  well-regulated  mind  of 
Mr.  Tittlebat  Titmouse  ;  but  he  never  once  thought  of  one 
thing,  viz.  of  determined,  unwearying  industry,  perseverance, 
and  integrity  in  the  way  of  his  business,  conducing  to  such  a 
result ! 

Is  his  case  a  solitary  one  ?  —  Dear  reader,  you  may  be  unlike 
poor  Tittlebat  Titmouse  in  every  respect  except  one! 
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He  comes  into  Ten  Thousand  a  Year. 

"  That,  my  Lord,  is  the  defendant's  case,"  said  the  Attorney 
General  as  his  last  witness  left  the  box ;  and  Mr.  Subtle  then 
rose  to  reply.  He  felt  how  unpopular  was  his  cause ;  that 
almost  every  countenance  around  him  bore  a  hostile  expression. 
Privately,  he  loathed  his  case,  when  he  saw  the  sort  of  person 
for  whom  he  was  struggling.  All  his  sympathies  (he  was  a 
very  proud,  haughty  man)  were  on  behalf  of  Mv.  Aubrey, 
whom  by  name  and  reputation  he  well  knew,  and  with  whom 
he  had  often  sat  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Now,  conspicu- 
ous before  him,  sat  his  little  monkey  client.  Titmouse  —  a 
ridiculous  object ;  and  calculated,  if  there  were  any  scope  for 
the  influence  of  prejudice,  to  ruin  his  own  cause  by  the  exhi- 
bition of  himself  before  the  jury.  That  was  the  vulgar  idiot 
who  was  to  turn  the  admirable  Aubreys  out  of  Yatton,  and 
send  them  beggared  into  the  world !  But  Mr.  Subtle  was  a 
high-minded  English  advocate ;  and  if  he  had  seen  Miss  Au- 
brey in  all  her  loveliness,  and  knew  that  her  all  depended  upon 
the  success  of  his  exertions,  he  could  hardly  have  exerted  him- 
self more  strenuously  than  he  did  on  the  present  occasion. 
And  such,  at  length,  was  tlie  effect  which  that  exquisitely 
skillful  advocate  produced,  in  his  address  to  the  jury,  that  he 
l)egan  to  bring  about  a  change  in  the  feelings  of  most  around 
him  ;  even  the  eye  of  scornful  beauty  began  to  direct  fewer 
glances  of  indignation  and  disgust  upon  Titmouse,  as  Mr. 
Subtle's  irresistible  rhetoric  drew  upon  their  sympathies  in 
that  young  gentleman's  behalf.  "  My  learned  friend,  the  At- 
torney General,  gentlemen,  dropped  one  or  two  expressions  of 
a  somewhat  disparaging  tendency,"  said  Mr.  Subtle,  "  in  allud- 
ing to  my  client,  Mr.  Titmouse  ;  and  shadowed  forth  a  disad- 
vantageous contrast  between  the  obscure  and  ignorant  plaintiff, 
and  the  gifted  defendant.  Good  heavens,  gentlemen  !  and  is 
my  ]mml)le  client's  misfortune  to  become  his  fault?  H  he  be 
obscure  and  ignorant,  unacquainted  with  the  usages  of  society, 
deprived  of  the  blessings  of  a  superior  education  —  if  he  liave 
contracted  vulgarity,  lo ho f^e  fault  is  it?  —  Who  has  occasioned 
it?  Who  plunged  him  and  his  i)arents  before  him  into  an 
unjust  poverty  and  obscurity,  from  wliich  Providence  is  about 
this  day  to  rescue  him,  and  ])ut  him  in  ])()Ssession  of  his  own  ? 
Gentlemen,  if  topics  like  these  must  be  introduced  into   this 
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case,  I  ask  you  wlio  is  accountable  for  the  present  condition  of 
my  unfortunate  client  ?  Is  he,  or  are  those  who  have  been,  per- 
haps unconsciously,  but  still  unjustly,  so  long  reveling  in  the 
wealth  which  is  his?  Gentlemen,  in  the  name  of  everything 
that  is  manly  and  generous,  I  challenge  your  sympathy,  your 
commiseration,  for  my  client."  Here  Titmouse,  who  had  been 
staring  open-mouthed  for  some  time  at  his  eloquent  advocate, 
and  could  be  kept  quiet  no  longer  by  the  most  vehement  efforts 
of  Messrs.  Quirk,  Gammon,  and  Snap,  rose  up  in  an  excited 
manner,  exclaiming,  "  Bravo  !  bravo,  bravo,  sir  !  Ton  my  life, 
capital!  It's  quite  true  —  bravo!  bravo!"  His  astounded 
advocate  paused  at  this  unprecedented  interruption.  "Take 
the  puppy  out  of  court,  sir,  or  I  will  not  utter  one  word  more," 
said  he,  in  a  fierce  whisper  to  Mr.  Gammon. 

"  Who  is  that  ?  Leave  the  court,  sir  !  Your  conduct  is 
most  indecent,  sir  !  I  have  a  great  mind  to  commit  you,  sir  !  " 
said  Lord  Widdrington,  directing  an  awful  look  down  to  the 
offender,  wdio  had  turned  of  a  ghastly  whiteness. 

"  Have  mercy  upon  me,  my  Lord  !  I'll  never  do  it  again," 
he  groaned,  clasping  his  hands,  and  verily  believing  that  Lord 
Widdrington  was  going  to  take  the  estate  away  from  him. 

Snap  at  length  succeeded  in  getting  him  out  of  court,  and 
after  the  excitement  occasioned  by  this  irregular  interruption 
had  subsided,  Mr.  Subtle  resumed  :  — 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  in  a  low  tone,  "  I  perceive  that  you 
are  moved  by  this  little  incident ;  and  it  is  characteristic  of 
your  superior  feelings.  Inferior  persons,  destitute  of  sensi- 
bility or  refinement,  might  have  smiled  at  eccentricities  which 
occasion  gentlemen  like  yourselves  only  feelings  of  greater  com- 
miseration. I  protest,  gentlemen,"  —  his  voice  trembled  for  a 
moment,  but  he  soon  resumed  his  self-possession  ;  and,  after  a 
long  and  admirable  address,  sat  down,  confident  of  the  verdict. 

"  If  we  lose  the  verdict,  sir,"  said  he,  bending  down  and 
whispering  into  the  ear  of  Gammon,  "  we  may  thank  that  exe- 
crable little  puppy  for  it."  Gammon  changed  color,  but  made 
no  reply. 

Lord  Widdrington  then  commenced  summing  up  the  case 
to  the  jury  with  his  usual  care  and  perspicacity.  Nothing 
could  be  more  beautiful  than  the  ease  with  which  he  extricated 
the  facts  of  the  case  from  the  meshes  in  which  they  had  been 
alternately  involved  by  Mr.  Subtle  and  the  Attorney  General. 
As  soon  as  he  had  explained  to  them  the  general  principles  of 
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law  applicable  to  the  case,  he  placed  before  them  the  facts 
proved  by  the  plaintiff,  and  then  the  answer  of  the  defendant : 
every  one  in  court  trembling  for  the  result,  if  the  jury  should 
take  the  same  view  which  he  felt  compelled  himself  to  take. 
The  judge  suggested  that  they  should  retire  to  consider  the 
case,  taking  with  them  the  pedigrees  which  had  been  handed 
in  to  them ;  and  added  tliat,  if  they  should  require  his  assist- 
ance, he  should  remain  in  his  private  room  for  an  hour  or  two. 
l^oth  judge  and  jury  then  retired,  it  being  about  eight  o'clock. 
Candles  were  lit  in  the  court,  which  continued  crowded  to 
suffocation.  Few  doubted  which  way  the  verdict  would  go. 
Fatigued  as  must  have  been  most  of  the  spectators  with  a  two 
days'  confinement  and  excitement, — ladies  as  well  as  gentle- 
men, —  scarce  a  person  thought  of  quitting  before  the  verdict 
had  been  pronounced.  After  an  hour  and  a  half's  absence,  a 
cry  was  heard  from  the  bailiff  in  Avhose  charge  the  jury  had 
retired  —  "  Clear  the  way  for  the  jury  !  "  and  one  or  two  officers, 
with  their  wands,  obeyed  the  directions.  As  the  jury  were 
reentering  their  box,  struggling  witli  a  little  difficulty  through 
the  crowd.  Lord  Widdrington  resumed  his  seat  upon  the  bench. 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  have  the  goodness,"  said  the  asso- 
ciate, "  to  answer  to  your  names.  —  Sir  Godolphin  Fitzherhert " 
—  and,  while  their  names  were  thus  called  over,  all  the  counsel 
took  their  pens,  and,  turning  over  their  briefs  with  an  air  of 
anxiety,  prepared  to  indorse  on  them  the  verdict.  As  soon  as 
all  the  jurymen  liad  answered,  a  profound  silence  ensued. 

"  Gentlemen  of  tlic  jury,"  inquired  the  associate,  "  are  you 
agreed  upon  your  verdict?  Do  you  find  for  the  plaintiff,  or 
for  the  defendant  ?  " 

"  Foil  THE  PLAINTIFF,"  replied  the  foreman  ;  on  which  the 
officer,  amid  a  kind  of  blank  dismayed  silence,  making  at  the 
same  time  some  hieroglyphics  upon  the  record,  muttered  — 
"  Verdict  for  the  Plaintiff.  —  Damages,  one  shilling.  Costs,  forty 
shillings ;""  while  anotlier  functionary  bawled  out,  amid  the  in- 
creasing bu/z  in  tlie  court,  "Have  the  go!)dness  to  wait,  gentle- 
men of  the  jury.  You  will  be  paid  immediately."  Whereupon, 
to  the  disgust  and  indignation  of  the  unlearned  spectators, 
and  the  astonishment  of  some  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury 
themselves  —  many  of  them  tlio  vt'ry  first  men  of  the  county  — 
Snap  jumped  up  on  the  form,  pulled  out  liis  purse  with  an  air 
of  wild  exultation,  and  proceeded  to  remunerate  Sir  Godolphin 
Fitzherbcrt  and  his  companions  with  the  sum  of  (wo  guineas 
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each.     Proclamation  was  then  made,  and  the  court  adjourned 
till  the  next  morning. 

"  The  Attorney  General  did  his  work  very  fairly,  I  thought 

eh,  Lynx?"  said  Mr.  Subtle,  as  arm  in  arm  with  Mr.  Lynx, 

he  quitted  the  Castle  gates,  each  of  them  on  his  way  to  their 
respective  lodgings,  to  prepare  for  the  next  day's  work. 

tt  Yes  —  he's  a  keen  hand,  to  be  sure  :  he's  given  us  all  work 
enough ;  and  I  must  say,  it's  been  a  capital  set-to  between  you  ! 
I'm  very  glad  you  got  the  verdict !  .  .  . 

"  By  the  way,"  he  continued,  "  our  client's  a  sweet  specimen 
of  humanity,  isn't  he  ?  " 

"  Faugh !  odious  little  reptile  !  And  did  you  ever  in  all 
your  life  witness  such  a  scene  as  when  he  interrupted  me  in 
the  way  he  did  ?  " 

"  Ha,  ha  !  Never  !  But,  upon  my  honor,  what  an  exquisite 
turn  you  gave  the  thing  —  it  was  worth  more  than  called  it 
forth  —  it  was  admirable." 

"Pooh  —  Lynx!"  said  Mr.  Subtle,  with  a  gratified  air; 
"  knack  —  mere  knack  —  nothing  more.  My  voice  trembled  — 
eh?  —  at  least  so  I  intended." 

"  Upon  my  soul,  I  almost  believed  you  were  for  the  moment 
overcome,  and  going  to  shed  tears."  .   .   . 

As  soon  as  Titmouse  had  been  ejected  from  the  court,  in 
the  summary  way  which  the  reader  will  recollect,  merely  on 
account  of  his  having,  with  some  slight  indecorum,  yielded  to 
the  mighty  impulse  of  his  agitated  feelings,  he  began  to  cry 
bitterly,  wringing  his  hands,  and  asking  every  one  about  him 
if  they  thought  he  could  get  in  again,  because  it  was  "-his  case" 
that  was  going  on.  His  eyes  Avere  red  and  swollen  with  weep- 
ing ;  and  his  little  breast  throbbed  violently  as  he  walked  to  and 
fro  from  one  door  of  the  court  to  the  other.  "  Oh,  gents,  will 
you  get  me  in  again  ?  "  said  he,  in  passionate  tones,  approach- 
ing two  gentlemen,  who,  with  a  very  anxious  and  oppressed 
air,  were  standing  together  at  the  outside  of  one  of  the  doors  — 
in  fact.  Lord  De  la  Zouch  and  Mr.  Aubrey  ;  and  they  quickly 
recognized  in  Titmouse  the  gentleman  whose  claims  were  being 
at  that  instant  mooted  within  the  court.  "  Will  you  get  me  in  ? 
You  seem  such  respectable  gents. — 'Pon  my  soul  I'm  going 
mad  !  It's  my  case  that's  going  on  I  I'm  Mr.  Tit- 
mouse   " 

"  We  have  no  power,  sir,  to  get  you  in,"  replied  Lord  De  la 
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Zouch,  haughtily  :  so  coldly  and  sternly  as  to  cause  Titmouse 
involuntarily  to  shrink  from  him. 

"  The  court  is  crowded  to  the  very  door,  sir  —  and  we  really 
have  no  more  right  to  be  present  in  court,  or  get  others  into 
court,  than  you  have,"  said  Mr.  Aubrey,  with  mildness  and 
dignity. 

"  Thank  you,  sir  !  Thank  you  I  "  quoth  Titmouse,  moving 
with  an  apprehensive  air  away  from  Lord  De  la  Zouch,  towards 
Mr.  Aubrey.  "  Know  quite  well  who  you  are,  sir  !  'Pon  my 
solemn  soul,  sir,  sorry  to  do  all  this  ;  but  law's  law,  and  right's 
right,  all  the  world  over  !  " 

"  I  desire  you  to  leave  us,  sir,"  said  Lord  De  la  Zouch,  with 
irrepressible  sternness;  "you  are  very  intrusive.  How  can  we 
catch  a  syllable  of  what  is  going  on  while  you  are  chattering  in 
this  way?"  Titmouse  saw  that  Mr.  Aubrey  looked  towards 
him  with  a  very  different  expression  from  that  exhibited  by 
his  forbidding  companion,  and  would  perhaps  have  stood  his 
ground,  but  for  a  glimpse  he  caught  of  a  huge,  powdered,  broad- 
shouldered  footman,  in  a  splendid  livery,  one  of  Lord  De  la 
Z ouch's  servants,  who,  with  a  great  thick  silver-headed  cane  in 
his  hand,  was  standing  at  a  little  distance  behind,  in  attendance 
on  the  carriage,  which  was  in  the  Castle  yard.  This  man's 
face  looked  so  ready  for  mischief,  that  Titmouse  sloAvly  walked 
off.  Tliere  were  a  good  many  standers-by,  who  seemed  all  to 
look  with  dislike  and  distrust  at  Titmouse.  He  made  many  in- 
effectual attempts  to  persuade  the  doorkeeper,  who  had  assisted 
in  his  extrusion,  to  readmit  him  ;  but  the  incorruptible  janitor 
was  proof  against  a  sixpence  —  even  against  a  shilling  ;  and 
at  length  Titmouse  gave  himself  up  to  despair,  and  thought 
himself  the  most  miserable  man  in  the  whole  world  —  as  very 
probably,  indeed,  he  was  :  for  consider  what  a  horrid  interval 
of  suspense  lie  had  to  endure,  from  the  closing  of  Mr.  Subtle's 
speech,  till  the  delivery  of  the  verdict.  But  at  length,  through 
this  portentous  and  apparently  impenetrable  cloud,  burst  the 
rich  sunliglit  of  succtiss. 

"  Mr.  Titmouse  !  —  Mr.  Titmouse  !  —  Mr.  Tit " 

"Here!  Here  I  ami  Here!"  —  exclaimed  the  little 
wretch,  jumping  off  the  window  seat  on  wliicli  he  had  been  sit- 
ting for  the  last  liour  in  the  dark,  lialf-stupefied  with  grief  and 
exhaustion.  The  voice  which  called  him  was  a  blessed  voice  — 
a  familiar  voice  —  the  voice  of  Mr.  Gammon  ;  who,  as  soon  as 
tlie   jnry  liad  begun  to  come  l)ack,  on  some  pretense  or  other, 
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had  quitted  his  seat  between  Quirk  and  Snap,  in  order,  if  the 
verdict  should  be  for  the  plaintiff,  to  be  the  very  first  to  com- 
municate it  to  him.  In  a  moment  or  two  Mr.  Gammon  had 
grasped  both  Mr.  Titmouse's  hands.  "  My  dear,  dear  Mr.  Tit- 
mouse, I  congratulate  you  !  You  are  victorious  !  God  grant 
you  long  life  to  enjoy  your  good  fortune  !  God  bless  you, 
Titmouse  !  "  He  wrung  Titmouse's  hands  —  and  his  voice 
trembled  with  the  intensity  of  his  emotions  !  Mr.  Titmouse 
had  grown  very  white,  and  for  a  while  spoke  not,  but  stood 
staring  at  Mr.  Gammon,  as  if  hardly  aware  of  the  import  of  his 
communication. 

«  No  —  but  —  is  it  so  ?  Honor  bright  ?  "  at  length  he  stam- 
mered. 

"  It  is  indeed  !  My  long  labors  are  at  length  crowned  with 
success  !  —  Hurrah,  hurrah,  Mr.  Titmouse  1  " 

"  I've  really  wow  .^  It  a'n't  a  joke  or  a  dream  ?"  inquired 
Titmouse,  with  quickly  increasing  excitement,  and  a  joyous 
expression  bursting  over  his  features,  which  became  suddenly 
flushed. 

"A  joke? — the  best  you'll  ever  have.  A  dream  ?  —  that 
will  last  your  life.  Thank  God,  Mr.  Titmouse,  the  battle's 
ours  ;  we've  defeated  all  their  villainy  !  " 

He  ENDEAVORS  TO  IMPROVE  HIS  PERSONAL  APPEARANCE. 

Titmouse,  for  the  remainder  of  the  day,  felt,  as  may  be 
imagined,  but  little  at  his  ease  ;  for  —  to  say  nothing  of  his 
insuperable  repugnance  to  the  discharge  of  any  of  his  former 
duties  —  his  uneasiness  under  the  oppressive  civilities  of  Mr. 
Tag-rag;  and  the  evident  disgust  towards  him  entertained  by  his 
companions  ;  many  most  important  considerations  arising  out 
of  recent  and  coming  events — his  altering  circumstances — were 
momentarily  forcing  themselves  upon  his  attention.  The  first 
of  these  was  his  hair  ;  for  Heaven  seemed  to  have  suddenly  given 
him  the  long-coveted  means  of  changing  its  detested  hue  ;  and 
the  next  was  an  eyeglass^  without  which,  he  had  long  felt  his 
appearance  and  appointments  to  be  painfully  incomplete. 
Early  in  the  afternoon,  therefore,  on  the  readily  admitted  plea 
of  important  business,  he  obtained  the  permission  of  the  obse- 
quious Mr.  Tag-rag  to  depart  for  the  day ;  and  instantly 
directed  his  steps  to  the  well-known  shop  of  a  fashionable  per- 
fumer and  perruquier,  in  Bond  Street  —  well  known  to  those, 
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at  least,  who  were  in  the  habit  of  glancing  at  the  enticing  ad- 
vertisements in  the  newspapers.  Having  watched  through  the 
window  till  the  coast  was  clear  (for  he  felt  a  natural  delicacy 
in  asking  for  a  hair  dye  before  people  who  could  in  an  instant 
perceive  his  urgent  occasion  for  it),  he  entered  the  shop,  where 
a  well-dressed  gentleman  was  sitting  behind  the  counter  reading. 
He  was  handsome  ;  and  his  elaborately  curled  hair  was  of  a 
heavenly  black  (so  at  least  Titmouse  considered  it),  which  was 
better  than  a  thousand  printed  advertisements  of  the  celebrated 
fluid  which  formed  the  chief  commodity  there  vended.  Tit- 
mouse, with  a  little  hesitation,  asked  this  gentleman  what  was 
the  price  of  their  article  "  for  turning  light  hair  black  "  —  and 
was  answered  —  "  only  seven  and  sixpence  for  the  smaller-sized 
bottle."  One  was,  in  a  twinkling,  placed  upon  the  counter, 
where  it  lay  like  a  miniature  mummy,  swathed,  as  it  were,  in 
manifold  advertisements.  "You'll  lind  the  fullest  directions 
within,  and  testimonials  from  the  highest  nobility  to  the  won- 
derful efficacy  of  the  'Cyanochaitanthropopoion.'  " 

"  Sure  it  will  do,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Titmouse,  anxiously. 

"  Is  my  hair  dark  enough  to  your  taste,  sir  ?  "  said  the  gen- 
tleman, with  a  calm  and  bland  manner  —  "because  I  owe  it 
entirely  to  this  invaluable  specific." 

"  Do  you,  indeed,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Titmouse  :  adding  with  a 
sigh,  "but,  between  ourselves,  look  at  mine  !  "  —  and,  lifting  off 
his  hat  for  a  moment,  he  exhibited  a  great  crop  of  bushy,  car- 
roty hair. 

"  Whew  I  rather  ugly  that,  sir  !  "  exclaimed  the  gentle- 
man, looking  very  serious.  —  "  What  a  curse  it  is  to  be  born 
with  such  hair,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  'Fon  my  life  I  think  so,  sir  I  "  answered  Titmouse, 
mournfully ;  "  and  do  you  really  say,  sir,  that  this  wluit's-its- 
name  turned  yours  of  that  beautiful  black?  " 

"Think?  Ton  my  honor,  sir,  —  certain;  no  mistake,  I 
assure  you  !  I  was  fretting  myself  into  my  grave  about  the 
color  of  my  liair  !  Why,  sir,  tliero  was  a  nobleman  in  here 
(I  don't  like  to  mention  names)  the  other  day,  with  a  head 
that  sofiiiKid  as  if  it  liail  be(m  dippcid  into  water,  and  then  pow- 
(hn-ed  witli.  brick  dust;  but — I  assure  you,  i  ho  Cyanochaitan- 
thropopoion was  too  much  for  it  —  it  turned  black  in  a  very 
short  time.  You  should  liavc  seen  his  lordship's  ecstasy' — ■ 
[the  Hj)eakor  saw  that  Titmouse  would  swaHow  anything  ;  so 
ho   went   on  with  n  conlidont    air]- — -uud    in    a  month's    time 
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he  had  married  a  beautiful  woman  whom  he  had  loved  from  a 
child,  but  who  had  vowed  she  could  never  bring  herself  to 
marry  a  man  with  such  a  head  of  hair." 

"  How  long  does  it  take  to  do  all  this,  sir  ? "  interrupted 
Titmouse,  eagerly,  with  a  beating  heart. 

*'  Sometimes  two  —  sometimes  three  days.  In  four  days' 
time,  I'll  answer  for  it,  your  most  intimate  friend  would  not 
know  you.  My  wife  did  not  know  me  for  a  long  while,  and 
wouldn't  let  me  salute  her  —  ha,  ha  !  "  Here  another  customer 
entered ;  and  Titmouse,  laying  down  the  five-pound  note  he 
had  squeezed  out  of  Tag-rag,  put  the  wonder-working  bottle 
into  his  pocket,  and  on  receiving  his  change,  departed,  burst- 
ing with  eagerness  to  try  the  effects  of  the  Cyanochaitan- 
thropopoion.  Within  half  an  hour's  time  he  might  have  been 
seen  driving  a  hard  bargain  with  a  pawnbroker  for  a  massive- 
looking  eyeglass,  upon  which,  as  it  hung  suspended  in  the 
window,  he  had  for  months  cast  a  longing  eye ;  and  he  eventu- 
ally purchased  it  (his  eyesight,  I  need  hardly  say,  was  perfect) 
for  only  fifteen  shillings.  After  taking  a  hearty  dinner  in  a 
little  dusky  eating  house  in  Rupert  Street,  frequented  by 
fashionable-looking  foreigners,  with  splendid  heads  of  curling 
hair  and  mustaches,  he  hastened  home,  eager  to  commence  the 
grand  experiment.  Fortunately,  he  was  undisturbed  that  even- 
ing. Having  lit  his  candle,  and  locked  his  door,  with  tremu- 
lous fingers  he  opened  the  papers  enveloping  the  little  bottle ; 
and  glancing  over  their  contents,  got  so  inflamed  with  the 
numberless  instances  of  its  efficacy,  detailed  in  brief  but  glow- 
ing terms  —  as  —  the   "  Duke  of ,  the   Countess   of , 

the  Earl  of ,  etc.,  etc.,  the  lovely  Miss ,  the  celebrated 

Sir  Little  Bull's-eye  (who  was  so  gratified  that  he  allowed  his 
name  to  be  used)  —  all  of  whom,  from  having  hair  of  the 
reddest  possible  description,  were  now  possessed  of  raven-hued 
locks"  —  that  he  threw  down  the  paper,  and  hurriedly  got  the 
cork  out  of  the  bottle.  Having  turned  up  his  coat-cuffs,  he 
commenced  the  application  of  the  Cyanochaitanthropopoion, 
rubbing  it  into  his  hair,  eyebrows,  and  whiskers,  with  all  the 
energy  he  was  capable  of,  for  upwards  of  half  an  hour.  Then 
he  read  over  again  every  syllable  on  the  papers  in  which  the 
bottle  had  been  wrapped;  and  about  eleven  o'clock,  having 
given  sundry  curious  glances  at  the  glass,  got  into  bed,  full 
of  exciting  hopes  and  delightful  anxieties  concerning  the  success 
of  the  great  experiment  he  was  trying.     He  could  not  sleep 

xn. —  ly 
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for  several  hours.  He  dreamed  a  rapturous  dream  —  that  he 
boT\'ed  to  a  gentleman  with  coal-black  hair,  whom  he  fancied 
he  had  seen  before  —  and  suddenly  discovered  that  he  was 
only  looking  at  himself  in  a  glass !  I  —  This  awoke  him.  Up 
he  jumped  —  sprang  to  his  little  glass  breathlessly  —  but  ah! 
merciful  Heavens  !  he  almost  dropped  down  dead  !  His  hair 
was  perfectly  ^reen  —  there  could  be  no  mistake  about  it.  He 
stood  staring  in  the  glass  in  speechless  horror,  his  eyes  and 
mouth  distended  to  their  utmost,  for  several  minutes.  Then 
he  threw  himself  on  the  bed,  and  felt  fainting.  Out  he  pres- 
ently jumped  again,  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy — rubbed  his  hair 
desperately  and  wildly  about  —  again  looked  into  the  ghiss  — 
there  it  was,  rougher  than  before ;  but  eyebrows,  whiskers, 
and  head  —  all  were,  if  anything,  of  a  more  vivid  and  brilliant 
green.  Despair  came  over  him.  What  liad  all  his  past 
troubles  been  to  this?  —  what  was  to  become  of  him?  He 
got  into  bed  again,  and  burst  into  a  perspiration.  Two  or 
three  times  he  got  into  and  out  of  bed,  to  look  at  himself  — 
on  each  occasion  deriving  only  more  terrible  confirmation  than 
before,  of  the  disaster  which  liad  befallen  him.  After  lying 
still  for  some  minutes,  he  got  out  of  bed,  and  kneeling  down, 
tried  to  say  his  prayers  ;  but  it  was  in  vain  —  and  he  rose  half 
choked.  It  was  plain  he  must  have  his  head  shaved,  and  wear 
a  wig,  whicli  would  be  making  an  old  man  of  him  at  once. 
Getting  more  and  more  disturbed  in  his  mind,  he  dressed  him- 
self, half  determined  on  starting  off  to  Bond  Street,  and  break- 
ing every  pane  of  glass  in  the  shop  window  of  the  infernal 
impostor  who  had  sold  him  the  liquid  which  had  so  frightfully 
disfigured  him.  As  he  stood  thus  irresolute,  he  heard  the  step 
of  Mrs.  Squallop  approaching  his  door,  and  recollected  that  he 
had  ordered  lier  to  bring  up  his  teakettle  about  that  time. 
Having  no  time  to  take  his  clothes  off,  he  thought  the  best 
thing  he  could  do  would  be  to  pop  into  bed  again,,  draw  his 
nightcap  down  to  his  ears  and  eyebrows,  pretend  to  be  asleep, 
and,  turning  his  back  towards  the  door,  have  a  chance  of 
escaping  tlie  observation  of  liis  landlady.  No  sooner  thought  of 
tlian  done.  Into  bed  lie  jumped,  and  drew  the  clothes  over 
him  —  not  aware,  however,  that  in  his  hurry  he  had  left  his 
legs,  witli  l)0()ts  and  trousers  on,  cxj)osod  to  view  —  an  unusual 
spectacle  to  his  hiiidhuly,  who  had,  in  fact,  scarcely  ever  known 
liim  in  bed  at  so  late  an  hour  before.  He  lay  as  still  as  a 
mouse.     Mrs.  Squallop,  after   glancing   with   surprise   at   his 
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legs,  happening  to  direct  her  eyes  towards  the  window,  beheld 
a  small  bottle  standing  there  —  only  half  of  whose  dark  con- 
tents were  remaining.  Oh  gracious  !  —  of  course  it  must  be 
POISON,  and  Mr.  Titmouse  must  be  dead  !  —  In  a  sudden  fright 
she  dropped  the  kettle,  plucked  the  clothes  off  the  trembling 
Titmouse,  and  cried  out  —  "  Oh,  Mr.  Titmouse  !  Mr.  Titmouse  ! 
what  have  you  been " 

"Well,  ma'am,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean?  How  dare 
you "  commenced  Titmouse,  suddenly  sitting  up,  and  look- 
ing furiously  at  Mrs.  Squallop.  An  inconceivably  strange  and 
horrid  figure  he  looked.  He  had  all  his  day  clothes  on ;  a 
white  cotton  nightcap  was  drawn  down  to  his  very  eyes,  like 
a  man  going  to  be  hanged ;  his  face  was  very  pale,  and  his 
whiskers  were  of  a  bright  green  color. 

"  Lard  a-mighty !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Squallop,  faintly,  the 
moment  that  this  strange  apparition  had  j^resented  itself ;  and 
sinking  on  the  chair,  she  pointed  with  a  dismayed  air  to  the 
ominous-looking  object  standing  on  the  window  shelf.  Tit- 
mouse thence  inferred  that  she  had  found  out  the  true  state  of 
the  case.  "Well  —  isn't  it  an  infernal  shame,  Mrs.  Squallop?" 
said  he,  getting  off  the  bed ;  and,  plucking  off  his  nightcap, 
he  exhibited  the  full  extent  of  his  misfortune.  "  What  d'ye 
think  of  that ! "  he  exclaimed,  staring  wildly  at  her.  Mrs. 
Squallop  gave  a  faint  shriek,  turned  her  head  aside,  and  mo- 
tioned him  away. 

"  I  shall  go  mad  —  I  shall  !  "  cried  Titmouse,  tearing  his 
green  hair. 

"  Oh  Lord  !  —  oh  Lord  !  "  groaned  Mrs.  Squallop,  evidently 
expecting  him  to  leap  upon  her.  Presently,  however,  she  a 
little  recovered  her  presence  of  mind  ;  and  Titmouse,  stutter- 
ing with  fury,  explained  to  her  what  had  taken  place.  As  he 
went  on,  Mrs.  Squallop  became  less  and  less  able  to  control 
herself,  and  at  length  burst  into  a  fit  of  convulsive  laughter, 
and  sat  holding  her  hands  to  her  fat  shaking  sides,  and  appear- 
ing likely  to  tumble  off  her  chair.  Titmouse  was  almost  on 
the  point  of  striking  her  !  At  length,  however,  the  fit  went  off ; 
and  wiping  her  eyes,  she  expressed  the  greatest  commisera- 
tion for  him,  and  proposed  to  go  down  and  fetch  up  some  soft 
soap  and  flannel,  and  try  what  "  a  good  hearty  wash  would  do." 
Scarce  sooner  said  than  done — but,  alas,  in  vain  !  Scrub,  scrub 
—  lather,  lather,  did  they  both  ;  but,  the  instant  that  the  soap 
suds  had  been  washed  off,  there  was  the  head  as  green  as  ever ! 
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"  Oh,  murder,  murder  !  what  ain  I  to  do,  Mrs.  Squallop  ?  " 
groaned  Titmouse,  having  taken  another  look  at  himself  in  the 
glass. 

"  Why  —  really  Fd  be  off  to  a  police  office,  and  have  'em  all 
taken  up,  if  as  how  I  was  i/ou  !  "  quoth  Mrs.  Squallop. 

"  No  —  see  if  I  don't  take  that  bottle,  and  make  the  fellow 
that  sold  it  me  swallow  what's  left  —  and  I'll  smash  in  his  shop 
front  besides  ! " 

"  Oh,  you  won't  —  you  mustn't  —  not  on  no  account  !  Stop 
at  home  a  bit,  and  be  quiet ;  it  may  go  off  with  all  this  washing, 
in  the  course  of  the  day.  Soft  soap  is  an  uncommon  strong 
thing  for  getting  colors  out  —  but  —  a  —  a  —  excuse  me  now, 
Mr.  Titmouse"  —  said  Mrs.  Squallop,  seriously — "why  wasn't 
you  satisfied  with  the  hair  God  Almighty  had  given  you? 
D'ye  think  He  didn't  know  a  deal  better  than  you  v.^hat  was 
best  for  you  ?  I'm  blest  if  I  don't  think  this  is  a  judgment  on 
you,  when  one  comes  to  consider !  " 

"  What's  the  use  of  your  standing  preaching  to  me  in  this 
way,  IVIrs.  Squallop  ?  "  said  Titmouse,  first  with  amazement,  and 
tlien  with  fury  in  his  manner.  —  "  A'n't  I  half  mad  without  it  ? 
Judgment  or  no  judgment  —  where's  the  harm  of  my  wanting 
black  hair  any  more  than  black  trousers?  That  a'n't  your  oivn 
liair,  Mrs.  Squallop  —  you're  as  gray  as  a  badger  underneath  — 
'pon  my  soul  I     I've  often  remarked  it  —  I  liave^  'pon  my  soul !  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Himperance  !  "  furiously  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Squallop,  "  you're  a  liar  !  And  you  deserve  what  you've 
got!  It  ts  a  judgment,  and  I  hope  it  will  stick  by  you — so 
take  that  for  your  sauce,  you  vulgar  fellow  !  "  (snapping  her 
fingers  at  him).  "  Get  rid  of  your  green  hair  if  you  can  !  It's 
only  carrot  tops  instead  of  carrot  roots  —  and  some  likes  one, 
some  the  otlier —  lia  !  ha  !  ha  I  " 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  Mrs.  Squ "  he  commenced,  but  slie 

liad  gone,  having  slammed  to  the  door  behind  her  with  all  her 
force  ;  and  Titmouse  was  left  alone  in  a  half-frantic  state,  in 
which  he  continued  for  nearly  two  hours.  Once  again  he  read 
over  tJie  atrocious  puffs  which  liad  overnight  inflated  him  to 
such  a  degree,  and  lie  now  saw  that  they  were  all  lies.  This  is 
a  sample  of  them  :  — 

Tliis  divine  fluid  (as  it  was  enthnsiastically  styled  to  the  in- 
ventor, l)y  tlic  lovely  Duclioss  of  Duiidnrwliistle)  possesses  the  ines- 
timable and  astonishing  quality  of  changing  hair,  of  whatever  color, 
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to  a  dazzling  jet-black ;  at  the  same  time  imparting  to  it  a  rich  glossy- 
appearance,  which  wonderfully  contributes  to  the  imposing  tout- 
ensemble  presented  by  those  who  use  it.  That  well-known  ornament 
of  the  circle  of  fashion,  the  young  and  lovely  INIrs.  Fitzfrippery, 
owned  to  the  proprietor  that  to  this  surprising  fluid  it  was  that  she 
was  indebted  for  those  unrivaled  raven  ringlets  which  attracted  the 
eyes  of  envying  and  admiring  crowds,  and  so  forth. 

A  little  farther  on  :  — 

This  exquisite  effect  is  not  in  all  cases  produced  instantane- 
ously; much  will  of  course  depend  (as  the  celebrated  M.  Du- 
puytren,  of  the  Hotel  Dieu,  at  Paris,  informed  the  inventor)  on  the 
physical  idiosyncrasy  of  the  party  using  it,  with  reference  to  the 
constituent  particles  of  the  coloring  matter  constituting  the  fluid  in 
the  capillary  vessels.  Often  a  single  application  suffices  to  change 
the  most  hopeless-looking  head  of  red  hair  to  as  deep  a  black ;  but, 
not  infrequently,  the  hair  2^(^sses  through  intermediate  shades  and 
tints  —  all,  however,  ultimately  settling  into  a  deep  and  permanent 
black. 

This  passage  not  a  little  revived  the  drooping  spirits  of  Tit- 
mouse. Accidentally,  however,  an  asterisk  at  the  last  Avord  in 
the  above  sentence  directed  his  eye  to  a  note  at  the  bottom  of 
the  page,  printed  in  such  minute  type  as  would  have  baffled  any 
but  the  strongest  sight  and  most  determined  eye  to  read,  and 
wliich  said  note  was  the  following  :  — 

Though  cases  do,  undoubtedly,  occasionally  occur,  in  which  the 
native  inherent  indestructible  qualities  of  the  hair  defy  all  attempts 
at  change  or  even  moditication,  and  resist  even  this  potent  remedy : 
of  which,  however,  in  all  his  experience  [the  wonderful  specific  has 
been  invented  for  about  six  months^  the  inventor  has  known  but 
very  few  instances. 

But  to  this  exceedingly  select  class  of  unfortunate  incurables, 
poor  Titmouse,  alas  !  entertained  a  dismal  suspicion  that  he 
belonged. 

"  Look,  sir !  look  !  Only  look  here  what  your  cussed  stuff 
has  done  to  my  hair  !  "  said  Titmouse,  on  presenting  himself 
soon  after  to  the  gentleman  who  had  sold  him  the  infernal 
liquid  ;  and,  taking  off  his  hat,  exposed  his  green  hair.  The 
gentleman,  however,  did  not  appear  at  all  surprised,  or  dis- 
composed. 

"Ah  —  yes!  I  see  —  I  see.  You're  in  the  intermediate 
stage.     It  differs  in  different  people " 
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"  Differs,  sir  !  I'm  going  mad  !  I  look  like  a  green  monkey 
—  cuss  me  if  I  don't  !  " 

"In  me,  now,"  replied  the  gentleman,  with  a  matter-of-fact 
air,  "the  color  was  a  strong  yelloic.  But  have  you  read  the 
explanations  tliat  are  given  in  the  wrapper  ?  " 

"  Read  'em  ?  "  echoed  Titmouse,  furiously  —  "I  should  think 
so  ?  Much  good  they  do  me  !  Sir, 'you're  a  humbug  !  —  an  im- 
postor !  I'm  a  sight  to  be  seen  for  the  rest  of  my  life  !  Look 
at  me,  sir  I     Eyebrows,  whiskers,  and  all  !  " 

"  Rather  a  singular  appearance,  just  at  present,  I  must  own," 
said  the  gentleman,  his  face  turning  suddenly  red  all  over  with 
the  violent  effort  he  was  making  to  prevent  an  explosion  of 
laughter.  He  soon,  however,  recovered  himself,  and  added 
coolly  —  "  If  you'll  only  persevere " 

"  Persevere  be  d d  !  "   interrupted  Titmouse,  violently 

clapping  his  hat  on  his  head.  "  I'll  teach  you  to  persevere  in 
taking  in  the  public !  I'll  have  a  warrant  out  against  you  in 
no  time  ! " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  sir,  I'm  accustomed  to  all  this  I  "  said  the 
gentleman,  coolly. 

u  -phe  —  devil —  you —  are  !  "  gasped  Titmouse,  quite  aghast. 

"  Oh,  often  —  often,  while  the  liquid  is  performing  the  first 
stage  of  the  change  ;  but,  in  a  day  or  two  afterwards,  the  par- 
ties generally  come  back  smiling  into  my  shop,  with  heads  as 
black  as  crows  !  " 

"No!  But  i-eally  —  do  they,  sir  ?"  interrupted  Titmouse, 
drawing  a  long  breath. 

"  Hundreds,  I  may  say  thousands,  my  dear  sir  !  And  one 
lady  gave  me  a  picture  of  herself,  in  her  black  hair,  to  make 
up  for  her  abuse  of  me  when  it  was  in  a  puce  color  —  fact, 
honor  !  " 

"  But  do  you  recollect  any  one's  hair  turning  green,  and 
then  getting  black?"  in(piirod  Titmouse,  with  trembling 
anxiety. 

"Recollect  any?  Fifty  at  least.  For  instance,  there  was 
Lord  Albert  Addlehead — but  why  should  I  mention  names? 
I  know  liundreds  !     lint  everything  is  lionor  and  conlidcntial 

here!'' 

"  And  did  Lord  wliat's-liis-name's  hair  grow  green,  and 
then  black  ;   and  was  it  at  first  as  liglit  as  mine?" 

"  His  liair  was  redder,  and  in  consequence  it  became  greener, 
and  now  is  blacker  than  ever  yours  will  be." 
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"  Well,  if  I  and  my  landlady  have  this  morning  used  an 
ounce,  we've  used  a  quarter  of  a  pound  of  soft  soap  in " 

"  Soft  soap  !  —  soft  soap  !  "  cried  out  the  gentleman,  with 
an  air  of  sudden  alarm  —  "  that  explains  all  "  (  he  forgot  how 
well  it  had  been  already  explained  by  him).  "By  Heavens, 
sir!  — soft  soap  !  You  may  have  ruined  your  hair  forever  !  " 
Titmouse  opened  his  eyes  and  mouth  with  a  start  of  terror,  it 
not  occurring  to  his  astute  mind  that  the  intolerable  green 
had  preceded,  not  followed,  the  use  of  the  soft  soap.  "  Go 
home,  my  dear  sir !  God  bless  you  —  go  home,  as  you  value 
your  hair  ;  take  this  small  bottle  of  Damascus  Cream,  and 
rub  it  in  before  it's  too  late  ;  and  then  use  the  remainder  of 
the " 

"  Then  you  don't  think  it's  already  too  late  ? "  inquired 
Titmouse,  faintly  ;  and,  having  been  assured  to  the  contrary  — 
having  asked  the  price  of  the  Damascus  cream,  which  was  "  only 
three  and  sixpence  "  (stamp  included)  —  he  purchased  and  paid 
for  it  with  a  rueful  air,  and  took  his  departure.  He  sneaked  home- 
ward along  the  streets  with  the  air  of  a  pickpocket,  fearful  that 
every  one  he  met  was  an  officer  who  had  his  eye  on  him.  He 
was  not,  in  fact,  very  far  off  the  mark  ;  for  many  a  person  smiled, 
and  stared,  and  turned  round  to  look  at  him  as  he  went  along. 

Titmouse  slunk  upstairs  to  his  room  in  a  sad  state  of  de- 
pression, and  spent  the  next  hour  in  rubbing  into  his  hair  the 
Damascus  cream.  He  rubbed  till  he  could  hardly  hold  his  arms 
up  any  longer,  from  sheer  fatigue.  Having  risen  at  length  to 
mark,  from  the  glass,  the  progress  he  had  made,  he  found  that 
the  only  result  of  his  persevering  exertions  had  been  to  give  a 
greasy  shining  appearance  to  the  hair,  which  remained  green 
as  ever.  With  a  half-uttered  groan  he  sank  dow^n  upon  a 
chair,  and  fell  into  a  sort  of  abstraction,  which  was  interruj)ted 
by  a  sharp  knock  at  his  door.  Titmouse  started  up,  trembled, 
and  stood  for  a  moment  or  two  irresolute,  glancing  fearfully  at 
the  glass  ;  and  then,  opening  the  door,  let  in  —  Mr.  Gammon, 
who  started  back  a  pace  or  two,  as  if  he  had  been  shot,  on  catch- 
ing sight  of  the  strange  figure  of  Titmouse.  It  was  useless  for 
Gammon  to  try  to  check  his  laughter ;  so,  leaning  against  the 
doorpost,  he  yielded  to  the  impulse,  and  laughed  without 
intermission  for  nearly  a  couple  of  minutes.  Titmouse  felt 
desperately  angry,  but  feared  to  show  it ;  and  the  timid,  rueful, 
lackadaisical  air  with  which  he  regarded  the  dreaded  Mr.  Gam- 
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mon  only  prolonged  and  aggravated  tlie  agonies  of  that  gentle- 
man. When  at  length  he  had  a  little  recovered  himself,  holding 
his  left  hand  to  his  side,  with  an  exhausted  air,  he  entered  the 
little  apartment,  and  asked  Titmouse  what  in  the  name  of 
heaven  he  had  been  doing  to  himself  :  "  Without  this  "  (in  the 
absurd  slang  of  the  lawyers)  that  he  suspected  most  vehe- 
mently, all  the  while,  what  Titmouse  had  been  about  ;  but  he 
wished  to  hear  Titmouse's  own  account  of  the  matter  !  —  Tit- 
mouse, not  daring  to  hesitate,  complied  —  Gammon  listening  in 
an  agony  of  suppressed  laughter.  He  looked  as  little  at  Tit- 
mouse as  he  could,  and  was  growing  a  trifle  more  sedate,  when 
Titmouse,  in  a  truly  lamentable  tone  inquired,  "What's  the 
good,  I\Ir.  Gammon,  of  ten  thousand  a  year  with  such  a  horrid 
head  of  hair  as  this  ?  " 

His  Political  Speech. 

"  Now,  INIr.  Titmouse  !  "  said  the  returning  officer,  address- 
ing that  gentleman  :  who  on  hearing  the  words,  turned  as 
wliite  as  a  sheet,  and  felt  very  much  disposed  to  be  sick.  He 
pulled  out  of  his  coat  pocket  a  well-worn  little  roll  of  paper,  on 
which  was  the  speech  which  Mr.  Gammon  had  prepared  for 
him,  as  I  have  already  intimated  ;  and  with  a  shaking  hand  he 
um-olled  it,  casting  at  its  contents  a  glance,  momentary  and 
despairing.  What  then  would  that  little  fool  have  given  for 
memory,  voice,  and  manner  enough  to  "  speak  the  speech  that 
had  been  set  down  for  him !  "  He  cast  a  dismal  look  over 
his  shoulder  at  Mr.  Gammon,  and  took  off  his  hat  —  Sir  Harka- 
way  clapping  him  on  the  back,  exclaiming,  "  Now  for't,  lad  — 
liave  at  'em,  and  away  —  never  fear !  "  The  moment  that  he 
stood  bareheaded,  and  prepared  to  address  the  Avrithing  mass 
of  faces  before  him,  he  was  greeted  with  a  prodigious  shout, 
while  hats  were  some  of  them  waved,  and  others  flung  into  the 
air.  It  was,  indeed,  several  minutes  before  the  uproar  abated 
in  the  least.  With  fearful  rapidity,  however,  every  species  of 
noise  and  interruption  ceased  —  and  a  deadly  silence  prevailed. 
The  sea  of  eager,  excited  faces — all  turned  towards  him  — 
was  a  spectacle  wliich  miglit  for  a  moment  have  shaken  tlie 
nerves  of  even  ixman  —  had  he  been  "unaccustomed  to  public 
speaking."  Tlie  speech,  which  —  brief  and  simple  though  it 
was  —  he  liad  never  ]>een  aljle  to  make  his  own,  even  after 
copying  it  out  half  a  do/.en  times,  and  trying  to  learn  it  off  for 
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an  hour  or  two  daily  during  the  preceding  fortnight,  he  had 
now  utterly  forgotten ;  and  he  would  have  given  a  hundred 
pounds  to  retire  at  once  from  the  contest,  or  sink  unperceived 
under  the  floor  of  the  hustings. 

"  Begin  !  begin  !  "  whispered  Gammon,  earnestly. 

"  Ya — a  — s  —  but  —  what  shall  I  say  ?  "  stammered  Tit- 
mouse. 

"  Your  speech,"  answered  Gammon,  impatiently. 

"I  —  I  —  'pon  my  —  soul  —  I've  —  forgot  every  word  of 
it!" 

"  Then  read  it,"  said  Gammon,  in  a  furious  whisper.  — 
"  Good  God,  you'll  be  hissed  off  the  hustings  !  —  Read  from 
the  paper,  do  you  hear ! "  he  added,  almost  gnashing  his 
teeth. 

Matters  having  come  to  this  fearful  issue,  "Gentlemen," 
commenced  Mr.  Titmouse,  faintly 

"  Hear  him  !  Hear,  hear  !  —  Hush  !  —  Sh  !  sh  !  "  cried  the 
impatient  and  expectant  crowd. 

Now,  I  happen  to  have  a  shorthand  writer's  notes  of  every 
word  uttered  by  Mr.  Titmouse,  together  with  an  account  of 
the  reception  it  met  with  :  and  I  shall  here  give  the  reader, 
first,  Mr.  Titmouse's  real^  and  secondly,  Mr.  Titmouse's  sup- 
posed  speech,  as  it  appeared  two  days  afterwards  in  the  columns 
of  the  Yorkshire  Stingo. 

Look  on  this  picture  _— and  on  thi3  ! 

Mr.  Titmouse's  Actual  Mr.  Titmouse's  Eeported 

Speech.  Speech. 

Gentlemen,  —  Most    uncom-  Silence  having   been  restored, 

mon,    unaccustomed    as    I     am  Mr.  Titmouse  said,  that  he  feared 

(cJieers)  —  happy  —  memorable,  it  was  but  too  evident  that  he  was 

• —  proudest  —  high   honor  —  un-  unaccustomed  to  scenes  so  excit- 

worthy   (cheering)  —  day  of  my  ing  as  the  present  one  —  that  was 

life  —  important    crisis  (cheers)  one  source  of  his  embarrassment ; 

—  day  gone  by,  and  arrived  —  but  the  greatest  was,  the  enthusi- 

too   late  (cheering)  —  civil   and  astic  reception  with  which  he  had 

religious    liberty    all    over    the  been  honored,  and  of  which  he 

world  (immense  cheering,  led  off  owned  himself  quite  unworthy 

by  Mr.   Madflint).     Yes,  gentle-  (cheers).      He  agreed  with   the 

men,  —  I  would  observe  —  it  is  gentleman  who  had  proposed  him 

unnecessary  to  say  —  passing  of  in  so  very  able  and  powerful  a 

that  truly  glorious   Bill  —  char-  speech  (cheers),  that  we  had  ar- 

ter  —  no  mistake — Britons  never  rived  at  a  crisis  in  our  national 
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shall  be  slaves  (enthusiastic 
cheers).  —  Gentlemen,  unaccus- 
tomed as  I  am  to  address  an  as- 
sembly of  this — a-hem!  Q'hear! 
hear!  hear!"  and  cheers)  —  civil 
and  religious  liberty  all  over  the 
Avorld  (cheers)  —  yet  the  tongue 
can  feel  where  the  heart  cannot 
express  the  (cheers)  —  so  help  me 

!    universal     suffrage     and 

cheap  and  enlightened  equality 
(cries  of"  thab^s  it,  lad  !  ")  —  which 
can  never  fear  to  see  established 
in  this  country  (cheers)  —  if  only 
true  to  — •  industrious  classes  and 
corn  laws  —  yes,  gentlemen,  I  say 
corn  laws  —  for  I  am  of  op  — 
(hush !  cries  of  "  ay,  lad,  ivhat  dost 
say  about  them  ?  ")  working  out 
the  principles  which  conduce  to 
the  establishment  a  —  a  —  a  — 
civil  and  religious  liberty  of  the 
press!  (cheers)  and  the  working 
classes  (hush!)  —  Gentlemen, 
unaccustomed   as   I   am  —  well 

—  at  any  rate  —  will  you  —  I  say 

—  zvill  you?  (vehement  cries  of 
"  no  !  no !  never  !  ")  unless  you  are 
true  to  yourselves !  Gentlemen, 
without  going  into  —  vote  by  Bal- 
lot (cheers)  and  quarterly  Parlia- 
ments (loud  cheering)  —  three 
polar  stars  of  my  public  conduct 

—  (here  the  great  central  banner 
was  waved  to  and  fro,  amid 
enthusiastic  cheering)  —  and 
reducing  the  overgrown  Church 
Esta])lishinent  to  a  —  difference 
between  nie  and  my  honoral)le 
opponent  (loud  cheers  and 
groans)  —  I  live  among  you 
(cheers)  —  spend  my  money  in  tlie 
borough  (cheers)  —  no  l)usinoss 
to  come  here  (no,  no!)  —  riglit 
about,  close  borough  (hisses !)  — 


history  (cheering)  —  a  point  at 
which  it  would  be  ruin  to  go  back, 
while  to  stand  still  was  impossi- 
ble (cheers) ;  and,  therefore,  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  go  for- 
ward (great  cheering).  He  looked 
upon  the  passing  of  the  Bill  for 
giving  Everybody  Everything,  as 
establishing  an  entirely  new  order 
of  things  (cheers),  in  which  the 
people  liad  been  roused  to  a 
sense  of  their  being  the  only 
legitimate  source  of  power  (cheer- 
ing). They  had,  like  Samson, 
though  weakened  by  the  cruelty 
and  torture  of  his  tyrants,  bowed 
down  and  broken  into  pieces  the 
gloomy  fabric  of  aristocracy. 
The  words  "  Civil  and  Eeligious 
Liberty"  were  now  no  longer  a 
byword  and  a  reproach  (cheers) ; 
but,  as  had  been  finely  observed 
by  the  gentleman  who  had  so  elo- 
quently proposed  him  to  their 
notice,  the  glorious  truth  had  gone 
forth  to  the  ends  of  the  earth, 
that  no  man  was  under  any  re- 
sponsibility for  his  opinions  or 
his  belief,  any  more  than  for  the 
shape  of  his  nose  (nniversal  cheer- 
ing). A  spirit  of  tolerance,  amel- 
ioration, and  renovation  was  now 
abroad,  actively  engaged  in  re- 
pairing our  defective  and  dilapi- 
dated constitution,  the  relic  of  a 
barbarous  age  —  with  some  traces 
of  modern  duty,  but  more  of  an- 
cient ignorance  and  unsiglitlin(>ss 
(chcer.s).  The  great  J5ill  he  al- 
luded to  had  roused  the  masses 
into  political  being  (immense 
cheering),  aiul  made  them  sensible 
of  the  necessity  of  keeping  down 
a  rai)acioua  and  doniinccring  oli- 
garchy   (groans).     Was   not   the 
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patient  attention,  which  I  will 
not  further  trespass  upon  ("  hear! 
hear!"  and  loud  cheering) — full 
explanation  —  rush  early  to  the 

—  base,  bloody,  and  brutal 
(cheers)  —  poll  triumphant  — 
extinguish  forever  (cheers).  — 
Gentlemen,  these  are  my  senti- 
ments —  wish  you  many  happy 

—  re  —  hem  !  a-hem  —  and  by 
early  displaying  a  determination 
to  —  (cries  of  "  we  will !  we  ivill ! ") 

—  eyes  of  the  whole  country 
upon  you  —  crisis  of  our  national 
representation  —  patient  atten- 
tion —  latest  day  of  my  life.  — 
Gentlemen,  yours  truly. 


@ 


liberty  of  the  press  placed  now 
iipon  an  intelligible  and  imperish- 
able basis?  —  Already  were  its 
purifying  and  invigorating  influ- 
ences perceptible  (cheering)  — 
and  he  trusted  that  it  would 
never  cease  to  direct  its  powerful 
energies  to  the  demolition  of  the 
many  remaining  barriers  to  the  im- 
provement of  mankind  (cheers). 
The  corn  laws  must  be  repe?Jed, 
the  taxes  must  be  lowered,  the 
army  and  navy  reduced ;  vote  by 
ballot  and  universal  suffrage  con- 
ceded, the  quarterly  meeting  of 
Parliament  secured,  and  the  rev- 
enues of  the  church  be  made 
applicable  to  civil  purposes. 
Marriage  must  be  no  longer 
fenced  about  by  religious  cere- 
monials (cheers).  He  found  that 
there  were  three  words  on  his  ban- 
ner, which  were  worth  a  thousand 
speeches,  —  Peace,  Retrenchment, 
Reform,  —  which,  as  had  been 
happily  observed  by  the  gentle- 
man who  had  so  ably  proposed 
him 
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By  jane  TAYLOR. 

A  SLANTING  ray  of  evening  light 
Shoots  through  the  yellow  pane ; 

It  makes  the  faded  crimson  bright, 
And  gilds  the  fringe  again ; 

The  window's  Gothic  framework  falls 

In  oblique  shadows  on  the  walls. 

And  since  those  trappings  first  were  new, 

How  many  a  cloudless  day, 
To  rob  the  velvet  of  its  hue, 

Has  come  and  passed  away ; 


6660  THE  SQUIRE'S  PEW. 

How  many  a  setting  sun  hath  made 
That  curious  latticework  of  shade  ! 

Crumbled  beneath  the  hillock  green 
The  cunning  hand  must  be, 

That  carved  this  fretted  door,  I  ween^ 
Acorn  and  fleur-de-lis ; 

And  now  the  worm  hath  done  her  part 

In  mimicking  the  chisel's  art. 

In  days  of  yore  (as  now  we  call), 
When  the  first  James  was  king. 

The  courtly  knight  from  yonder  hall 
His  train  did  hither  bring, 

All  seated  round,  in  order  due, 

"With  broidered  suit  and  buckled  shoe. 

On  damask  cushions  decked  with  fringe 
All  reverently  they  knelt ; 

Prayer  books  with  brazen  hasp  and  hinge 
In  ancient  English  spelt, 

Each  holding  in  a  lily  hand 

Kesponsive  to  the  priest's  command. 

Kow,  streaming  down  the  vaulted  aisle, 
The  sunbeam  long  and  lone, 

Illumes  the  characters  awhile, 
Of  their  inscription  stone; 

And  there  in  marble  hard  and  cold. 

The  knight  with  all  his  train  behold. 

Outstretched  together  are  exprest 

He  and  my  lady  fair. 
With  hands  uplifted  on  the  breast, 

In  attitude  of  prayer ; 
Long-visaged,  clad  in  armor,  he  — 
With  rudlod  arm  and  bodice  she. 

Set  forth  in  order  as  they  died. 
Their  numerous  olfspiing  bend, 

Devoutly  kneeling  side  by  side, 
As  if  tiiey  did  intend 

For  past  omi.ssions  to  atone, 

By  saying  endless  prayers  in  stone. 

Those  mellow  days  are  past  and  dim, 
But  generations  new, 
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In  regular  descent  from  him, 

Have  filled  the  stately  pew, — 
And  in  the  same  successions  go 
To  occupy  the  vaults  below. 

And  now  the  polished  modern  squire, 

And  his  gay  train  appear. 
Who  duly  to  the  hall  retire, 

A  season  every  year ; 
And  fill  the  seats  with  belle  and  beau, 
As  'twas  so  many  years  ago. 

Perchance,  all  thoughtless  as  they  tread 

The  hollow-sounding  floor, 
Of  that  dark  house  of  kindred  dead, 

Which  shall,  as  heretofore, 
In  turn  receive  to  silent  rest 
Another  and  another  guest  I 

The  feathered  hearse  and  sable  train, 

In  all  their  wonted  state, 
Shall  wind  along  the  village  lane, 

And  stand  before  the  gate ; 
Brought  many  a  distant  country  through, 
To  join  the  final  rendezvous. 

And  when  the  race  is  swept  away. 

All  to  their  dusty  beds, 
Still  shall  the  mellow  evening  ray 

Shine  gayly  o'er  their  heads ; 
While  other  faces,  fresh  and  new, 
Shall  fill  the  squire's  deserted  pew! 
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FRIEND. 

By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

[Douglas  "William  Jerbold  :  An  English  dramatist,  humorist,  and  pur- 
nalist,  son  of  an  actor  ;  born  at  London  in  1803 ;  died  in  1857.  He  was  a  mid- 
shipman during  the  operations  against  Napoleon  in  Belgium,  1812-1815,  after  the 
war  became  a  compositor,  and  later  dramatic  critic  on  the  Sunday  Monitor,  and 
subsequently  as  a  dramatist  wrote  "Black-eyed  Susan"  (1829),  which  is  still 
popular.  He  was  a  constant  contributor  to  Punch,  and  edited  successively 
the  Illuminated  Magazine,  Shilling  Magazine,  and  Lloyd's  Weekly.  A  collected 
edition  of  his  works  contains  "Mrs.  Caudle's  Curtain  Lectures,"  "Chronicles 
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of  Clovernook,"  ''Saint  Giles  and  Saint  James,"  "Punch's  Complete  Letter 
Writer,"  "  Cakes  and  Ale."] 

You  ought  to  be  very  rich,  ]\Ir.  Caudle.  I  wonder  who'd 
lend  you  five  pounds !  But  so  it  is :  a  wife  may  work  and 
slave.  Oh,  dear  I  the  many  things  that  might  have  been  done 
with  five  pounds !  As  if  people  picked  up  money  in  the 
streets !  But  you  always  were  a  fool,  Mr.  Caudle  !  I've 
wanted  a  black  satin  gown  these  three  years,  and  that  five 
pounds  would  have  pretty  well  bought  it.  But  it's  no  matter 
how  I  go,  —  not  at  all.  Everybody  says  I  don't  dress  as  be- 
comes j'our  wife  —  and  I  don't ;  but  what's  that  to  you,  JMr. 
Caudle  ?  Nothing.  Oh,  no !  you  can  have  fine  feelings  for 
everybody  but  those  that  belong  to  you.  I  wish  people  knew 
you  as  I  do  —  that's  all.  You  like  to  be  called  liberal  and 
your  poor  family  pays  for  it. 

And  the  girls  want  bonnets,  and  when  they're  to  get  'em  I 
can't  tell.  Half  five  pounds  would  have  bought  'em,  but  now 
they  must  go  without.  Of  course,  they  belong  to  you ;  and 
anybody  but  your  own  flesh  and  blood,  Mr.  Caudle. 

The  man  called  for  the  water  rate  to-day  ;  but  I  should  like 
to  know  how  people  are  to  pay  taxes  who  throw  away  five 
pounds  to  every  fellow  that  asks  them. 

Perhaps  you  don't  know  that  Jack,  this  morning,  knocked 
the  shuttlecock  through  his  bedroom  window.  I  was  going  to 
send  for  the  glazier  to  mend  it ;  but,  after  you  lent  that  five 
pounds,  I  was  sure  we  couldn't  afford  it.  Oh,  no  ;  the  window 
must  go  as  it  is ;  and  pretty  \\eather  for  a  dear  child  to  sleep 
with  a  broken  window.  He's  got  a  cold  already  on  his  lungs, 
and  I  shouldn't  at  all  wonder  if  that  broken  window  settled 
him  ;  if  the  dear  boy  dies,  liis  death  will  be  upon  his  father's 
liead,  for  I'm  sure  we  can't  now  pay  to  mend  windows.  We 
might,  though,  and  do  a  good  many  more  things,  if  people 
didn't  throw  away  their  five  pounds. 

Next  Tuesday  the  fire  insurance  is  due.  I  should  like  to 
know  how  it's  to  be  paid.  Wliy,  it  can't  be  paid  at  all.  That 
five  pounds  would  have  just  done  it,  and  now  insurance  is  out 
of  the  question.  And  there  never  were  so  many  fires  as  there 
are  now.  I  sliall  never  close  my  eyes  all  night ;  but  wliat's 
that  to  you,  so  people  can  call  you  liberal,  Mr.  Caudle?  Your 
wife  and  children  may  all  be  burnt  alive  in  their  beds,  as  all  of 
us  to  a  certainty  shall  be,  for  the  insurance  must  drop.     After 


Mil.    CAUDLE    HAS   LENT    FIVE    POUNDS.  5G63 

we've  insured  for  so  many  years  !  But  how,  I  should  like  to 
know,  are  people  to  insure  who  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  their 
five  pounds? 

I  did  think  we  might  go  to  Margate  this  summer.  There's 
poor  Caroline,  I'm  sure  she  wants  the  sea.  But  no,  dear  crea- 
ture, she  must  stop  at  home  ;  she'll  go  into  a  consumption, 
there's  no  doubt  of  that ;  yes,  sweet  little  angel.  I've  made  up 
my  mind  to  lose  her  now.  The  child  might  have  been  saved ; 
but  people  can't  save  their  children  and  throw  away  five  pounds 
too. 

I  wonder  where  little  Cherub  is  ?  While  you  were  lending 
that  five  pounds,  the  dog  ran  out  of  the  shop.  You  know  I 
never  let  it  go  into  the  street,  for  fear  it  should  be  bit  by  some 
mad  dog  and  come  home  and  bite  the  children.  It  wouldn't  at 
all  astonish  me  if  the  animal  was  to  come  back  with  the  hydro- 
phobia and  give  it  to  all  the  family.  However,  what's  your 
family  to  you,  so  you  can  play  the  liberal  creature  with  five 
pounds  ? 

Do  you  hear  that  shutter,  how  it's  banging  to  and  fro  ?  Yes, 
I  know  what  it  wants  as  well  as  you  :  it  wants  a  ncAV  fastening. 
I  was  going  to  send  for  the  blacksmith  to-day.  But  now  it's 
out  of  the  question  :  now  it  must  bang  of  nights,  since  you 
have  thrown  away  five  pounds. 

Well,  things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  I  This  is  the  first 
night  I  ever  made  my  supper  of  roast  beef  without  pickles. 
But  who  is  to  afford  pickles  when  folks  are  always  lending  five 
pounds  ? 

Do  you  hear  the  mice  running  about  the  room?  I  hear 
them.  If  they  were  only  to  drag  you  out  of  bed,  it  would  be 
no  matter.  Set  a  trap  for  ^em  f  But  how  are  people  to  afford 
the  cheese,  when  every  day  they  lose  five  pounds  ? 

Hark !  I'm  sure  there's  a  noise  downstairs.  It  wouldn't 
surprise  me  if  there  were  thieves  in  the  house.  Well,  it  may 
be  the  cat ;  but  thieves  are  pretty  sure  to  come  some  night. 
There's  a  wretched  fastening  to  the  back  door ;  but  these  are 
not  times  to  afford  bolts  and  bars,  when  fools  won't  take  care 
of  their  five  pounds- 
Mary  Anne  ought  to  have  gone  to  the  dentist's  to-morrow. 
She  wants  three  teeth  pulled  out.  Now  it  can't  be  done. 
Three  teeth,  that  quite  disfigure  the  child's  mouth.  But  there 
they  must  stop,  and  spoil  the  sweetest  face  that  was  ever  made. 
Otherwise  she'd  have  been  the  wife  for  a  lord.     Now,  when  she 
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grows  up,  who'll  have  her  ?  Nobody.  We  shall  die,  and  leave 
her  alone  and  unprotected  in  the  world.  But  what  do  you  care 
for  that?     Nothing  ;  so  you  can  squander  away  five  pounds. 

And  now,  ]\Ir.  Caudle,  see  what  misery  you've  brought  on 
your  wretched  family  !  I  can't  have  a  satin  gown  —  the  girls 
can't  have  new  bonnets  —  the  water  rate  must  stand  over  — 
Jack  must  get  his  death  through  a  broken  window  —  our  fire 
insurance  can't  be  paid,  so  we  shall  all  be  victims  to  the  de- 
vouring element  —  we  can't  go  to  jNIargate,  and  Caroline  will 
go  to  an  early  grave  —  the  dog  will  come  home  and  bite  us  all 
mad — that  shutter  will  go  banging  forever  —  the  mice  never 
let  us  have  a  wink  of  sleep  —  the  thieves  be  always  breaking 
in  the  house  —  and  our  dear  Mary  Anne  be  forever  left  an  un- 
protected maid — and  all,  all,  Mr.  Caudle,  because  you  will  go 
on  lending  jive  pounds  ! 


FROM   "THE   NEWCOMES." 

By  AVILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

[William  Makepeace  Titackeray,  English  novelist  and  hnmorist,  •was 
born  in  Calcutta,  India,  July  19,  1811,  and  died  December  24,  1863.  He 
studied  for  an  artist,  but  could  not  learn  to  draw,  and  after  some  years  of 
struggle  began  to  make  a  name  in  Fraser\i  Magazine  by  "The  Great  Iloggarty 
Diamond,"  "The  Yellowplush  Tapers,"  etc.  There  followed  "The  Paris 
Sketch  Book";  "The  Book  of  Snobs,"  "Ballads  of  Policeman  X,"  Prize 
Novelists,"  etc.,  from  Punch;  and  "The  Rose  and  the  Ring."  "  Vanity  Fair," 
"  Pendennis,"  "  Henry  Esmond,"  and  "  The  Newcomes,"  his  four  great  master- 
pieces, all  came  in  the  six  years  1848-1854.  His  lectures  on  "English  Humor- 
ists" and  "The  Four  Georges"  followed;  then  "The  Virginians"  (sequel  to 
"E.smond"),  "Lovel  the  Widower,"  "Philip,"  and  the  unfinished  "Denis 
Duval,"  contributed  to  tlie  CornhiU  3fariazinp,  which  he  edited  1859-18G2,  and 
which  contained  Ulso  "  The  Roundabout  Papers."] 

Thomas  Newcome  sings  his  Last  Song. 

The  earliest  comers  were  the  first  mate  and  the  medical 
ofTiccr  of  the  ship  in  whicli  the  two  gentlemen  liad  come  to 
England.  The  mate  was  a  Scotcliman  ;  tlie  doctor  was  a  Scotch- 
man ;  of  the  gentlemen  from  tlic  Oriental  Club,  three  were 
Scotclimen. 

The  Southrons,  witli  one  exception,  were  the  last  to  arrive, 
and  for  a  wliile  we  stood  looking  out  of  the  windows  awaiting 
tlieir   coming.      The   first  mate   pulled  out  a  penknife,   and 

'  By  iiomiiHHion  of  Bmitb,  Elder  &  C<i.     (Crown  8v<).,  price  3(t.  Gd.) 
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arranged  his  nails.  The  Doctor  and  Mr.  Binnie  talked  of  the 
progress  of  medicine.  Binnie  had  walked  the  hospitals  of 
Edinburgh  before  getting  his  civil  appointment  to  India.  The 
three  gentlemen  from  Hanover  Square  and  the  Colonel  had 
plenty  to  say  about  Tom  Smith  of  the  Cavalry,  and  Harry  Hall 
of  the  Engineers:  how  Topham  was  going  to  marry  poor  little 
Bob  Wallis'  widow;  how  many  lakhs  Barber  had  brought 
home,  and  the  like.  The  tall  gray-headed  Englishman,  who 
had  been  in  the  East  too,  in  the  king's  service,  joined  for  a 
while  in  this  conversation,  but  presently  left  it,  and  came  and 
talked  with  Clive.  "1  knew  your  father  in  India,"  said  the 
gentleman  to  the  lad;  "there  is  not  a  more  gallant  or  respected 
officer  in  that  service.  I  have  a  boy  too,  a  stepson,  who  has 
just  gone  into  the  army ;  he  is  older  than  you ;  he  was  born  at 
the  end  of  the  Waterloo  year,  and  so  was  a  great  friend  of  his 
and  mine,  who  was  at  your  school.  Sir  Rawdon  Crawley." 

"He  was  in  Gown  Boys,  I  know,"  says  the  boy;  "succeeded 
his  uncle  Pitt,  fourth  Baronet.     I  don't  know  how  his  mother 

—  hor  who  wrote  the  hymns,  you  know,  and  goes  to  Mr.  Honey- 
man's  chapel,  comes  to  be  Rebecca,  Lady  Crawley.  His  father, 
Colonel  Rawdon  Crawley,  died  at  Coventry  Island,  in  August, 
182 — ,  and  his  uncle,  Sir  Pitt,  not  till  September  here.  I 
remember,  we  used  to  talk  about  it  at  Grey  Friars,  when  I  was 
quite  a  little  chap;  and  there  were  bets  whether  Crawley,  I 
mean  the  young  one,  was  a  Baronet  or  not." 

"When  I  sailed  to  Rigy,  Cornel,"  the  first  mate  was  speak- 
ing —  nor  can  any  spelling  nor  combination  of  letters  of  which 
I  am  master  reproduce  this  gentleman's  accent  when  he  was 
talking  his  best  —  "I  racklackt  they  used  always  to  sairve  us 
a  drem  before  denner.  And  as  your  frinds  are  kipping  the 
denner,  and  as  I've  no  watch  to-night,  I'll  jist  do  as  we  used 
to  do  at  Rigy.  James,  my  fine  fellow,  jist  look  alive  and  breng 
me  a  small  glass  of  brandy,  will  ye  ?  Did  ye  iver  try  a  brandy 
cocktail,  Cornel?  Whin  I  sailed  on  the  New  York  line,  we 
used  jest  to  make  bits  before  denner:  and  —  thank  ye,  James  " 

—  and  he  tossed  off  a  glass  of  brandy. 

Here  a  waiter  announces,  in  a  loud  voice,  "  Sir  Thomas  de 
Boots,"  and  the  General  enters,  scowling  round  the  room  accord- 
ing to  his  fashion,  very  red  in  the  face,  very  tight  in  the  girth, 
splendidly  attired  with  a  choking  white  neckcloth,  a  volumi- 
nous waistcoat,  and  his  orders  on. 

"  Stars  and  garters,  by  jingo!  "  cries  Mr.  Frederick  Bayham; 
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"I  say,  Pendennis,  have  you  any  idea,  is  the  Duke  coming "i*  I 
wouldn't  have  come  in  these  Bluchers  if  I  had  known  it.  Con- 
found it,  no  —  Hoby  himself,  my  own  bootmaker,  wouldn't 
have  allowed  poor  F.  B.  to  appear  in  Bluchers  if  he  had  known 
that  I  was  going  to  meet  the  Duke.  My  linen's  all  right,  any- 
how;" and  F.  B.  breathed  a  thankful  prayer  for  that.  Indeed 
who  but  the  very  curious  could  tell  that  not  F.  B.  's,  but  C.  H.  's 
— -Charles  Honeyman's  —  was  the  mark  upon  that  decorous 
linen  ? 

Colonel  Newcome  introduced  Sir  Thomas  to  every  one  in 
the  room,  as  he  had  introduced  us  all  to  each  other  previously; 
and  as  Sir  Thomas  looked  at  one  after  another,  his  face  was 
kind  enough  to  assume  an  expression  which  seemed  to  ask, 
"And  who  the  devil  are  you,  sir?"  as  clearly  as  though  the 
General  himself  had  given  utterance  to  the  words.  With  the 
gentleman  in  the  window  talking  to  Clive  he  seemed  to  have 
some  acquaintance,  and  said,  not  unkindly,  "  How  d'you  do, 
Dobbin?" 

The  carriage  of  Sir  Brian  Newcome  now  drove  up,  from 
which  the  Baronet  descended  in  state,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of 
the  Apollo  in  plush  and  powder,  who  closed  the  shutters  of  the 
great  coach  and  mounted  by  the  side  of  the  coachman,  laced 
and  periwigged.  The  Bench  of  Bishops  has  given  up  its  wigs ; 
cannot  the  box,  too,  be  made  to  resign  that  insane  decoration  ? 
Is  it  necessary  for  our  comfort,  tbat  the  men  wlio  do  our  work 
in  stable  or  household  should  be  dressed  like  Merry-Andrews? 
Enter  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  smiling  blandly;  he  greets  his 
brother  affectionately,  Sir  Tliomas  gayl}^;  he  nods  and  smiles 
to  Clive,  and  graciously  permits  Mr.  Pendennis  to  take  liold 
of  two  fingers  of  his  extended  right  hand.  That  gentleman  is 
charmed,  of  course,  with  the  condescension.  What  man  could 
be  otherwise  than  happy  to  be  allowed  a  momentary  embrace  of 
two  such  precious  fingers  ?  When  a  gentleman  so  favors  me, 
I  always  ask,  mentally,  wliy  lie  has  taken  the  trouble  at  all,  and 
regret  that  I  liave  not  had  the  i)resence  of  mind  to  poke  one 
finger  against  his  two.  If  I  wci'e  worth  ten  thousand  a  year, 
I  cannot  lielp  inwardly  reflecting,  and  kei)t  a  large  account  in 
Threadneedle  Street,  I  cannot  help  thinking  he  would  liave 
favored  me  with  the  Avliole  j)alm. 

The  arrival  of  these  two  grandees  lias  somehow  cast  a  solem- 
nity over  the  company.  The  weatlier  is  talked  about:  brilliant 
in.  itself,   it  does  not  occasion  very  brilliant  remarks  among 
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Colonel  Newoome's  guests.  Sir  Brian  really  thinks  it  must 
be  as  hot  as  it  is  in  India.  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots,  swelling  in 
his  white  waistcoat,  in  the  armholes  of  which  his  thumbs  are " 
engaged,  smiles  scornfully,  and  wishes  Sir  Brian  had  ever  felt 
a  good  sweltering  day  in  the  hot  winds  in  India.  Sir  Brian 
withdraws  the  untenable  j)roposition  that  London  is  as  hot  as 
Calcutta.  Mr.  Binnie  looks  at  his  watch,  and  at  the  Colonel. 
"We  have  only  your  nephew,  Tom,  to  wait  for,"  he  says;  "I 
think  we  may  make  so  bold  as  to  order  the  dinner,"  —  a  propo- 
sal heartily  seconded  by  Mr.  Frederick  Bayham. 

The  dinner  appears  steaming,  borne  by  steaming  waiters. 
The  grandees  take  their  places,  one  on  each  side  of  the  Colonel. 
He  begs  Mr.  Honeyman  to  say  grace,  and  stands  reverentially 
during  that  brief  ceremony,  Avhile  De  Boots  looks  queerly  at 
him  from  over  his  napkin.  All  the  young  men  take  their  places 
at  the  further  end  of  the  table,  round  about  Mr.  Binnie;  and, 
at  the  end  of  the  second  course,  Mr.  Barnes  Newcome  makes 
his  appearance. 

Mr.  Barnes  does  not  show  the  slightest  degree  of  disturb- 
ance, although  he  disturbs  all  the  company.  Soup  and  fish  are 
brought  for  him,  and  meat,  which  he  leisurely  eats,  while  twelve 
other  gentlemen  are  kept  waiting.  We  mark  Mr.  Binnie 's 
twinkling  eyes  as  they  watch  the  young  man.  "Eh,"  he  seems 
to  say,  "but  that's  just  about  as  free-and-easy  a  young  chap  as 
ever  I  set  eyes  on."  And  so  Mr.  Barnes  tvas  a  cool  3'oung  chap. 
That  dish  is  so  good,  he  must  really  have  some  more.  He  dis- 
cusses the  second  supply  leisurely;  and  turning  round,  sim- 
pering, to  his  neighbor,  says,  "I  really  hope  I'm  not  keeping 
everybody  waiting." 

"Hem!"  grunts  the  neighbor,  Mr.  Bayham;  "it  doesn't 
much  matter,  for  we  had  all  pretty  well  done  dinner."  Barnes 
takes  a  note  of  Mr.  Ba3'ham's  dress — his  long  frock  coat,  the 
ribbon  round  his  neck;  and  surveys  him  with  an  admirable 
impudence.  "Who  are  these  people,"  thinks  he,  "my  uncle 
has  got  together?"  He  bows  graciously  to  the  Colonel,  who 
asks  him  to  take  wine.  He  is  so  insufferably  affable,  that  every 
man  near  him  would  like  to  give  him  a  beating. 

All  the  time  of  the  dinner  the  host  was  challenging  ever}^- 
body  to  drink  wine,  in  his  honest  old-fashioned  way,  and  Mr. 
Binnie,  seconding  the  chief  entertainer.  Such  was  the  way  in 
England  and  Scotland  when  they  were  young  men.  And  when 
Binnie,  asking  Sir  Brian,  receives  for  reply  from  the  Baronet 
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■ — "Thauk  you,  no,  my  dear  sir;  I  have  exceeded  already,  posi' 
tively  exceeded ;  "  the  poor  discomfited  gentleman  hardly  knows 
whither  to  apply;  but  luckily,  Tom  Norris,  the  first  mate,  comes 
to  his  rescue,  and  cries  out,  "  Mr.  Binnie,  Fve  not  had  enough, 
and  I'll  drink  a  glass  of  anything  ye  like  with  ye."  The  fact 
is,  that  Mr.  Norris  has  had  enough.  He  has  drunk  bumpers  to 
the  health  of  every  member  of  the  company ;  his  glass  lias  been 
filled  scores  of  times  by  watchful  waiters.  So  has  Mr.  Bayhara 
absorbed  great  quantities  of  drink;  but  without  any  visible 
effect  on  that  veteran  toper.  So  has  young  Clive  taken  more 
tlian  is  good  for  him.  His  cheeks  are  flushed  and  burning;  he 
is  chattering  and  laughing  loudly  at  his  end  of  the  table.  Mr. 
Warrington  eyes  the  lad  with  some  curiosity;  and  then  regards 
Mr.  Barnes  with  a  look  of  scorn,  which  does  not  scorch  that 
affable  young  person. 

I  am  obliged  to  confess  that  the  mate  of  the  Indiaman,  at 
an  early  period  of  the  dessert,  and  when  nobody  had  asked  him 
for  any  such  public  expression  of  his  opinion,  insisted  on  rising 
and  proposing  the  health  of  Colonel  Newcome,  whose  virtues 
he  lauded  outrageously,  and  whom  he  pronounced  to  be  one  of 
the  best  of  mortal  men.  Sir  Brian  looked  very  much  alarmed 
at  the  commencement  of  this  speech,  which  the  mate  delivered 
with  immense  shrieks  and  gesticulation:  but  the  Baronet  re- 
covered during  the  course  of  the  rambling  oration,  and,  at  its 
conclusion,  gracefully  tapped  the  table  with  one  of  those  patron- 
izing fingers;  and  lifting  up  a  glass  containing  at  least  a  thim- 
bleful of  claret,  said,  "My  dear  brother,  I  drink  your  health 
with  all  my  heart,  I'm  su-ah."  The  youthful  Barnes  had 
uttered  many  "Hear,  hears!"  during  the  discourse,  with  an 
irony  which,  with  every  fresh  glass  of  wine  he  drank,  he  cai-cd 
less  to  conceal.  And  though  Barnes  had  come  late  he  had 
drunk  largely,  making  up  for  lost  time. 

Those  ironical  cheers,  and  all  liis  cousin's  behavior  during 
dinner,  liad  struck  young  Clive,  who  was  growing  very  angry. 
He  growled  out  remarks  uncomplimentary  to  Barnes.  His 
eyes,  as  he  looked  towards  his  kinsman,  flashed  cliallenges,  of 
wliich  we  wlio  were  watching  liim  could  see  the  warlike  pur- 
port. Warrington  lof)ke(l  at  Bayhani  and  Pendennis  witli 
ghances  of  apprehension.  We  saw  tliat  danger  was  brooding, 
unless  the  one  young  man  could  be  restrainod  from  liis  im])or- 
tinence,  and  the  c»ther  fi-oin  liis  wine. 

Colonel  Newcome  said  a  very  few  words  in  reply  to  his 
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honest  friend  the  chief  mate,  and  there  the  matter  might  have 
ended;  but  I  am  sorry  to  say  Mr.  Binnie  now  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  rise  and  deliver  himself  of  some  remarks  regarding  the 
King's  service,  coupled  with  the  name  of  Major  General  Sir 
Thomas  de  Boots,  K.C.B.,  etc.  — the  receipt  of  which  that  gal- 
lant officer  was  obliged  to  acknowledge  in  a  confusion  amount- 
ing almost  to  apoplexy.  The  glasses  went  whack  whack  upon 
the  hospitable  board;  the  evening  set  in  for  public  speaking. 
Encouraged  by  his  last  effort,  Mr.  Binnie  now  proposed  Sir 
Brian  Newcome's  health ;  and  that  Baronet  rose  and  uttered  an 
exceedingly  lengthy  speech,  delivered  with  his  wineglass  on 
his  bosom. 

Then  that  sad  rogue  Bayham  must  get  up,  and  call  earnestly 
and  respectfully  for  silence  and  the  chairman's  hearty  sympathy, 
for  the  few  observations  which  he  had  to  propose.  "  Our  armies 
had  been  drunk  with  proper  enthusiasm  —  such  men  as  he  beheld 
around  him  deserved  the  applause  of  all  honest  hearts,  and 
merited  the  cheers  with  which  their  names  had  been  received. 
("  Hear,  hear  !  "  from  Barnes  Newcome  sarcastically.  "  Hear, 
hear,  Hear!  "  fiercely  from  Clive.)  But  whilst  we  applauded 
our  army,  should  we  forget  a  profession  still  more  exalted? 
Yes,  still  more  exalted,  I  say  in  the  face  of  the  gallant  General 
opposite;  and  that  profession,  I  need  not  say,  is  the  Church. 
(Applause.)  Gentlemen,  we  have  among  us  one  who,  while 
partaking  largely  of  the  dainties  on  this  festive  board,  drink- 
ing freely  of  the  sparkling  wine  cup  which  our  gallant  friend's 
hospitality  administers  to  us,  sanctifies  by  his  presence  the 
feast  of  which  he  partakes,  inaugurates  with  appropriate  bene- 
dictions, and  graces  it  I  may  say,  both  before  and  after  meat. 
Gentlemen,  Charles  Honeyman  was  the  friend  of  my  childhood, 
his  father  the  instructor  of  my  early  days.  If  Frederick  Bay- 
ham's  latter  life  has  been  checkered  by  misfortune,  it  may  be 
that  I  have  forgotten  the  precepts  which  the  venerable  parent 
of  Charles  Honeyman  poured  into  an  inattentive  ear.  He  too, 
as  a  child,  was  not  exempt  from  faults ;  as  a  young  man,  I  am 
told,  not  quite  free  from  youthful  indiscretions.  But  in  this 
present  Anno  Domini,  we  hail  Charles  Honeyman  as  a  precept 
and  an  example,  as  a  decus  fidei  and  a  Iwnen  ecclesice  (as  I  told 
him  in  the  confidence  of  the  private  circle  this  morning,  and 
ere  I  ever  thought  to  publish  my  opinion  in  this  distinguished 
company)-  Colonel  Newcome  and  Mr.  Binnie!  I  drink  to  the 
health  of  the  Reverend  Charles  Honeyman,  A.M.     May  we 
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listen  to  many  more  of  his  sermons,  as  well  as  to  that  admirable 
discourse  with  which  I  am  sure  he  is  about  to  electrify  us  now. 
May  we  profit  by  his  eloquence,  and  cherish  in  our  memories 
the  truths  which  come  mended  from  his  tongue!  "  He  ceased; 
poor  Honey  man  had  to  rise  on  his  legs,  and  gasp  out  a  few 
incoherent  remarks  in  repl3%  Without  a  book  before  him,  the 
Incumbent  of  Lady  Whittlesea's  Chapel  was  no  prophet,  and 
the  truth  is  he  made  poor  work  of  his  oration. 

At  the  end  of  it,  he.  Sir  Brian,  Colonel  Dobbin,  and  one  of 
the  Indian  gentlemen  quitted  the  room,  in  spite  of  the  loud 
outcries  of  our  generous  host,  who  insisted  that  the  party  should 
not  break  up,  "Close  up,  gentlemen,"  called  out  honest  New- 
come,  "we  are  not  going  to  part  just  yet.  Let  me  fill  your 
glass,  General.  You  used  to  have  no  objection  to  a  glass  of 
wine."  And  he  poured  out  a  bumper  for  his  friend,  which  the 
old  campaigner  sucked  in  with  fitting  gusto.  "  Who  will  give 
us  a  song?  Binnie,  give  us  the  'Laird  of  Cockpen.'  It's 
capital,  my  dear  General.  Capital,"  the  Colonel  whispered  to 
his  neighbor. 

Ml-.  Binnie  struck  up  the  "Laird  of  Cockpen,"  without,  I 
am  bound  to  say,  the  least  reluctance.  He  bobbed  to  one  man, 
and  he  winked  to  another,  and  he  tossed  his  glass,  and  gave  all 
the  points  of  his  song  in  a  manner  which  did  credit  to  his  sim- 
plicity and  his  humor.  You  haughty  southerners  little  know 
how  a  jolly  Scotch  gentleman  can  desipere  in  loco,  and  how  he 
cliirrups  over  his  honest  cups.  I  do  not  say  whether  it  was 
with  the  song  or  with  Mr.  Binnie  that  we  were  most  amused. 
It  was  a  good  coramonty,  as  Christopher  Sly  says ;  nor  were  we 
sorry  when  it  was  done. 

Him  the  first  mate  succeeded;  after  whicli  came  a  song  from 
the  redoubted  F.  Bayham,  which  he  sang  with  a  bass  voice 
which  Lablache  might  envy,  and  of  which  the  chorus  was  fran- 
tically sung  by  the  whole  company.  The  cry  was  then  for  the 
Coh)nel;  on  which  Barnes  Newcome,  who  had  been  drinking 
much,  started  up  with  something  like  an  oath,  cr^ang,  "Oh,  I 
can't  stand  tliis." 

"Then  leave  it,  confound  you!"  said  young  Clive,  with 
fury  in  his  face.  "If  our  company  is  not  good  enough  for  you, 
why  do  you  come  into  it?" 

"What's  tliat?"  asks  Barnes,  wlio  was  evidently  affected 
l)y  wine.  liayham  roared,  "Silence!"  and  Barnes  Newcome, 
looking  round  with  a  tipsy  toss  of  the  head,  finally  sat  down. 
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The  Colonel  sang,  as  we  have  said,  with  a  very  high  voice, 
using  freely  the  falsetto,  after  the  manner  of  the  tenor  singers 
of  his  day.  He  chose  one  of  his  maritime  songs,  and  got 
through  the  first  verse  very  well,  Barnes  wagging  his  head  at 
the  chorus,  with  a  "Bravo!"  so  offensive  that  Fred  Bayham, 
his  neighbor,  gripped  the  young  man's  arm,  and  told  him  to 
hold  his  confounded  tongue. 

The  Colonel  began  his  second  verse :  and  here,  as  will  often 
happen  to  amateur  singers,  his  falsetto  broke  down.  He  was 
not  in  the  least  annoyed,  for  I  saw  him  smile  very  good- 
naturedly:  and  he  was  going  to  try  the  verse  again,  when  that 
unlucky  Barnes  first  gave  a  sort  of  crowing  imitation  of  the 
song,  and  then  burst  into  a  yell  of  laughter.  Clive  dashed  a 
glass  of  wine  in  his  face  at  the  next  minute,  glass  and  all ;  and 
no  one  who  had  watched  the  young  man's  behavior  was  sorry 
for  the  insult. 

I  never  saw  a  kind  face  express  more  terror  than  Colonel 
Newcome's.  He  started  back  as  if  he  had  himself  received  the 
blow  from  his  son.  "Gracious  God!  "  he  cried  out.  "My  boy 
insult  a  gentleman  at  my  table !  " 

"I'd  like  to  do  it  again,"  says  Clive,  whose  whole  body  was 
trembling  with  anger. 

"Are  you  drunk,  sir?"  shouted  his  father. 

"The  boy  served  the  young  fellow  right,  sir,"  growled  Fred 
Bayham,  in  his  deepest  voice.  "Come  along,  young  man. 
Stand  up  straight,  and  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head  next 
time,  mind  you,  when  you  dine  with  gentlemen.  It's  easy  to 
see,"  says  Fred,  looking  round  with  a  knowing  air,  "that  this 
young  man  hasn't  got  the  usages  of  society  —  he's  not  been 
accustomed  to  it:  "  and  he  led  the  dandy  out. 

Others  had  meanwhile  explained  the  state  of  the  case  to  the 
Colonel  —  including  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots,  who  was  highly 
energetic  and  delighted  with  Clive's  spirit;  and  some  were  for 
having  the  song  to  continue ;  but  the  Colonel,  puffing  his  cigar, 
said,  "No.  My  pipe  is  out.  I  will  never  sing  again."  So  this 
history  will  record  no  more  of  Thomas  Newcome's  musical  per- 
formances. 

Clive  woke  up  the  next  morning  to  be  aware  of  a  racking 
headache,  and,  by  the  dim  light  of  his  throbbing  eyes,  to  behold 
his  father  with  solemn  face  at  his  bed  foot  —  a  reproving  con- 
science to  greet  his  waking. 
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"You  drank  too  much  wine  last  night,  and  disgraced  your- 
self, sir,"  the  old  soldier  said.  "You  must  get  up  and  eat 
humble  pie  this  morning,  my  boy." 

"Humble  what,  father?"  asked  the  lad,  hardly  aware  of  his 
words,  or  the  scene  before  him.     "  Oh,  I've  got  such  a  headache !  " 

"  Serves  you  right,  sir.  Many  a  young  fellow  has  had  to  go 
on  parade  in  the  morning  with  a  headache  earned  overnight. 
Drink  this  water.  Now  jump  up.  Now  dash  the  water  well 
over  your  head.  There  you  come!  Make  your  toilet  quickly, 
and  let  us  be  off,  and  find  cousin  Barnes  before  he  has  left 
home." 

Clive  obeyed  the  paternal  orders;  dressed  himself  quickly; 
and  descending,  found  his  father  smoking  his  morning  cigar  in 
the  apartment  where  they  had  dined  the  night  before,  and  there 
the  tables  still  were  covered  with  the  relics  of  yesterday's  feast 
—  the  emptied  bottles,  the  blank  lamps,  the  scattered  dishes  and 
fruits,  the  wretched  heeltaps  that  have  been  lying  exposed  all 
night  to  the  air.  Who  does  not  know  the  aspect  of  an  expired 
feast? 

"The  field  of  action  strewed  with  the  dead,  my  boy,"  says 
Clive's  father.  "See,  here's  the  glass  on  the  floor  yet,  and  a 
great  stain  of  claret  on  the  carpet." 

"Oh,  father,"  says  Clive,  hanging  his  head  down,  "I  know 
I  shouldn't  have  done  it.  But  Barnes  Newcome  would  pro- 
voke the  patience  of  Job;  and  I  couldn't  bear  to  have  my  father 
insulted." 

"I  am  big  enough  to  fight  my  own  battles,  my  boy,"  the 
Colonel  said  good-naturedl}^  putting  his  hand  on  the  lad's 
damp  head.  "How  your  head  throbs!  If  Barnes  laughed  at 
my  singing,  depend  upon  it,  sir,  there  was  something  ridiculous 
in  it,  and  he  laughed  because  lie  coald  not  help  it.  If  he  be- 
haved ill,  we  should  not;  and  to  a  man  who  is  eating  our  salt 
too,  and  is  of  our  blood." 

"He  is  ashamed  of  our  blood,  father,"  cries  Clive,  still 
indignant. 

"We  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  doing  wrong.  We  must  go 
and  ask  his  pardon.  Once  when  I  was  a  young  man  in  India," 
the  father  continued  very  gravely,  "some  hot  words  passed  at 
mesjs — not  such  an  insult  as  that  of  last  night;  I  don't  think 
I  could  have  quite  borne  that — and  people  found  fault  with 
me  for  forgiving  the  youngster  who  had  uttered  the  offensive 
expressions  over  his  wine.     Some  of  my  acquaintances  sneered 
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at  my  courage,  and  that  is  a  hard  imputation  for  a  young  fellow 
of  spirit  to  bear.  But  providentially,  you  see,  it  was  war  time, 
and  very  soon  after  I  had  the  good  luck  to  show  that  I  was  not 
apoule  mouillee,  as  the  French  call  it;  and  the  man  Avho  insulted 
me,  and  whom  I  forgave,  became  my  fastest  friend,  and  died  by 
my  side  —  it  was  poor  Jack  Cutler  —  at  Argaum.  We  must 
go  and  ask  Barnes  Newcome's  pardon,  sir,  and  forgive  other 
people's  trespasses,  my  boy,  if  we  hope  forgiveness  for  our  own." 
His  voice  sank  down  as  he  spoke,  and  he  bowed  his  head  rever- 
ently. I  have  heard  his  son  tell  the  simple  story  years  after- 
wards, with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

A  School  of  Art. 

British  art  either  finds  her  peculiar  nourishment  in  melan- 
choly, and  loves  to  fix  her  abode  in  desert  places ;  or,  it  may 
be,  her  purse  is  but  slenderly  furnished,  and  she  is  forced  to 
put  up  with  accommodations  rejected  by  more  prosperous  call- 
ings. Some  of  the  most  dismal  quarters  of  the  town  are 
colonized  by  her  disciples  and  professors.  In  walking  through 
streets  which  may  have  been  gay  and  polite  when  ladies'  chair- 
men jostled  each  other  on  the  pavement,  and  linkboys  with 
their  torches  lighted  the  beaux  over  the  mud,  who  has  not  re- 
marked the  artist's  invasion  of  those  regions  once  devoted  to 
fashion  and  gayety?  Center  windows  of  drawing-rooms  are 
enlarged  so  as  to  reach  up  into  bedrooms  —  bedrooms  where 
Lady  Betty  has  had  her  hair  powdered,  and  where  the  painter's 
north  light  now  takes  possession  of  the  place  which  her  toilet 
table  occujjied  a  hundred  years  ago.  There  are  degrees  in 
decadence :  after  the  Fashion  chooses  to  emigrate,  and  retreats 
from  Soho  or  Bloomsbury,  let  us  say,  to  Cavendish  Square,  phy- 
sicians come  and  occupy  the  vacant  houses,  which  still  have  a 
respectable  look,  the  windows  being  cleaned,  and  the  knockers 
and  plates  kept  bright,  and  the  doctor's  carriage  rolling  round 
the  square,  almost  as  fine  as  the  countess',  which  has  whisked 
away  her  ladyship  to  other  regions.  A  boarding  house,  may- 
hap, succeeds  the  physician,  who  has  followed  after  his  sick 
folks  into  the  new  country;  and  then  Dick  Tinto  comes  with 
his  dingy  brass  plate,  and  l3reaks  in  his  north  window,  and  sets 
up  his  sitters'  throne.  I  love  his  honest  mustache,  and  jaunty 
velvet  jacket,  his  queer  figure,  his  queer  vanities,  and  his  kind 
heart.     Why  should  he  not  suffer  his  ruddy  ringlets  to  fall 
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over  his  shirt  collar?     Why  should  he  deny  himself  his  velvet? 
It  is  but  a  kind  of  fustian  which  costs  him  eighteen  pence  a 
yard.     He  is  naturally  what  he  is,  and  breaks  out  into  costume 
as  spontaneously  as  a  bird  sings,  or  a  bulb  bears  a  tulip.     And 
as   Dick,   under  yonder  terrific  appearance  of  waving  cloak, 
bristling  beard,  and  shadowy  sombrero,  is  a  good  kindly  simple 
creature,  got  up  at  a  very  cheap  rate,  so  his  life  is  consistent 
with  his  dress ;  he  gives  his  genius  a  darkling  swagger,  and 
a  romantic  envelope,  which,  being  removed,  you  find,  not  a  bravo, 
but  a  kind  chirping  soul;  not  a  moody  poet  avoiding  mankind 
for  the  better  company  of  his  own  great  thoughts,  but  a  jolly 
little  chap  who  has  an  aptitude  for  painting  brocade  gowns,  or 
bits  of  armor  (with  figures  inside  them),  or  trees  and  cattle,  or 
gondolas  and  buildings,  or  what  not;  an  instinct  for  the  pic- 
turesque, which  exhibits  itself  in  his  works,  and  outwardly  on 
his  person ;  beyond  this,  a  gentle  creature  loving  his  friends, 
his  cups,  feasts,  merrymakings,  and  all  good  things.     The  kind- 
est folks  alive  I  have  found  among  those  scowling  whiskerandos. 
They  open  oysters  with  their  yataghans,  toast  muffins  on  their 
rapiers,  and  fill  their  Venice  glasses  with  half-and-half.     If 
they  have  money  in  tlieir  lean  purses,  be  sure  they  have  a  friend 
to  share  it.     What  innocent  gayety,  what  jovial  suppers  on 
threadbare   cloths,  and  wonderful  songs  after;   what  pathos, 
merriment,  humor,  does  not  a  man  enjoy  who  frequents  their 
company!     Mr.  Clive  Newcome,  who  has  long  since  shaved 
liis  beard,  who  has  become  a  family  man,  and  has  seen  tlie 
world  in  a  thousand  different  phases,  avers  that  his  life  as  an 
art  student  at  home  and  abroad  was  the  pleasantest  part  of  his 
whole  existence.     It  may  not  be  more  amusing  in  tlie  telling 
than  the  chronicle  of  a  feast  or  the  accurate  report  of  two  lovers' 
conversation;  but  the  biographer,  having  brought  his  hero  to 
this  period  of  liis  life,  is  bound  to  relate  it,  before  passing  to 
otlier  occurrences  which  are  to  be  narrated  in  their  turn. 

We  may  be  sure  the  boy  had  many  conversations  with  his 
affectionate  guardian  as  to  the  profession  which  he  should 
follow.  As  regarded  mathematical  and  classical  learning,  the 
elder  Newcome  was  forced  to  admit  that,  out  of  every  Imndred 
])oy8,  there  were  fifty  as  clever  as  his  own,  and  at  least  fifty 
more  industrious;  tlie  army  in  time  of  peace  Colonel  Newcome 
thought  a  bad  trade  for  a  young  fellow  so  fond  of  ease  and 
pletvsure  as  his  son:  his  delight  in  the  pencil  was  manifest  to 
;ill.      Were  not  his  schoolbooks  full  of  caricatures  of  the  mas- 
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ters  ?  Whilst  his  tutor,  Grindle}',  was  lecturing  him,  did  he 
not  draw  Grindley  instinctively  under  his  very  nose  ?  A  painter 
Clive  was  determined  to  be,  and  nothing  else ;  and  Clive,  being 
then  some  sixteen  years  of  age,  began  to  study  the  art,  en  regle^ 
under  the  eminent  Mr.  Gandisii,  of  Soho. 

It  was  that  well-known  portrait  painter,  Andrew  Smee, 
Esq.,  R.A.,  who  recommended  Gandish  to  Colonel  Newcome, 
one  day  when  the  two  gentlemen  met  at  dinner  at  Lady  Ann 
Newcome 's  table.  Mr.  Smee  happened  to  examine  some  of 
Clive's  drawings,  which  the  young  fellow  had  executed  for  his 
cousins.  Clive  found  no  better  amusement  than  in  making 
pictures  for  them,  and  would  cheerfully  pass  evening  after 
evening  in  that  diversion.  He  had  made  a  thousand  sketches 
of  Ethel  before  a  year  was  over;  a  year,  every  day  of  which 
seemed  to  increase  the  attractions  of  the  fair  young  creature, 
develop  her  nymphlike  form,  and  give  her  figure  fresh  graces. 
Also,  of  course,  Clive  drew  Alfred  and  the  nursery  in  general. 
Aunt  Ann  and  the  Blenheim  spaniels,  and  Mr.  Kuhn  and  his 
earrings,  the  majestic  John  bringing  in  the  coal  scuttle,  and 
all  persons  or  objects  in  that  establishment  with  which  he  was 
familiar.  "What  a  genius  the  lad  has,"  the  complimentary 
Mr.  Smee  averred;  "what  a  force  and  individuality  there  is  in 
all  his  drawings  I  Look  at  his  horses !  capital,  by  Jove,  capital ! 
and  Alfred  on  his  pony,  and  Miss  Ethel  in  her  Spanish  hat, 
with  her  hair  flowing  in  the  wind!  I  must  take  this  sketch,  I 
positively  must  now,  and  show  it  to  Landseer."  And  the 
courtly  artist  daintily  enveloped  the  drawing  in  a  sheet  of 
paper,  put  it  away  in  his  hat,  and  vowed  subsequently  that  the 
great  painter  had  been  delighted  with  the  young  man's  per- 
formance. Smee  was  not  only  charmed  with  Clive's  skill  as 
an  artist,  but  thought  his  head  would  be  an  admirable  one  to 
paint.  Such  a  rich  complexion,  such  fine  turns  in  his  hair  I 
such  eyes !  to  see  real  blue  eyes  was  so  rare  nowadays  I  And 
the  Colonel,  too,  if  the  Colonel  would  but  give  him  a  few  sit- 
tings, the  gray  uniform  of  the  Bengal  cavalry,  the  silver  lace, 
the  little  bit  of  red  ribbon  just  to  warm  up  the  picture !  it  was 
seldom,  Mr.  Smee  declared,  that  an  artist  could  get  such  an 
opportunity  for  color.  With  our  hideous  vermilion  uniforms 
there  was  no  chance  of  doing  anything ;  Rubens  himself  could 
scarcely  manage  scarlet.  Look  at  the  horseman  in  Cuj-p's 
famous  picture  at  the  Louvre :  the  red  was  a  positive  blot  upon 
the  whole  picture.     There  was  nothing  like  French  gray  and 
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silver!  All  which  did  not  prevent  Mr.  Smee  from  painting 
Sir  Brian  in  a  flaring  deputy  lieutenant's  uniform,  and  entreat- 
ing all  military  men  whom  he  met  to  sit  to  him  in  scarlet. 
Clive  Newcorae  the  Academician  succeeded  in  painting  of 
course  for  mere  friendship's  sake,  and  because  he  liked  the 
subject,  though  he  could  not  refuse  the  check  which  Colonel 
Newcome  sent  him  for  the  frame  and  picture ;  but  no  cajoleries 
could  induce  the  old  campaigner  to  sit  to  any  artist  save  one. 
He  said  he  should  be  ashamed  to  pay  fifty  guineas  for  the  like- 
ness of  his  homely  face;  he  jocularly  proposed  to  James  Binnie 
to  have  his  head  put  on  the  canvas,  and  Mr.  Smee  enthusias- 
tically caught  at  the  idea :  but  honest  James  winked  his  droll 
eyes,  saying  his  was  a  beauty  that  did  not  want  any  paint ;  and 
when  Mr.  Smee  took  his  leave  after  dinner  in  Fitzroy  Square, 
where  this  conversation  was  held,  James  Binnie  hinted  that 
the  Academician  was  no  better  than  an  old  humbug,  in  which 
surmise  he  was  probably  not  altogether  incorrect.  Certain 
young  men  who  frequented  the  kind  Colonel's  house  were  also 
somewhat  of  this  opinion,  and  made  endless  jokes  at  the 
painter's  expense.  Smee  plastered  his  sitters  with  adulation 
as  methodically  as  he  covered  his  canvas.  He  waylaid  gentle- 
men at  dinner;  he  inveigled  unsuspecting  folks  into  his  studio, 
and  had  their  heads  off  their  shoulders  before  they  were  aware. 
One  day,  on  our  way  from  tlie  Temple,  through  Howland  Street, 
to  the  Colonel's  house,  we  beheld  Major  General  Sir  Thomas 
de  Boots,  in  full  uniform,  rushing  from  Smee's  door  to  his 
biougham.  The  coachman  was  absent  refreshing  himself  at  a 
neighboring  tap:  the  little  street  boys  cheered  and  hurraed  Sir 
Thomas,  as,  arrayed  in  gold  and  scarlet,  he  sat  in  his  chariot. 
He  blushed  purple  wlien  he  beheld  us.  No  artist  would  have 
dared  to  imitate  those  purple  tones :  he  was  one  of  the  numerous 
victims  of  Mr.  Smee. 

One  day  then,  day  to  be  noted  with  a  white  stone.  Colonel 
Newcome,  with  liis  son  and  Mr.  Smee,  R.A.,  walked  from  the 
Colonel's  house  to  Gandish's,  which  was  not  far  removed 
thence;  and  young  Clive,  wlio  was  a  perfect  mimic,  described 
to  his  friends,  and  illustrated,  as  was  his  wont,  by  diagrams, 
tlie  interview  wliich  he  liad  with  that  professor.  "  By  Jove, 
you  must  see  Gandish,  Pen!"  cries  Clive:  "Gandish  is  worth 
the  wliole  world.  Come  and  be  an  art  student.  You'll  find 
such  jolly  fellows  there!  Gandish  calls  it  hart  student,  and 
says,  'Bars  est  cehire  Hartem  '  —  by  Jove  he  does!     He  treated 
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US  to  a  little  Latin,  as  he  brought  out  a  cake  and  a  bottle  of 
wine,  you  know. 

"The  governor  was  splendid,  sir.  He  wore  gloves:  you 
know  he  only  puts  them  on  on  parade  days ;  and  turned  out 
for  the  occasion  spick  and  span.  He  ought  to  be  a  general 
officer.  He  looks  like  a  field  marshal  —  don't  he  ?  You  should 
have  seen  him  bowing  to  Mrs.  Gandish  and  the  Miss  Gandishes, 
dressed  all  in  their  best,  round  the  cake  tray!  He  takes  his 
glass  of  wine,  and  sweeps  them  all  round  with  a  bow.  'I  hope, 
young  ladies, '  says  he, '  you  don't  often  go  to  the  students'  room. 
I'm  afraid  the  young  gentlemen  would  leave  off  looking  at  the 
statues  if  you  came  in. '  And  so  they  would :  for  you  never 
saw  such  Guys ;  but  the  dear  old  boy  fancies  every  woman  is  a 
beauty. 

"  'Mr.  Smee,  you  are  looking  at  my  picture  of  "  Boadishia  "  ? ' 
says  Gandish.  Wouldn't  he  have  caught  it  for  his  quantities 
at  Grey  Friars,  that's  all? 

"'Yes  —  ah  —  yes,'  says  Mr.  Smee,  putting  his  hand  over 
his  eyes,  and  standing  before  it,  looking  steady,  you  know,  as 
if  he  was  going  to  see  whereabouts  he  should  hit  'Boadishia.' 

"'It  was  painted  when  you  were  a  young  man,  four  years 
before  you  were  an  associate,  Smee.  Had  some  success  in  its 
time,  and  there's  good  pints  about  that  pictur','  Gandish  goes 
on.  'But  I  never  could  get  my  price  for  it;  and  here  it  hangs 
in  my  own  room.  'Igh  art  won't  do  in  this  country.  Colonel 
—  it's  a  melancholy  fact. ' 

"'High  art!  I  should  think  it  is  high  art! '  whispers  old 
Smee;  'fourteen  feet  high  at  least!'  And  then  out  loud  he 
says,  'The  picture  has  very  fine  points  in  it,  Gandish,  as  you 
say.  Foreshortening  of  that  arm,  capital!  That  red  drapery 
carried  off  into  the  right  of  the  picture  very  skillfully  managed !  ' 

"'It's  not  like  portrait  painting,  Smee — 'igh  art,'  says 
Gandish.  'The  models  of  the  hancient  Britons  in  that  pictur' 
alone  cost  me  thirty  pound  —  when  I  was  a  struggling  man, 
and  had  just  married  my  Betsy  here.  You  reckonize  Boadi- 
shia, Colonel,  with  the  Roman  'elmet,  cuirass,  and  javeling  of 
the  period  —  all  studied  from  the  hantique,  sir,  the  glorious 
hantique.' 

"'All  but  Boadicea,'  says  father.  'She  remains  always 
young.'  And  he  began  to  speak  the  lines  out  of  Cowper,  he 
did  —  waving  his  stick  like  an  old  trump  —  and  famous  they 
are,"  cries  the  lad:  — 
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»* '  When  the  British  warrior  queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods '  — 

Jolly  verses!  Haven't  I  translated  them  into  Alcaics ? "  says 
Clive,  with  a  merry  laugh,  and  resumes  his  history. 

"'Oh,  I  must  have  those  verses  in  my  album,'  cries  one  of 
the  young  ladies.  'Did  you  compose  them,  Colonel  Newcome ?' 
But  Gandish,  you  see,  is  never  thinking  about  any  works  but 
his  own,  and  goes  on,  'Study  of  my  eldest  daughter,  exhibited 
1816.' 

"'No,  pa,  not  '16,'  cries  Miss  Gandish.  She  don't  look 
like  a  chicken,  I  can  tell  you. 

"'Admired,'  Gandish  goes  on,  never  heeding  her.  — 'I  can 
show  you  what  the  papers  said  of  it  at  the  time  —  Morning 
Chronicle  and  Examiner  —  spoke  most  'ighly  of  it.  My  son  as 
an  infant  'Ercules,  stranglin'  the  serpent  over  the  piano.  Fust 
conception  of  ray  picture  of  "Non  Hangli  said  Hangeli." ' 

"'For  which  I  can  guess  who  were  the  angels  that  sat,'  says 
father.  Upon  my  M^ord  that  old  governor !  He  is  a  little  too 
strong.  But  Mr.  Gandish  listened  no  more  to  him  than  to 
Mr.  Smee,  and  went  on,  buttering  himself  all  over,  as  I  have 
read  the  Hottentots  do.  'Myself  at  tliirty-tiu-ee  j-ears  of  age! ' 
says  he,  pointing  to  a  portrait  of  a  gentleman  in  leather  breeches 
and  mahogany  boots;  'I  could  have  been  a  portrait  painter, 
jMr.  Smee.' 

"'Indeed  it  was  lucky  for  some  of  us  you  devoted  yourself 
to  high  art,  Gandish,'  Mr.  Smee  says,  and  sips  the  wine  and  puts 
it  down  again,  making  a  face.  It  was  not  first-rate  tipple, 
you  see. 

"'Two  girls,'  continues  that  indomitable  Mr.  Gandish. 
'Hidea  for  "Babes  in  the  Wood."  "View  of  Pjestum,"  taken 
on  the  spot  by  myself,  Avhen  traveling  with  the  late  lamented 
Earl  of  Kcw.  "Beauty,  Valor,  Commerce,  and  Liberty,  con- 
doling with  Britannia  on  tlie  death  of  Admiral  Viscount 
Nelson,"  —  allegorical  piece  drawn  at  a  very  early  age  after 
Trafalgar.  Mr.  Fuseli  saw  tliat  piece,  sir,  when  I  was  a  stu- 
dent of  the  Academy,  and  said  to  me,  "Young  man,  stick  to 
tlie  antique.  There's  nothing  like  it."  Those  were  'is  very 
words.  If  you  do  me  the  favor  to  walk  into  the  Hatrium, 
you'll  remark  my  gicat  pictures  also  from  English  'ist'ry.  An 
English  'istorical  |)ainter,  sir,  slionhl  l)e  employed  chiefly  in 
English  'ist'ry.      I'hat's  what  I  would  have  done.      Why  ain't 
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thnre  temples  for  us,  where  the  people  might  read  their  'ist'ry 
at  a  glance,  and  without  knowing  how  to  read?  Why  is  my 
"Alfred  "  'anging  up  in  this  'all?  Because  there  is  no  patron- 
age for  a  man  who  devotes  himself  to  'igh  art.  You  know  the 
anecdote.  Colonel?  King  Alfred,  flying  from  the  Danes,  took 
refuge  in  a  neat'erd's  'ut.  The  rustic's  wife  told  him  to  bake 
a  cake,  and  the  fugitive  severing  set  down  to  his  ignoble  task, 
and  forgetting  it  in  the  cares  of  state,  let  the  cake  burn,  on 
which  the  woman  struck  him.  The  moment  chose  is  when  she 
is  lifting  her  'and  to  deliver  the  blow.  The  king  receives  it 
with  majesty  mingled  with  meekness.  In  the  background  the 
door  of  the  'ut  is  open,  letting  in  the  royal  officers  to  announce 
the  Danes  are  defeated.  The  daylight  breaks  in  at  the  aper- 
ture, signifying  the  dawning  of  'Ope.  That  story,  sir,  which 
I  found  in  my  researches  in  'ist'ry,  has  since  become  so  popular, 
sir,  that  hundreds  of  artists  have  painted  it,  hundreds!  I,  who 
discovered  the  legend,  have  my  picture  —  here ! 

"'Now,  Colonel,'  says  the  showman,  'let  me  — let  me  lead 
you  through  the  statue  gallery.  "Apollo,"  you  see.  The 
"Venus  Hanadyomene,"  the  glorious  Venus  of  the  Louvre, 
which  I  saw  in  1814,  Colonel,  in  its  glory  —  the  "  Laocoon " 
—  my  friend  Gibson's  "Nymph,"  you  see,  is  the  only  figure  I 
admit  among  the  antiques.  Now  up  this  stair  to  the  students' 
room,  where  I  trust  my  young  friend,  Mr.  Newcome,  will  labor 
assiduously.     Ars  longa  est,  Mr.  Newcome.      Vita ' 

"I  trembled,"  Clive  said,  "lest  my  father  should  introduce 
a  certain  favorite  quotation,  beginning 'm^g7i?/as  didicisse' — 
but  he  refrained,  and  we  went  into  the  room,  where  a  score 
of  students  were  assembled,  who  all  looked  away  from  their 
draAving  boards  as  we  entered. 

"'Here  will  be  your  place,  Mr.  Newcome,'  says  the  Pro- 
fessor, 'and  here  that  of  your  young  friend  —  what  did  you  say 
was  his  name? '  I  told  him  Ridley,  for  my  dear  old  governor 
has  promised  to  pay  for  J.  J.  too,  you  know.  'Mr.  Chivers  is 
the  senior  pupil  and  custos  of  the  room  in  the  absence  of  my 
son.  Mr.  Chivers,  Mr.  Newcome;  gentlemen,  Mr.  Newcome, 
a  new  pupil.  My  son,  Charles  Gandish,  Mr.  Newcome. 
Assiduity,  gentlemen,  assiduity.  Ars  longa.  Vita  hrevis,  et 
linea  recta  brevissima  est.  This  way,  Colonel,  down  these 
steps,  across  the  courtyard,  to  my  own  studio.  There,  gen- 
tlemen, '  —  and  pulling  aside  a  curtain,  Gandish  says  — 
'There!'" 
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"And  what  was  the  masterpiece  behind  it?"  we  ask  of 
Clive,  aftei-  we  have  done  houghing  at  his  imitation. 

"Hand  round  the  hat,  J.  J.!"  cries  Clive.  "Now,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  pay  3'our  money.  Now  walk  in,  for  the  per- 
formance is  'just  a  going  to  begin.'"  Nor  would  the  rogue 
ever  tell  us  what  Gandish's  curtained  picture  was. 

Not  a  successful  painter,  Mr.  Gandish  was  an  excellent 
master,  and  regarding  all  artists,  save  one,  perhaps  a  good 
critic.  Clive  and  his  friend  J.  J.  came  soon  after,  and  com- 
menced their  studies  under  him.  The  one  took  his  humble 
seat  at  the  drawing  board,  a  poor  mean-looking  lad,  with  worn 
clothes,  downcast  features,  and  a  figure  almost  deformed;  the 
other  adorned  b}"  good  health,  good  looks,  and  the  best  of  tailors 
—  ushered  into  the  studio  with  his  father  and  Mr.  Smee  as  his 
aids-de-camp  on  his  entry,  and  previously  announced  there 
with  all  the  eloquence  of  honest  Gandish.  "  I  bet  he's  'ad  cake 
and  wine,"  says  one  youthful  student,  of  an  epicurean  and 
satirical  turn.  "I  bet  he  might  have  it  every  day  if  he  liked." 
In  fact,  Gandish  was  always  handing  him  sweetmeats  of  com- 
pliments and  cordials  of  approbation.  lie  had  coat  sleeves  with 
silk  linings — he  had  studs  in  his  shirt.  How  different  was 
the  texture  and  color  of  that  garment  to  the  sleeves  Bob  Grimes 
displayed  when  he  took  his  coat  off  to  put  on  his  working 
jacket!  Horses  used  actually  to  come  for  him  to  Gandish's 
door  (which  was  situated  in  a  certain  lofty  street  in  Soho). 
The  Miss  G.  's  would  smile  at  him  from  the  parlor  window  as 
he  mounted  and  rode  splendidly  off,  and  those  opposition  beau- 
ties, the  Miss  Levisons,  daughters  of  the  professor  of  dancing 
over  the  way,  seldom  failed  to  greet  the  young  gentleman  with 
an  admiring  ogle  from  their  great  black  eyes.  Master  Clive 
was  pronounced  an  "out-and-outer,"  a  "swell  and  no  mistake," 
and  complimented,  with  scarce  one  dissentient  voice,  by  the 
simple  academy  at  Gandish's. 

Besides,  he  drew  very  well, —  there  could  be  no  doubt  about 
that.  Caricatures  of  the  students,  of  course,  were  passing  con- 
stantly among  them,  and  in  revenge  for  one  Avhich  a  huge  red- 
haired  Scotch  student,  Mr.  Sandy  M'Collop,  had  made  of  John 
James,  Clive  i^erpetrated  a  picture  of  Sandy  which  set  the  whole 
room  in  a  roar;  and  when  the  Caledonian  giant  uttered  satirical 
remarks  against  the  assembled  company,  averring  that  they 
were  a  parcel  of  sneaks,  a  set  of  lickspittles,  and  using  epithets 
still  more  vulgar,  Clive  slipped  off  his  line  silk-sleeved  coat  in 
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Letter  to  T.  W.  Gibbs,  on  some  passages  in  Sterne's  letters 
and  on  his  "  Brainine's  Journal,"  addressed  to  Mrs.  Eliza 
Draper  [the  "'  Eliza'*  of  the  "  Sentimental  Journey,"  in  1767. 
Kensington,  12  Scptr  [1851]. 

Kensington  12  September. 

Dear  Sik, — lunnediately  after  my  lectures  I  went  abroad,  and  beg  your 
pardon  for  having  forgotten  in  tlie  hurry  of  my  departure  to  return  the 
.MSS.  which  you  were  good  enougli  to  lend  me.  I  am  sorry  that  reading 
the  Brahmin's  letters  to  his  Brahmine  did  not  increase  my  respect  for  the 
Reverend  Lawrence  Sterne. 

In  his  printed  letters  there  is  one  (.\cii)  addre.ssed  to  Lady  F.  full  of 
love  and  despair  for  my  lady,  and  announcing  that  he  had  got  a  ticket  for 

.Miss 'fc  lienefit  that  night,  which  he  must  use  if  dei)rived  of  tlie  superior 

deliglit  of  seeing  Lady  P.  I  looked  in  the  Dramatic  Register  (1  think  is 
the  name  of  the  book)  to  find  wiiat  lady  took  a  benefit  on  a  Tuesday  anil 
found  the  names  of  2,  1  at  Covent  Garden  and  one  at  Drury  Lane  on  the 
same  Tuesday  evening  and  no  other  Miss's  benefit  on  a  Tuesday  during  the 
season.  .Miss  Poyntz  I  think  is  one  of  the  names,  but  I'm  5  miles  from 
the  book  as  1  write  to  you  and  forget  the  lady's  name  and  the  day. 

However,  on  the  day  Sterne  was  writing  to  I>ady  V.  and  going  to  Miss 

's  benefit  he  is  (Ji/iiiff  in  his  Journal  to  the  Brahmine,  can't  eat,  has 

the  Doctor,  and  is  in  a  dreadful  way.  He  wasn't  dying  l)nt  lying  I'm 
afraid— God  help  him— a  falser  and  wickeder  man,  it's  difficult  to  read  of. 
Do  you  know  the  accomj)anying  pamphlet  (.My  friend  .Mr.  Coojjer  gave  mc 
this  co|)y  whicli  he  liad  previously  sent  to  the  Reform  Club,  and  has  since 
given  the  Club  another  co])y)  then-  is  more  of  Vorick's  love-making  in 
these  letters,  with  l)lasphemy  tr)  flavor  the  compositions,  and  indications  of 
a  scornful  unbelief.  Of  course  any  man  is  welcome  to  believe  as  he  likes 
for  me  <'.rccpl  a  jiarson;  and  I  can't  helj)  looking  u])nn  Swift  and  Sterne 
as  a  coni)le  of  traitors  and  renegades,  as  one  does  ujion  Bouneval  or  poor 
Beni  the  other  (lav,  with  a  scorn  fid  pity  for  tlieni  in  spit<-  of  all  lluir 
genius  an<l  great nes.s. 

Willi  many   thanks    for  yonr  lo.iii,  believe  me   Dear  Sir, 

\'ery   faithfnli\    yours, 

W.  M.  TIIAC  KKR-Vl. 


I  Vol.  Wil.  p 
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an  instant,  invited  Mr.  M'Collop  into  the  back  yard,  instructed 
him  in  a  science  which  the  lad  himself  had  acquired  at  Grey 
Friars,  and  administered  two  black  eyes  to  Sandy,  which  pre- 
vented the  young  artist  from  seeing  for  some  days  after  the  head 
of  the  "  Laocoon  "  which  he  was  copying.  The  Scotchman's 
superior  weight  and  age  might  have  given  the  combat  a  different 
conclusion,  had  it  endured  long  after  Olive's  brilliant  opening 
attack  with  his  right  and  left ;  but  Professor  Gandish  came  out 
of  his  painting  room  at  the  sound  of  battle,  and  could  scarcely 
credit  his  own  eyes  when  he  saw  those  of  poor  M'Collop  so 
darkened.  To  do  the  Scotchman  justice,  he  bore  Clive  no 
rancor.  They  became  friends  there,  and  afterwards  at  Rome, 
whither  they  subsequently  went  to  pursue  their  studies.  The 
fame  of  Mr.  M'Collop  as  an  artist  has  long  since  been  estab- 
lished. His  pictures  of  "Lord  Lovat  in  Prison,"  and  " Hogarth 
painting  him,"  of  the  "Blowing-up  of  the  Kirk  of  Field" 
(painted  for  M'Collop  of  M'Collop),  of  the  "Torture  of  the 
Covenanters,"  the  "Murder  of  the  Regent,"  the  "Murder  of 
Rizzio,"  and  other  historical  pieces,  all  of  course  from  Scotch 
history,  have  established  his  reputation  in  South  as  well  as  in 
North  Britain.  No  one  would  suppose,  from  the  gloomy  char- 
acter of  his  works,  that  Sandy  M'Collop  is  one  of  the  most 
jovial  souls  alive.  Within  six  months  after  their  little  differ- 
ence, Clive  and  he  were  the  greatest  of  friends,  and  it  was  by 
the  former's  suggestion  that  Mr.  James  Binnie  gave  Sandy  his 
first  commission,  who  selected  the  cheerful  subject  of  "The 
Young  Duke  of  Rothsay  starving  in  Prison." 

During  this  period,  Mr.  Clive  assumed  the  toga  virilis,  and 
beheld  with  inexpressible  satisfaction  the  first  growth  of  those 
mustachios  which  have  since  given  him  such  a  marked  appear- 
ance. Being  at  Gandish's,  and  so  near  the  dancing  academy, 
what  must  he  do  but  take  lessons  in  the  Terpsichorean  art  too  ? 
—  making  himself  as  popular  with  the  dancing  folks  as  with 
the  drawing  folks,  and  the  jolly  king  of  his  company  every- 
where. He  gave  entertainments  to  his  fellow-students  in  the 
Upper  Chambers  in  Fitzroy  Square,  which  were  devoted  to  his 
use,  inviting  his  father  and  Mr.  Binnie  to  those  parties  now 
and  then.  And  songs  were  sung,  and  pipes  were  smoked,  and 
many  a  pleasant  supper  eaten.  There  was  no  stint:  but  no 
excess.  No  young  man  was  ever  seen  to  quit  those  apartments 
the  worse,  as  it  is  called,  for  liquor.  Fred  Bayham's  uncle, 
the  bishop,  could  not  be  more  decorous  than  F.  B.  as  he  left  tho 
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Oolonel's  house,  for  the  Colonel  made  that  one  of  the  condi- 
tions of  his  son's  hospitality,  that  nothing  like  intoxication 
should  ensue  from  it.  The  good  gentleman  did  not  frequent 
the  parties  of  the  juniors.  He  saw  that  his  presence  rather 
silenced  the  young  men,  and  left  them  to  themselves,  confiding 
in  Clive's  parole,  and  went  away  to  play  his  rubber  of  whist  at 
the  Club.  And  many  a  time  he  heard  the  young  fellow's  steps 
tramping  by  his  bedchamber  door,  as  he  lay  wakeful  within, 
happy  to  think  his  son  was  happy. 

The  Colonel  says  "Adsum"  when  his  Name  is  Called. 

The  vow  which  Clive  had  uttered,  never  to  share  bread  with 
his  mother-in-law,  or  sleep  under  the  same  roof  with  her,  was 
broken  on  the  very  next  day.  A  stronger  will  than  the  young 
man's  intervened,  and  he  had  to  confess  the  impotence  of  his 
wrath  before  that  superior  poAver.  In  the  forenoon  of  the  day 
following  that  unlucky  dinner,  I  went  with  my  friend  to  the 
banking  house  whither  Mr.  Luce's  letter  directed  us,  and  car- 
ried away  with  me  the  principal  sum  in  which  the  Campaigner 
said  Colonel  Newcome  was  indebted  to  her,  with  the  interest 
accurately  computed  and  reimbursed.  Clive  went  off  with  a 
pocketful  of  money  to  the  dear  old  Poor  Brother  of  Grey  Friars ; 
and  he  promised  to  return  with  his  father,  and  dine  with  my 
wife  in  Queen  Square.  I  had  received  a  letter  from  Laura  by 
the  morning's  post,  announcing  her  return  by  the  express  train 
from  Newcome,  and  desiring  that  a  spare  bedroom  should  be 
got  ready  for  a  friend  who  accompanied  her. 

On  reaching  Howland  Street,  Clive's  door  was  opened, 
rather  to  my  surprise,  by  the  rebellious  maidservant,  who  had 
received  her  dismissal  on  the  previous  night:  and  the  Doctor's 
carriage  drove  up  as  she  was  still  speaking  to  me.  The  po- 
lite practitioner  sped  upstairs  to  Mrs.  Newcome's  apartment. 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in  a  robe-de-chambre  and  cap  very  diil'erent 
from  yesterday's,  came  out  eagerly  to  meet  tlie  jihysician  on 
tlie  landing.  Ere  they  had  been  a  quarter  of  an  liour  together, 
arrived  a  cab,  which  discharged  an  elderly  person  with  lier  band- 
box and  Inindles ;  I  had  no  difTiculty  in  recognizing  a  profes- 
sional nurse  in  the  newcomer.  She  too  disap[)eared  into  the 
sick  room,  and  left  me  sitting  in  the  neigliboring  chamber,  tlio 
scene  of  the  last  night's  quarrel. 

Hither  presently  came  to  me  Maria,  the  maid.     She  said  sho 
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had  not  the  heart  to  go  away  now  she  was  wanted ;  that  they 
had  passed  a  sad  night,  and  that  no  one  had  been  to  bed. 
Master  Tommy  was  below,  and  the  landlady  taking  care  of 
him:  the  landlord  had  gone  out  for  the  nurse.  Mrs.  Clive 
had  been  taken  bad  after  Mr.  Clive  went  away  the  night 
before.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  gone  to  the  poor  young  thing, 
and  there  she  went  on,  crying,  and  screaming,  and  stamp- 
ing, as  she  used  to  do  in  her  tantrums,  which  was  most 
cruel  of  her,  and  made  Mrs.  Clive  so  ill.  And  presently 
the  young  lady  began:  my  informant  told  me.  She  came 
screaming  into  the  sitting  room,  her  hair  over  her  shoulders, 
calling  out  she  was  deserted,  deserted,  and  would  like  to  die. 
She  was  like  a  mad  woman  for  some  time.  She  had  fit  after  fit 
of  hysterics :  and  there  was  her  mother,  kneeling,  and  crying, 
and  calling  out  to  her  darling  child  to  calm  herself;  —  which 
it  was  all  her  own  doing,  and  she  had  much  better  have  held 
her  own  tongue,  remarked  the  resolute  Maria.  I  understood 
only  too  well  from  the  girl's  account  what  had  happened,  and 
that  Clive,  if  resolved  to  part  with  his  mother-in-law,  should 
not  have  left  her,  even  for  twelve  hours,  in  possession  of  his 
house.  The  wretched  woman,  whose  Self  was  ahvays  predomi- 
nant, and  who,  though  she  loved  her  daughter  after  her  own 
fashion,  never  forgot  her  own  vanity  or  passion,  had  improved 
the  occasion  of  Clive's  absence:  worked  upon  her  child's  weak- 
ness, jealousy,  ill  health,  and  driven  her,  no  doubt,  into  the 
fever  which  yonder  physician  was  called  to  quell. 

The  Doctor  presently  enters  to  write  a  prescription,  followed 
by  Clive's  mother-in-law,  who  had  cast  Rosey's  fine  Cashmere 
shawl  over  her  shoulders,  to  hide  her  disarray.  "You  here 
still,  Mr.  Pendennis !  "  she  exclaims.  She  knew  I  was  there. 
Had  not  she  changed  her  dress  in  order  to  receive  me  ? 

"  I  have  to  speak  to  you  for  two  minutes  on  important  busi- 
ness, and  then  I  shall  go,"  I  replied  gravely. 

" Oh,  sir!  to  what  a  scene  you  have  come!  To  what  a  state 
has  Clive's  conduct  last  night  driven  my  darling  child!  " 

As  the  odious  woman  spoke  so,  the  Doctor's  keen  eyes, 
looking  up  from  the  prescription,  caught  mine.  "I  declare 
before  heaven,  madam,"  I  said  hotly,  "I  believe  you  yourself 
are  the  cause  of  your  daughter's  present  illness,  as  you  have 
been  of  the  misery  of  my  friends." 

"Is  this,  sir,"  she  was  breaking  out,  "is  this  language  to 
be  used  to ?  " 
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"Madam,  will  you  be  silent?"  I  said.  "I  am  come  to  bid 
vou  farewell  on  the  part  of  those  whom  your  temper  has  driven 
into  infernal  torture.  I  am  come  to  pay  you  every  halfpenny 
of  the  sum  which  my  friends  do  not  owe  you,  but  which  they 
restore.  Here  is  the  account,  and  here  is  the  money  to  settle 
it.  And  I  take  this  gentleman  to  witness,  to  whom,  no  doubt, 
vou  have  imparted  v^^hat  you  call  your  wrongs"  (the  Doctor 
smiled,  and  shrugged  ids  shoulders)  "that  now  you  are  paid." 

"  A  widow  —  a  poor,  lonely,  insulted  widow !  "  cries  the  Cam- 
paigner, with  trembling  hands,  taking  possession  of  the  notes. 

"And  I  wish  to  know,"  I  continued,  "when  my  friend's 
house  will  be  free  to  him,  and  he  can  return  in  peace?" 

Here  Rosey's  voice  was  heard  from  the  inner  apartment, 
screaming,  "Mamma,  mamma!" 

"I  go  to  my  child,  sir,"  she  said.  "If  Captain  Mackenzie 
had  been  alive,  you  would  not  have  dared  to  insult  me  so." 
And  carrying  off  her  money,  she  left  us. 

"  Cannot  she  be  got  out  of  the  house  ?  "  I  said  to  the  Doctor. 
"  My  friend  will  never  return  until  she  leaves  it.  It  is  my 
belief  she  is  the  cause  of  her  daughter's  present  illness." 

"Not  altogether,  my  dear  sir.  Mrs.  Newcome  was  in  a 
very,  very  delicate  state  of  health.  Her  mother  is  a  lady  of 
impetuous  temper,  who  expresses  herself  very  strongly  —  too 
strongly,  I  own.  In  consequence  of  unpleasant  family  discus- 
sions, which  no  physician  can  prevent,  Mrs.  Newcome  has  been 
wrought  up  to  a  state  of  —  of  agitation.  Her  fever  is,  in  fact, 
at  present,  very  high.  You  know  her  condition.  I  am  appre- 
hensive of  ulterior  consequences.  I  have  recommended  an 
excellent  and  experienced  nurse  to  her.  Mr.  Smith,  the 
medical  man  at  the  corner,  is  a  most  able  practitioner.  I  shall 
myself  call  again  in  a  few  hours,  and  I  trust  that,  after  the  event 
which  I  apprehend,  everything  will  go  well." 

"Cannot  Mrs.  Mackenzie  leave  tlie  house,  sir?"  I  asked. 

"Her  daughter  cries  out  for  her  at  every  moment.  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  is  certainly  not  a  judicious  nurse,  but  in  Mrs.  New- 
come's  present  state  I  cannot  take  upon  myself  to  separate 
them.  Mr.  Newcome  may  return,  and  I  do  tliink  and  believe 
that  liis  presence  may  tend  to  impose  silence  and  restore  tran- 
quillity." 

I  iiad  to  go  back  to  Clive  with  these  gloomy  tidings.  The 
poor  fellow  must  put  up  a  bed  in  liis  studio,  and  there  await 
the  issue  of  liis  wife's  illness.     I  saw  'I'liotnas  Newcome  could 
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not  sleep  under  his  son's  roof  that  night.  That  dear  meeting, 
which  both  so  desired,  was  delayed,  who  could  say  for  how 
long? 

"The  Colonel  may  come  to  us,"  I  thought;  "our  old  house 
is  big  enough."  I  guessed  who  was  the  friend  coming  in  my 
wife's  company,  and  pleased  myself  by  thinking  that  two 
friends  so  dear  should  meet  in  our  home.  Bent  upon  these 
plans,  I  repaired  to  Gre}''  Friars,  and  to  Thomas  Newcome's 
chamber  there. 

Bayham  opened  the  door  when  I  knocked,  and  came  towards 
me  with  a  finger  on  his  lip,  and  a  sad,  sad  countenance.  He 
closed  the  door  gently  behind  him,  and  led  me  into  the  court. 
"Clive  is  with  him,  and  Miss  Newcome.  He  is  very  ill.  He 
does  not  know  them,"  said  Bayham,  with  a  sob.  "  He  calls  out 
for  both  of  them :  they  are  sitting  there,  and  he  does  not  know 
them." 

In  a  brief  narrative,  broken  by  more  honest  tears,  Fred  Bay- 
ham, as  we  paced  up  and  down  the  court,  told  me  what  had 
happened.  The  old  man  must  have  passed  a  sleepless  night, 
for  on  going  to  his  chamber  in  the  morning,  his  attendant  found 
him  dressed  in  his  chair,  and  his  bed  undisturbed.  He  must 
have  sat  all  through  the  bitter  night  without  a  fire;  but  his 
hands  were  burning  hot,  and  he  rambled  in  his  talk.  He  spoke 
of  some  one  coming  to  drink  tea  with  him,  pointed  to  the  fire, 
and  asked  why  it  was  not  made ;  he  would  not  go  to  bed,  though 
the  nurse  pressed  him.  The  bell  began  to  ring  for  morning 
chapel;  he  got  up  and  went  towards  his  gown,  groping  towards 
it  as  though  he  could  hardly  see,  and  put  it  over  his  shoulders, 
and  would  go  out,  but  he  would  have  fallen  in  the  court  if 
the  good  nurse  had  not  given  him  her  arm;  and  the  physician 
of  the  hospital,  passing  fortunately  at  this  moment,  who  had 
always  been  a  great  friend  of  Colonel  Newcome's,  insisted 
upon  leading  him  back  to  his  room  again,  and  got  him  to  bed. 
"  When  the  bell  stopped,  he  wanted  to  rise  once  more :  he  fan- 
cied he  was  a  boy  at  school  again,"  said  the  nurse,  "and  that 
he  was  going  in  to  Dr.  Raine,  who  was  schoolmaster  here  ever 
so  many  years  ago."  So  it  was,  that  when  happier  days  seemed 
to  be  dawning  for  the  good  man,  that  reprieve  came  too  late. 
Grief,  and  years,  and  humiliation,  and  care,  and  cruelty  had 
been  too  strong  for  him,  and  Thomas  Newcome  was  stricken 
down. 

Bayham's  story  told,  I  entered  the  room,  over  which  the 
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twilight  was  falling,  and  saw  the  figures  of  Clive  and  Ethel 
seated  at  each  end  of  the  bed.  The  poor  old  man  within  it 
was  calling  incoherent  sentences.  I  had  to  call  Clive  from  the 
present  grief  before  him,  with  intelligence  of  further  sickness 
awaiting  him  at  home.  Our  poor  patient  did  not  heed  what  I 
said  to  his  son.  "You  must  go  home  to  Rosey,"  Ethel  said. 
"  She  will  be  sure  to  ask  for  her  husband,  and  forgiveness  is 
best,  dear  Clive.  I  will  stay  with  uncle.  I  will  never  leave 
him.  Please  God,  he  will  be  better  in  the  morning  when  you 
come  back."  So  Clive's  duty  called  him  to  his  own  sad  home; 
and,  the  bearer  of  dismal  tidings,  I  returned  to  mine.  The 
fires  w^ere  lit  there,  and  the  table  spread ;  and  kind  hearts  were 
waiting  to  welcome  the  friend  who  nevermore  was  to  enter  my 
door. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  the  intelligence  which  I  brought 
alarmed  and  aftiicted  my  wife,  and  Madame  de  Florae,  our 
o-uest.  Laura  immediately  went  away  to  Rosey's  house  to 
offer  her  services  if  needed.  The  accounts  which  she  brought 
thence  w^ere  very  bad:  Clive  came  to  her  for  a  minute  or  two, 
but  Mrs.  Mackenzie  could  not  see  her.  Should  she  not  bring 
the  little  boy  home  to  her  children?  Laura  asked;  and  Clive 
thankfully  accepted  that  offer.  The  little  man  slept  in  our 
nursery  that  night,  and  was  at  play  with  our  young  ones  on 
the  morrow  —  happy  and  unconscious  of  the  fate  impending 
over  his  home- 
Yet  two  more  daj's  passed,  and  I  had  to  take  two  advertise- 
ments to  The  Times  newspaper  on  the  part  of  poor  Clive. 
Among  the  announcements  of  Births  was  printed,  "On  the 
28th,  in  Rowland  Street,  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  of  a  son  still- 
born." And  a  little  lower,  in  the  third  division  of  the  same 
column,  appeared  the  words,  "On  the  29th,  in  Rowland  Street, 
aged  26,  Rosalind,  wife  of  Clive  Newcome,  Esq."  So,  one  day, 
shall  the  names  of  all  of  us  be  written  there;  to  be  deplored  by 
how  many?  —  to  be  remembered  how  long? — ^to  occasion  what 
tears,  praises,  sympathy,  censure?  —  yet  for  a  day  or  two,  while 
the  busy  world  has  time  to  recollect  us  who  have  jiassed  beyond 
it.  So  tliis  poor  little  llower  liad  bloomed  for  its  little  day,  and 
pined,  and  withered,  and  perished.  There  was  only  one  friend 
by  Clive's  side  following  the  humble  procession  which  laid  poor 
Kosey  and  her  child  out  of  sight  of  a  world  that  had  been  but 
unkind  to  her.  Not  many  tears  were  tliere  to  water  her  lonely 
little  grave.     A  grief  that  was  akin  to  shame  and  remorse  hum- 
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bled  him  as  he  knelt  over  her.  Poor  little  harmless  lady!  no 
more  childish  triumphs  and  vanities,  no  more  hidden  griefs 
are  you  to  enjoy  or  suffer;  and  earth  closes  over  your  simple 
pleasures  and  tears !  The  snow  was  falling  and  whitening  the 
coffin  as  they  lowered  it  into  the  ground.  It  was  at  the  same 
cemetery  in  which  Lady  Kew  was  buried.  I  dare  say  the  same 
clergyman  read  the  same  service  over  the  two  graves,  as  he 
will  read  it  for  you  or  any  of  us  to-morrow,  and  until  his  own 
turn  comes.  Come  away  from  the  place,  poor  Clive!  Come 
sit  with  your  orphan  little  boy,  and  bear  him  on  your  knee,  and 
hug  him  to  your  heart.  He  seems  yours  now,  and  all  a  father's 
love  may  pour  out  upon  him.  Until  this  hour.  Fate  uncon- 
trollable and  homely  tyranny  had  separated  him  from  you. 

It  was  touching  to  see  the  eagerness  and  tenderness  with 
which  the  great  strong  man  now  assumed  the  guardianship  of 
the  child,  and  endowed  him  with  his  entire  wealth  of  affection. 
The  little  boy  now  ran  to  Clive  whenever  he  came  in,  and  sat 
for  hours  prattling  to  him.  He  would  take  the  boy  out  to  walk, 
and  from  our  windows  we  could  see  Clive's  black  figure  strid- 
ing over  the  snow  in  St.  James'  Park,  the  little  man  trotting 
beside  him,  or  perched  on  his  father's  shoulder.  My  wife  and 
I  looked  at  them  one  morning  as  they  were  making  their  way 
towards  the  City.  "He  has  inherited  that  loving  heart  from 
his  father,"  Laura  said;  "and  he  is  paying  over  the  whole 
property  to  his  son." 

Clive,  and  the  boy  sometimes  with  him,  used  to  go  daily  to 
Grey  Friars,  where  the  Colonel  still  lay  ill.  After  some  days 
the  fever  which  had  attacked  him  left  him;  but  left  him  so 
weak  and  enfeebled  that  he  could  only  go  from  his  bed  to  the 
chair  by  his  fireside.  The  season  was  exceedingly  bitter,  the 
chamber  which  he  inhabited  was  warm  and  spacious;  it  was 
considered  unadvisable  to  move  him  until  he  had  attained 
greater  strength,  and  till  warmer  weather.  The  medical  men 
of  the  House  hoped  he  might  rally  in  spring.  My  friend.  Dr. 
Goodenough,  came  to  him ;  he  hoped  too :  but  not  with  a  hope- 
ful face.  A  chamber,  luckily  vacant,  hard  by  the  Colonel's, 
was  assigned  to  his  friends,  where  we  sat  when  we  were  too 
many  for  him.  Besides  his  customary  attendant,  he  had  two 
dear  and  watchful  nurses,  who  were  almost  always  with  him  — 
Ethel  and  Madame  de  Florae,  who  had  passed  many  a  faithful 
year  by  an  old  man's  bedside;  who  would  have  come,  as  to 
a  work  of  religion,  to  any  sick  couch,  much  more  to  this  one, 
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where  he  lay  for  whose  life  she  would  once  gladly  have  given 
her  own. 

But  our  Colonel,  we  all  were  obliged  to  acknowledge,  was 
no  more  our  frieud  of  old  days.  He  knew  us  again,  and  was 
good  to  every  one  round  him,  as  his  wont  was ;  especially  when 
Boy  came,  his  old  eyes  lighted  up  with  simple  happiness,  and, 
with  eager  trembling  hands,  he  would  seek  under  his  bed- 
clothes, or  the  pockets  of  his  dressing  gown,  for  toys  or  cakes, 
which  he  had  caused  to  be  purchased  for  his  grandson.  There 
was  a  little  laughing,  red-cheeked,  white-headed  gown  boy  of 
the  school,  to  whom  the  old  man  had  taken  a  great  fancy.  One 
of  the  symptoms  of  his  returning  consciousness  and  recovery, 
as  we  hoped,  was  his  calling  for  this  child,  who  pleased  our 
friend  by  his  archness  and  merry  ways ;  and  who,  to  the  old  gen- 
tleman's unfailing  delight,  used  to  call  him,  "Codd  Colonel." 

"Tell  little  F ,  that  Codd  Colonel  wants  to  see  him;  "  and 

the  little  gown  boy  was  brought  to  him ;  and  the  Colonel  would 
listen  to  him  for  hours ;  and  hear  all  about  his  lessons  and  his 
play;  and  prattle,  almost  as  childishly,  about  Dr.  Raine,  and  his 
own  early  school  days.  The  boys  of  the  school,  it  must  be  said, 
had  heard  the  noble  old  gentleman's  touching  history,  and  had 
all  got  to  know  and  love  him.  They  came  every  day  to  hear 
news  of  him;  sent  him  in  books  and  papers  to  amuse  him;  and 
some  benevolent  young  souls, — God's  blessing  on  all  honest 
boys,  say  I, —  painted  theatrical  characters,  and  sent  them  in  to 
Codd  Colonel's  grandson.  The  little  feHow  was  made  free  of 
gown  boys,  and  once  came  thence  to  his  grandfather  in  a  little 
gown,  which  delighted  the  old  man  hugely.  Boy  said  he  would 
like  to  be  a  little  gown  boy;  and  I  make  no  doubt,  when  he  is 
old  enough,  his  father  will  get  him  that  post,  and  put  him  under 
the  tuition  of  mj^  friend  Dr.  Senior. 

So,  weeks  passed  away,  during  which  our  dear  old  friend 
still  remained  with  us.  His  mind  was  gone  at  intervals,  but 
would  rally  feebly;  and  with  liis  consciousness  returned  his 
love,  his  simplicity,  his  sweetness.  He  would  talk  French 
with  Madame  de  Florae,  at  wliich  time  his  memory  apjiearcd 
to  awaken  with  surprising  vividness,  his  cheek  flushed,  and  he 
was  a  youth  again,  —  a  youth  all  love  and  hopo,^ — a  stricken 
old  man,  with  a  beard  as  white  as  snow  covering  the  noble  care- 
worn face.  At  such  times  he  called  her  by  her  Christian  name 
of  Ij^fonore;  lie  addressed  courtly  old  words  of  regard  and  kind- 
ness t<j  the  aged  lady;  anon  lie  wandered  in  his  talk,  and  spoke 
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to  her  as  if  they  still  were  young.  Now,  as  in  those  early  days, 
his  heart  was  pure;  no  anger  remained  in  it;  no  guile  tainted 
it:  only  peace  and  good  will  dwelt  in  it. 

Rosey's  death  had  seemed  to  shock  him  for  a  while  when 
the  unconscious  little  boy  spoke  of  it.  Before  that  circum- 
stance, Clive  had  even  forbore  to  wear  mourning,  lest  the  news 
should  agitate  his  father.  The  Colonel  remained  silent  and 
was  very  much  disturbed  all  that  day,  but  he  never  appeared 
to  comprehend  the  fact  quite;  and,  once  or  twice  afterwards, 
asked.  Why  she  did  not  come  to  see  him  ?  She  was  prevented, 
he  supposed  —  she  was  prevented,  he  said,  with  a  look  of  terror: 
he  never  once  otherwise  alluded  to  that  unlucky  tyrant  of  his 
household,  who  had  made  his  last  years  so  unhappy. 

The  circumstance  of  Olive's  legacy  he  never  understood, 
but  more  than  once  spoke  of  Barnes  to  Ethel,  and  sent  his 
compliments  to  him,  and  said  he  should  like  to  shake  him  by 
the  hand.  Barnes  Newcome  never  once  offered  to  touch  that 
honored  hand,  though  his  sister  bore  her  uncle's  message  to 
him.  They  came  often  from  Bryanstone  Square ;  Mrs.  Hobson 
even  offered  to  sit  Avith  the  Colonel,  and  read  to  him,  and 
brought  him  books  for  his  improvement.  But  her  presence 
disturbed  him;  he  cared  not  for  her  books;  the  two  nurses 
whom  he  loved  faithfully  watched  him;  and  my  wife  and  I 
were  admitted  to  him  sometimes,  both  of  whom  he  honored 
with  regard  and  recognition.  As  for  F.  B.,  in  order  to  be  near 
his  Colonel,  did  not  that  good  fellow  take  up  his  lodging  in 
Cistercian  Lane,  at  the  "Red  Cow"?  He  is  one  whose  errors, 
let  us  hope,  shall  be  pardoned  quia  multum  amavit.  I  am  sure 
he  felt  ten  times  more  joy  at  hearing  of  Clive's  legacy,  than  if 
thousands  had  been  bequeathed  to  himself.  May  good  health 
and  good  fortune  speed  him! 

The  days  went  on,  and  our  hopes,  raised  sometimes,  began 
to  flicker  and  fail.  One  evening  the  Colonel  left  his  chair  for 
his  bed  in  pretty  good  spirits,  but  passed  a  disturbed  night, 
and  the  next  mornng  was  too  weak  to  rise.  Then  he  remained 
in  his  bed,  and  his  friends  visited  him  there.  One  afternoon 
he  asked  for  his  little  gown  boy,  and  the  child  was  brought  to 
him,  and  sat  by  the  bed  with  a  very  awe-stricken  face;  and 
then  gathered  courage,  and  tried  to  amuse  him  by  telling  him 
how  it  was  a  half-holiday,  and  they  were  having  a  cricket 
match  with  the  St.  Peter's  boys  in  the  green,  and  Grey  Friars 
was  in  and  winning.     The  Colonel  quite  understood  about  it! 
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he  would  like  to  see  the  game ;  he  had  played  many  a  game  on 
that  green  when  he  was  a  boy.  He  grew  excited.  Clive  dis- 
missed his  father's  little  friend,  and  put  a  sovereign  into  his 
hand;  and  away  he  ran  to  say  that  Codd  Colonel  had  come  into 
a  fortune,  and  to  buy  tarts,  and  to  see  the  match  out.  J,  curre, 
little  white-haired  gown  boy!     Heaven  speed  you,  little  friend. 

After  the  child  had  gone,  Thomas  Newcome  began  to  wan- 
der more  and  more.  He  talked  louder;  he  gave  the  word  of 
command,  spoke  Hindustanee  as  if  to  his  men.  Then  he  spoke 
words  in  French  rapidly,  seizing  a  hand  that  was  near  him,  and 
crying,  "Tou jours,  tou jours!  "  But  it  was  Ethel's  hand  which 
he  took.  Ethel  and  Clive  and  the  nurse  were  in  the  room  with 
him.  The  nurse  came  to  us,  who  were  sitting  in  the  adjoining 
apartment;  Madame  de  Florae  was  there,  with  my  wife  and 
Bayham. 

At  the  look  in  the  woman's  countenance  Madame  de  Florae 
started  up.  "He  is  very  bad,  he  wanders  a  great  deal,"  the 
nurse  whispered.  The  French  lady  fell  instantly  on  her  knees, 
and  remained  rigid  in  prayer. 

Some  time  afterwards  Ethel  came  in  with  a  scared  face  to 
our  pale  group.  "He  is  calling  for  you  again,  dear  lady,"  she 
said,  going  up  to  Madame  de  Florae,  who  was  still  kneeling; 
"and  just  now  he  said  he  wanted  Pendennis  to  take  care  of  his 
boy.     He  will  not  know  you."     She  hid  her  tears  as  she  spoke. 

She  went  into  the  room  where  Clive  was  at  the  bed's  foot; 
the  old  man  within  it  talked  on  rapidly  for  a  while:  then  again 
he  would  sigh  and  be  still:  once  more  I  heard  him  say  hur- 
riedly, "Take  care  of  him  when  I'm  in  India;"  and  then  with 
a  heartrending  voice  he  called  out,  "Leonore,  Leonore!  "  She 
was  kiiceling  by  his  side  now.  The  patient's  voice  sank  into 
fuint  murmurs;  only  a  moan  now  and  then  announced  that  he 
was  not  asleep. 

At  the  usual  evening  hour  tlie  chapel  bell  began  to  toll,  and 
Thomas  Newcome's  hands  outside  the  bed  feebly  beat  time. 
And  just  as  the  last  b(dl  struck,  a  peculiar  sweet  smile  shone 
over  liis  face,  and  he  lifted  up  his  head  a  little,  and  quickly 
said,  "Adsum!"  and  fell  back.  It  was  the  word  we  used  at 
school,  wluiu  names  Avere  called;  and  lo,  he,  whose  lieart  was 
as  tliat  of  a  little  child,  liad  answered  to  his  name,  and  stood 
in  the  presence  of  The  Master. 

Two  years  ago,  walking  with  my  children  in  some  pleasant 
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fields,  near  to  Berne,  in  Switzerland,  I  strayed  from  them  into 
a  little  wood;  and,  coming  out  of  it  presently,  told  them  how 
the  story  had  been  revealed  to  me  somehow,  which  for  three 
and  twenty  months  the  reader  has  been  pleased  to  follow.  As 
I  write  the  last  line  with  a  rather  sad  heart,  Pendennis  and 
Laura,  and  Ethel  and  Clive,  fade  away  into  Fable-land.  I 
hardly  know  whether  they  are  not  true;  whether  they  do  not 
live  near  us  somewhere.  They  were  alive,  and  I  heard  their 
voices ;  but  five  minutes  since  was  touched  by  their  grief.  And 
have  we  parted  with  them  here  on  a  sudden,  and  without  so 

much  as  a  shake  of  the  hand  ?     Is  yonder  line  ( ),  which  I 

drew  with  my  own  pen,  a  barrier  between  me  and  Hades  as  it 
were,  across  which  I  can  see  those  figures  retreating  and  only 
dimly  glimmering?  Before  taking  leave  of  Mr.  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis, might  he  not  have  told  us  whether  Miss  Ethel  married 
anybody  finally?  It  was  provoking  that  he  should  retire  to  the 
shades  without  answering  that  sentimental  question. 

But  though  he  has  disappeared  as  irrevocabl}^  as  Eurydice, 
these  minor  questions  may  settle  the  major  one  above  men- 
tioned. How  could  Pendennis  have  got  all  that  information 
about  Ethel's  goings  on  at  Baden,  and  with  Lord  Kew,  unless 
she  had  told  somebody  —  her  husband,  for  instance,  who,  hav- 
ing made  Pendennis  an  early  confidant  in  his  amour,  gave 
him  the  whole  story?  '"Clive,"  Pendennis  writes  expressly, 
"is  traveling  abroad  with  his  wife."  Who  is  that  wife?  By 
a  most  monstrous  blunder,  Mr.  Pendennis  killed  Lord  Farin- 
tosh's  mother  at  one  page  and  brought  her  to  life  again  at 
another :  but  Rosey,  who  is  so  lately  consigned  to  Kensal  Green, 
it  is  not  surely  wdth  her  that  Clive  is  traveling,  for  then  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  would  probably  be  with  them  to  a  live  certainty,  and 
the  tour  would  be  by  no  means  pleasant.  How  could  Pen- 
dennis have  got  all  those  private  letters,  etc.,  but  that  the 
Colonel  kept  them  in  a  teak  box,  which  Clive  inherited  and 
made  over  to  his  friend?  My  belief  then  is  that  in  Fable-land 
somewhere  Ethel  and  Clive  are  living  most  comfortably  to- 
gether: that  she  is  immensely  fond  of  his  little  boy,  and  a  great 
deal  happier  now  than  they  would  have  been  had  they  married 
at  first,  when  they  took  a  liking  to  each  other  as  young  people. 
That  picture  of  J.  J.'s  of  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  (in  the  Crystal 
Palace  Exhibition  in  Fable-land)  is  certainly  not  in  the  least 
like  Rosey,  who  we  read  was  fair;  but  it  represents  a  tall, 
handsome,  dark  lady,  who  must  be  Mrs.  Ethel. 
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Again,  wliy  did  Pendennis  introduce  J.  J.  with  such  a 
flourish,  giving  us,  su^i  it  were,  an  overture,  and  no  piece  to 
follow  it?  J.  J. 's  history,  let  me  confidentially  state,  has  been 
revealed  to  me  too,  and  may  be  told  some  of  these  fine  summer 
months,  or  Christmas  evenings,  when  the  kind  reader  has  leisure 
to  hear. 

What  about  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  ultimately  ?  My  impres- 
sion is  that  he  is  married  again,  and  it  is  my  fervent  hope  that 
his  present  wife  bullies  him.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  cannot  have  the 
face  to  keep  that  money  which  Clive  paid  over  to  her,  beyond 
her  lifetime,  and  will  certainly  leave  it  and  her  savings  to  little 
Tommy.  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  Madame  de  Montcontour 
left  a  smart  legacy  to  the  Pendennis  children ;  and  Lord  Kew 
stood  godfather  in  case  —  in  case  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clive  wanted 
such  an  article.  But  have  they  any  children?  I,  for  my  part, 
should  like  her  best  without,  and  entirely  devoted  to  little 
Tommy.  But  for  you,  dear  friend,  it  is  as  you  like.  You 
may  settle  your  Fable-land  in  your  own  fashion.  Anything 
you  like  happens  in  Fable-lancl.  Wicked  folks  die  apropos 
(for  instance,  that  death  of  Lady  Kew  was  most  artful,  for  if 
she  had  not  died,  don't  you  see  that  Ethel  would  have  married 
Lord  Farintosh  the  next  week?)  —  annoying  folks  are  got  out  of 
the  way;  the  poor  are  rewarded  —  the  upstarts  are  set  down  in 
Fable-land — the  frog  bursts  with  wicked  rage,  the  fox  is  caught 
in  liis  trap,  the  lamb  is  rescued  from  the  wolf,  and  so  forth,  just 
in  the  nick  of  time.  And  the  poet  of  Fable-land  rewards  and 
punishes  absolutely.  He  splendidly  deals  out  bags  of  sover- 
eigns, which  won't  buy  anything;  belabors  wicked  backs  with 
awful  blows,  which  do  not  hurt ;  endows  heroines  with  preter- 
natural beauty,  and  creates  heroes,  who,  if  ugly  sometimes,  yet 
possess  a  thousand  good  qualities,  and  usually  end  by  being 
immensely  rich;  makes  the  hero  and  heroine  happy  at  last,  and 
happy  ever  after.  Ah,  happ}^  harmless  Fable-land,  where  these 
things  are!  Friendly  reader!  may  you  and  the  author  meet 
there  on  some  future  day!  He  hopes  so;  as  he  yet  keeps  a 
lingering  hold  of  your  Ijund,  and  bids  you  farewell  with  a  kind 
heart. 
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SISTER   HELEN.' 

Bt  DANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTI, 

[Gabriel  Charles  Dante  Rossetti,  English  poet  and  artist,  was  the  son 
of  a  refugee  Italian  patriot  and  poet,  and  was  born  in  London,  May  12,  1828.  His 
early  ambitions  and  efforts  were  all  in  the  line  of  pictorial  art,  and  in  1848  he 
took  part  in  founding  the  Preraphaelite  Brotherhood ;  and  all  his  life  his  first 
thought  of  himself  was  as  artist.  But  his  larger  side  in  capacity  was  the  poetical ; 
and  though  not  great  in  bulk,  his  poetry  stands  next  to  the  very  highest  rank 
in  English  verse.  His  great  ballads,  "Sister  Helen,"  "Rose  Mary,"  "The 
King's  Tragedy,"  and  "The  White  Ship"  ;  "The  Blessed  Damozel"  (written 
at  nineteen)  ;  "A  Last  Confession,"  "Jenny,"  etc.,  are  imperishable.  He  died 
April  9,  1882.] 

"  Why  did  you  melt  your  waxen  man, 

Sister  Helen  ? 
To-day  is  the  third  since  you  began." 
"  The  time  was  long,  yet  the  time  ran, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  3Iary  Mother, 
Tliree  days  to-day,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  But  if  you  have  done  your  work  aright, 

Sister  Helen, 
You'll  let  me  play,  for  you  said  I  might." 
"  Be  very  still  in  your  play  to-night, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  3fary  3Iother, 
Third  night,  to-night,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven  !) 

"You  said  it  must  melt  ere  vesper  bell, 

Sister  Helen ; 
If  now  it  be  molten,  all  is  well." 
"Even  so,  —  nay,  peace!  you  cannot  tell. 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  3fary  3Iother. 
What  is  this,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  ?  ) 

"  Oh  the  waxen  knave  was  plump  to-day. 

Sister  Helen ; 
How  like  dead  folk  he  has  dropped  away ! " 
"Nay  now,  of  the  dead  what  can  you  say, 

Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  3fother, 
What  of  the  dead,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  ?) 

•  By  permission  of  Eilii?  &  Elvey.     (Crown  8vo.,  price  6«.) 
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"  See,  see,  tlie  sunken  pile  of  wood, 

Sister  Helen, 

Shines  through  the  thinned  wax  red  as  blood  !  '■' 

"  Nay  now,  when  looked  you  yet  on  blood, 
Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

Hoio pale  she  is,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

''  Now  close  your  eyes,  for  they're  sick  and  sore, 
Sister  Helen, 

And  I'll  play  without  the  gallery  door." 

"  Aye,  let  me  rest,  —  I'll  lie  on  the  floor, 
Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

Whai  rest  to-night,  between  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  Here  high  up  in  the  balcony. 

Sister  Helen, 

The  moon  flies  face  to  face  with  me." 

"  Aye,  look  and  say  whatever  you  see, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

What  sight  to-night,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  Outside  it's  merry  in  the  wind's  wake. 
Sister  Helen ; 

In  the  shaken  trees  the  chill  stars  shake." 

"  Hush,  heard  you  a  horse-tread  as  you  spake, 
Little  brother?" 
(0  Mother,  Mary  3f other, 

What  sound  to-night,  between  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  I  hear  a  horse-tread,  and  I  see, 

Sister  Helen, 

Three  horsemen  that  ride  terribly." 

*'  Little  brother,  whence  come  the  three. 
Little  brother  ?  " 
(O  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

Whence  should  they  come,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  f) 

"  They  come  by  the  hill  verge  from  Boyne  Bar, 

Sister  Helen, 
And  one  draws  nigh,  but  two  are  afar." 
"  Look,  look,  do  you  know  thorn  who  they  are, 
Little  brother?  " 
(0  MoDier,  Mary  Motlicr, 
Who  should  they  be,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  f) 
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''Oh,  it's  Keith  of  Eastholm  rides  so  fast, 

Sister  Helen, 
For  I  know  the  white  mane  on  the  blast." 
"  The  hour  has  come,  has  come  at  last, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother^ 
Her  hour  at  last,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"He  has  made  a  sign  and  called  Halloo! 

Sister  Helen, 
And  he  says  that  he  would  speak  with  you." 
"  Oh  tell  him  I  fear  the  frozen  dew, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Why  laughs  she  thus,  between  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  The  wind  is  loud,  but  I  hear  him  cry, 

Sister  Helen, 
That  Keith  of  Ewern's  like  to  die." 
"  And  he  and  thou,  and  thou  and  I, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
And  they  and  toe,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  Three  days  ago,  on  his  marriage  morn. 

Sister  Helen, 
He  sickened,  and  lies  since  then  forlorn." 
"  For  bridegroom's  side  is  the  bride  a  thorn, 

Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Cold  bridal  cheer,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  !) 

"  Three  days  and  nights  he  has  lain  abed, 

Sister  Helen, 
And  he  prays  in  torment  to  be  dead." 
"  The  thing  may  chance,  if  he  have  prayed, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
If  he  Jiave  prayed,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven ! ) 

"  But  he  has  not  ceased  to  cry  to-day, 

Sister  Helen, 
That  you  should  take  your  curse  away." 
"  My  prayer  was  heard,  —  he  need  but  pray, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Shall  God  not  hear,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven?) 
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"  But  he  says,  till  you  take  back  your  ban, 
Sister  Helen, 

His  soul  would  pass,  yet  never  can." 

"  Nay  then,  shall  I  slay  a  living  man, 

Little  brother?" 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

A  living  sotd,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  But  he  calls  forever  on  your  name, 
Sister  Helen, 

And  says  that  he  melts  before  a  flame." 

"  j\Iy  heart  for  his  pleasure  fared  the  same, 
Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother^ 

Fire  at  the  heart,  hetioeen  Hell  and  Heaven ! ) 

''  Here's  Keith  of  Westholm  riding  fast, 

Sister  Helen, 
For  I  know  the  white  plume  on  the  blast." 
*'  The  hour,  the  sweet  hour  I  forecast, 

Little  brother !  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Is  the  hour  sweet,  between  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  He  stops  to  speak,  and  he  stills  his  horse, 

Sister  Helen ; 
But  his  words  are  drowned  in  the  wind's  course." 
*'  Nay  hear,  nay  hear,  you  must  hear  perforce, 
Little  brother ! " 
{0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
What  word  now  heard,  between  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  Oh  he  says  that  Keith  of  Ewern's  cry. 
Sister  Helen, 

Is  ever  to  see  you  ere  he  die." 

"  In  all  that  his  soul  sees,  th?re  am  I, 

Little  brother!" 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

Tlie  souVs  one  sigJit,  between  Hell  and  Heaven !) 

*'  He  sends  a  ring  and  a  broken  coin. 
Sister  Helen, 

And  bids  you  mind  the  banks  of  I^oyne." 

"  What  else  he  broke  will  he  ever  join, 

Little  brother  ?  " 
(O  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

No,  never  joined,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 
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«  He  yields  you  these  and  craves  full  fain, 

Sister  Helen, 
You  pardon  him  in  his  mortal  pain." 
«  What  else  he  took  will  he  give  again, 

Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Not  tivice  to  give,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

«  He  calls  your  name  in  an  agony, 

Sister  Helen, 
That  even  dead  Love  must  weep  to  see." 
«  Hate,  born  of  Love,  is  blind  as  he, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Love  turned  to  hate,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

•'  Oh  it's  Keith  of  Keith  now  that  rides  fast. 

Sister  Helen, 
For  I  know  the  white  hair  on  the  blast." 
<'  The  short,  short  hour  will  soon  be  past, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Will  soon  be  past,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  He  looks  at  me  and  he  tries  to  speak, 

Sister  Helen, 
But  oh  !  his  voice  is  sad  and  weak ! " 
"  What  here  should  the  mighty  Baron  seek, 

Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother. 
Is  this  the  end,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  Oh  his  son  still  cries,  if  you  forgive. 

Sister  Helen, 
The  body  dies,  but  the  soul  shall  live." 
"  Fire  shall  forgive  me  as  I  forgive, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Moth(*r, 
As  she  forgives,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  Oh  he  prays  you,  as  his  heart  would  rive, 

Sister  Helen, 
To  save  his  dear  son's  soul  alive." 
<'  Fire  cannot  slay  it,  it  shall  thrive. 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Motlier,  Mary  Mother^ 
Alas,  alas,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 
■22 
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"He  cries  to  you,  kneeling  in  the  road, 
Sister  Helen, 

To  go  with  him  for  the  love  of  God ! " 

"  The  way  is  long  to  his  son's  abode, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mofl).er^ 

The  way  is  long,  behveen  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

«A  lady's  here,  by  a  dark  steed  brought, 
Sister  Helen, 

So  darkly  clad,  I  saw  her  not." 

"  See  her  now  or  never  see  aught, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

^Y1lat  more  to  see,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  Her  hood  falls  back,  and  the  moon  shines  fair, 
Sister  Helen, 

On  the  Lady  of  Ewern's  golden  hair." 

"  Blest  hour  of  my  power  and  her  despair. 
Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

Hour  blest  and  banned,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven  ') 

"  Pale,  pale  her  cheeks,  that  in  pride  did  glow, 
Sister  Helen, 

'Neath  the  bridal  v/reath  three  days  ago." 

"  One  morn  for  pride  and  three  days  for  woe. 
Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

TJiree  days,  three  nights,  betiveen  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  Her  clasped  hands  stretch  from  her  bending  head, 
Sister  Helen ; 

With  the  loud  wind's  wail  her  sobs  are  wed." 

"  What  wedding  strains  hath  her  bridal  bed. 
Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 

What  strain  but  death\'i,  between  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"She  may  not  speak,  she  sinks  in  a  swoon. 
Sister  Helen, — 

She  lifts  her  lips  and  gasps  on  tlie  moon." 

"Oh!  might  I  but  hear  her  soul's  l)lithe  tune. 
Little  brother ! " 
(0  Moth'T,  Mary  Mother, 

Her  wad's  dumb  cry,  between  Hdl  and,  Heaven!) 
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"They've  caught  her  to  "Westholm's  saddlebow, 

Sister  Helen, 
And  her  moonlit  hair  gleams  white  in  its  flow." 
"  Let  it  turn  whiter  than  winter  snow. 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Wbe-ivithered  gold,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 

"  0  Sister  Helen,  you  heard  the  bell, 

Sister  Helen ! 
More  loud  than  the  vesper  chime  it  fell." 
"  No  vesper-chime,  but  a  dying  knell, 

Little  brother !  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
His  dying  knell,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  1) 

"Alas!  but  I  fear  the  heavy  sound. 

Sister  Helen ; 
Is  it  in  the  sky  or  in  the  ground  ?  " 
"  Say,  have  they  turned  their  horses  round, 

Little  brother  ?  " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Wliat  icould  she  more,  bettueen  Hell  and  Heaven?) 

"  They  have  raised  the  old  man  from  his  knee, 

Sister  Helen, 
And  they  ride  in  silence  hastily." 
"  More  fast  the  naked  soul  doth  flee, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
The  naked  soxd,  bettueen  Hell  and  Heaven ! ) 

"  Flank  to  flank  are  the  three  steeds  gone, 

Sister  Helen, 
But  the  lady's  dark  steed  goes  alone." 
"  And  lonely  her  bridegroom's  soul  hath  flown, 

Little  brother." 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Tlie  lonely  ghost,  betioeen  Hell  and  Heaven ! ) 

"  Oh  the  wind  is  sad  in  the  iron  chill, 

Sister  Helen, 
And  weary  sad  they  look  by  the  hill." 
"  But  he  and  I  are  sadder  still. 

Little  brother ! " 
{0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Most  sad  of  all,  between  Hell  and  Heaven!) 
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"  See,  see,  tlie  wax  has  dropped  from  its  place, 

Sister  Helen, 
And  the  flames  are  winning  up  apace  ! " 
"  Yet  here  they  burn  but  for  a  space, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Here  for  a  space,  hetween  Hell  and  Heaven ! ) 

"  Ah  I  what  white  thing  at  the  door  has  crossed. 

Sister  Helen, 
Ah!  what  is  this  that  sighs  in  the  frost?" 
"A  soul  that's  lost  as  mine  is  lost, 

Little  brother ! " 
(0  Mother,  Mary  Mother, 
Lost,  lost,  all  lost,  hetween  Hell  and  Heaven  /) 

THE   MOONSTONE.^ 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
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Prologue  :  The  Storming  of  Seuingapatam  (1799). 

(Extracted  from  a  Family  Paper.) 
1. 

I  ADDRE.'S.S  the.SC  lines  —  written  in  India  —  to  my  relatives 
in  England, 

My  ()])j(;ct  is  to  ex]dain  the  ninlive  which  ha.s  induced  nie  to 
refuse  tlie  right  hand  of  friendship  to  my  cousin,  rlohn  llcrn- 
castle.  The  reserve  which  I  have  hitherto  maintained  in  this 
matter  lias  been  misinterpreted  by  members  of  my  family  whose 
good  opinion  I  cannot  consent  to  forfeit.  I  request  them  to 
suspend  tlieir  decision  until  they  have  read  my  narrative.    And 

'  I)y  permiBflioii  of  Chattn  tt  WinduH.     (Crown  8vo.,  price  3«.  Gd.) 
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I  declare,  on  my  word  of  honor,  that  what  I  am  now  about  to 
write  is,  strictly  and  literally,  the  truth. 

The  private  difference  between  my  cousin  and  me  took  its 
rise  in  a  great  public  event,  in  which  we  were  both  concerned  — 
the  storming  of  Seringapatam,  under  General  Baird,  on  the  4tli 
of  May,  1799. 

In  order  that  the  circumstances  may  be  clearly  understood^ 
I  must  revert  for  a  moment  to  the  period  before  the  assault, 
and  to  the  stories  current  in  our  camp  of  the  treasure  in  jewels 
and  gold  stored  up  in  the  Palace  of  Seringapatam. 

II. 

One  of  the  wildest  of  the  stories  related  to  a  Yellow  Dia- 
mond —  a  famous  gem  in  the  native  annals  of  India. 

The  earliest  known  traditions  describe  the  stone  as  having 
been  set  in  the  forehead  of  the  four-handed  Indian  god  who 
typifies  the  Moon.  Partly  from  its  peculiar  color,  partly  from 
a  superstition  which  represented  it  as  partaking  of  the  nature 
of  the  deity  whom  it  adorned,  and  growing  and  lessening  in 
luster  with  the  waxing  and  waning  of  the  moon,  it  first  gained 
the  name  by  which  it  continues  to  be  known  in  India  to  this 
day  —  the  name  of  The  Moonstone.  A  similar  superstition 
was  once  prevalent,  as  I  have  heard,  in  ancient  Greece  and 
Rome ;  not  applying,  however  (as  in  India),  to  a  diamond  de- 
voted to  the  service  of  a  god,  but  to  a  semitransparent  stone  of 
the  inferior  order  of  gems,  supposed  to  be  affected  by  the  lunar 
influences  —  the  moon,  in  this  latter  case  also,  giving  the  name 
by  which  the  stone  is  still  known  to  collectors  in  our  own  time. 

The  adventures  of  the  Yellow  Diamond  begin  with  the 
eleventh  century  of  the  Christian  era. 

At  that  date  the  Mohammedan  conqueror,  Mahmoud  of 
Ghizni,  crossed  India,  seized  on  the  holy  city  of  Somnauth, 
and  stripped  of  its  treasures  the  famous  temple  which  had  stood 
for  centuries  —  the  shrine  of  Hindu  pilgrimage  and  the  won- 
der of  the  eastern  world. 

Of  all  the  deities  worshiped  in  the  temple,  the  moon  god 
alone  escaped  the  rapacity  of  the  conquering  Mohammedans. 
Preserved  by  three  Brahmins,  the  inviolate  deity,  bearing  the 
Yellow  Diamond  in  its  forehead,  was  removed  by  night,  and 
was  transported  to  the  second  of  the  sacred  cities  of  India  — 
the  city  of  Benares. 
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Here,  in  a  new  shrine  —  in  a  hall  inlaid  with  precious 
stones,  under  a  roof  supported  by  pillars  of  gold  —  the  moon 
god  was  set  up  and  worshiped.  Here,  on  the  night  when  the 
shrine  was  completed,  Vishnu  the  Preserver  appeared  to  the 
three  Brahmins  in  a  dream. 

The  deity  breathed  the  breath  of  his  divinity  on  the  Dia- 
mond in  the  forehead  of  the  god.  And  the  Brahmins  knelt  and 
hid  their  faces  in  their  robes.  The  deity  commanded  that  the 
Moonstone  should  be  watched  from  that  time  forth  by  three 
priests  in  turn,  night  and  day,  to  the  end  of  the  generations  of 
men.  And  the  Brahmins  heard  and  bowed  before  his  will. 
The  deity  predicted  certain  disasters  to  the  presumptuous  mor- 
tal who  laid  hands  on  the  sacred  gem,  and  to  all  of  his  house 
and  name  who  received  it  after  him.  And  the  Brahmins  caused 
the  prophecy  to  be  written  over  the  gates  of  the  shrine  in  let- 
ters of  gold. 

One  age  followed  another  —  and  still,  generation  after  gen- 
eration, the  successors  of  the  three  Brahmins  watched  their 
priceless  Moonstone  night  and  day.  One  age  followed  another, 
until  the  first  yea,YS  of  the  eighteenth  Cliristian  century  saw  the 
reign  of  Aurungzebe,  Emperor  of  the  Moguls.  At  his  com- 
mand havoc  and  rapine  were  let  loose  once  more  among  the 
temples  of  the  worship  of  Brahma.  The  shrine  of  the  four- 
handed  god  was  polluted  by  the  slaughter  of  sacred  animals ; 
the  images  of  the  deities  were  broken  in  pieces,  and  the  INIoon- 
stone  was  seized  by  an  officer  of  rank  in  the  Army  of  Aurung- 
zebe. Powerless  to  recover  their  lost  treasure  by  open  force, 
the  three  guardian  priests  followed  and  watched  it  in  disguise. 
The  generations  succeeded  each  other,  and  the  warrior  who  had 
committed  the  sacrilege  perished  miserably  ;  the  Moonstone 
passed  (carr3'ing  its  curse  with  it)  from  one  lawless  Moham- 
medan hand  to  another  ;  and  still,  through  all  chances  and 
clianges,  the  successors  of  the  three  guardian  priests  kept  their 
watch,  waiting  the  day  when  the  will  of  Vishnu  the  Preserver 
sliould  restore  to  them  their  sacred  gem.  Time  rolled  on  from 
the  first  to  the  last  years  of  the  eighteenth  Christian  century. 
The  diamond  fell  into  the  possession  of  Tippoo,  Sultan  of 
Seringapatam,  who  caused  it  to  ])e  placed  as  an  ornament  in 
the  handle  of  a  dagger,  and  who  connnanded  it  to  be  kept 
among  tlie  choicest  treasures  of  liis  armory.  Even  then  —  in 
the  palace  of  the  Sultan  himself  —  the  three  guardian  priests 
still  watched  in  secret.     There  were  three  oilicors  of  Tippoo's 
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household,  strangers  to  the  rest,  who  had  won  their  master's 
confidence  by  conforming,  or  appearing  to  conform,  to  the 
Mussuhuan  faith  ;  and  to  those  three  men  report  pointed  as 
the  three  priests  in  disguise. 

III. 

So,  as  told  in  our  camp,  ran  the  fanciful  story  of  the  Moon- 
stone. It  made  no  serious  impression  on  any  of  us  except  my 
cousin  —  whose  love  of  the  marvelous  induced  him  to  believe 
it.  On  the  night  before  the  assault  on  Seringapatam  he  was 
absurdly  angry  with  me,  and  with  others,  for  treating  the 
whole  thing  as  a  fable.  A  foolish  wrangle  followed ;  and 
Herncastle's  unlucky  temper  got  the  better  of  him.  He  de- 
clared, in  his  boastful  way,  that  we  should  see  the  Diamond 
on  his  finger  if  the  English  army  took  Seringapatam.  The 
sally  was  saluted  by  a  roar  of  laughter,  and  there,  as  we  all 
thought  that  night,  the  thing  ended. 

Let  me  now  take  you  on  to  the  day  of  the  assault. 

My  cousin  and  I  were  separated  at  the  outset.  I  never 
saw  him  when  he  forded  the  river ;  when  we  planted  the  Eng- 
lish flag  in  the  first  breach;  when  we  crossed  the  ditch  beyond; 
and  fighting  every  inch  of  our  way,  entered  the  town.  It  was 
only  at  dusk,  when  the  place  was  ours,  and  after  General 
Baird  himself  had  found  the  dead  body  of  Tippoo  under  a 
heap  of  the  slain,  that  Herncastle  and  I  met. 

We  were  each  attached  to  a  party  sent  out  by  the  gen- 
eral's orders  to  prevent  the  plunder  and  confusion  which 
followed  our  conquest.  The  camp  followers  committed  de- 
plorable excesses;  and,  worse  still,  the  soldiers  found  their 
way,  by  an  unguarded  door,  into  the  treasury  of  the  Palace, 
and  loaded  themselves  with  gold  and  jewels.  It  was  in  the 
court  outside  the  treasury  that  my  cousin  and  I  met  to  enforce 
the  laws  of  discipline  on  our  own  soldiers.  Herncastle's  fiery 
temper  had  been,  as  I  could  plainly  see,  exasperated  to  a  kind 
of  frenzy  by  the  terrible  slaughter  through  which  we-  had 
passed.  He  was  very  unfit,  in  my  opinion,  to  perform  the 
duty  that  had  been  intrusted  to  him. 

There  was  riot  and  confusion  enough  in  the  treasury,  but 
no  violence  that  I  saw.  The  men  (if  I  may  use  such  an  ex- 
pression) disgraced  themselves  good-humoredly.  All  sorts  of 
rough  jests  and  catchwords  were  bandied  about  among  them ; 
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and  the  story  of  the  Diamond  turned  up  again  unexpectedly, 
in  the  form  of  a  mischievous  joke.  "  Who's  got  the  JNIoon- 
stone  ? "  was  the  rallying  crj  which  perpetually  caused  the 
plundering  as  soon  as  it  was  stopped  in  one  place  to  break 
out  in  another.  While  I  was  still  vainly  trying  to  establish 
order  I  heard  a  frightful  yelling  on  the  other  side  of  the 
courtyard,  and  at  once  ran  toward  the  cries,  in  dread  of  find- 
ing some  new  outbreak  of  the  pillage  in  that  direction. 

I  got  to  an  open  door,  and  saw  the  bodies  of  two  Indians 
(by  their  dress,  as  I  guessed,  officers  of  the  palace)  lying  across 
the  entrance,  dead. 

A  cry  inside  hurried  me  into  a  room  which  appeared  to 
serve  as  an  armory.  A  third  Indian,  mortally  wounded,  was 
sinking  at  the  feet  of  a  man  whose  back  was  toward  me.  The 
man  turned  at  the  instant  when  I  came  in,  and  I  saw  John 
Herncastle,  with  a  torch  in  one  hand  and  a  dagger  dripping 
with  blood  in  the  other.  A  stone,  set  like  a  pommel,  in  the 
end  of  the  dagger's  handle,  flashed  in  the  torchlight,  as  he 
turned  on  me,  like  a  gleam  of  fire.  The  dying  Indian  sank 
to  his  knees,  pointed  to  the  dagger  in  Herncastle's  hand,  and 
said  in  his  native  language :  "  The  Moonstone  will  have  its 
vengeance  yet  on  you  and  yours  !  "  He  spoke  those  words, 
and  fell  dead  on  the  floor. 

Before  I  could  stir  in  the  matter  the  men  who  had  followed 
me  across  the  courtyard  crowded  in.  My  cousin  rushed  to 
meet  them,  like  a  madman.  "  Clear  the  room  !  "  he  shouted 
to  me,  "  and  set  a  guard  on  the  door !  "  The  men  fell  back 
as  he  threw  himself  on  them  with  his  torch  and  his  dagger. 
I  put  two  sentinels  of  my  own  company,  on  whom  I  could 
rely,  to  keep  the  door.  Through  the  remainder  of  the  night 
I  saw  no  more  of  my  cousin. 

Early  in  the  morning,  the  plunder  still  going  on,  General 
Baird  announced  publicly  by  beat  of  drum  that  any  thief 
detected  in  the  fact,  be  he  whom  he  miglit,  should  be  hung. 
The  provost  marshal  was  in  attendance  to  prove  that  the  gen- 
eral was  in  earnest;  and  in  the  throng  that  followed  the 
j)roclamation  Herncastle  and  I  met  again. 

He  lield  out  his  hand  as  usual,  and  said,  "Good  morning." 

1  waited  l)eforo  I  gave  liim  my  hand  in  ri'tnni. 

"Tell  me  first,"  1  said,  "  liow  tlio  Indian  in  the  armory  met 
lii-^  death,  and  what  those  last  words  meant  wlien  ho  pointed 
to  the  dagger  in  your  liand." 
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"The  Indian  met  his  death,  as  I  suppose,  by  a  mortal 
wound,"  said  Herncastle.  "  What  his  last  words  meant  I 
know  no  more  than  you  do." 

1  looked  at  him  narrowly.  His  frenzy  of  the  previous  day 
had  all  calmed  down.  1  determined  to  give  him  another 
chance. 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  tell  me  ?  "  I  asked. 

He  answered,  "That  is  all." 

I  turned  my  back  on  him ;  aud  we  have  not  spoken  since. 

IV. 

I  beg  it  to  be  understood  that  what  I  write  here  about  my 
cousin  (unless  some  necessity  should  arise  for  making  it  public) 
is  for  the  information  of  the  family  only.  Herncastle  has  said 
nothing  that  can  justify  me  in  speaking  to  our  commanding 
officer.  He  has  been  taunted  more  than  once  about  the  Dia- 
mond, by  those  who  recollect  his  angry  outbreak  before  the 
assault ;  but,  as  may  easily  be  imagined,  his  own  remem- 
brance of  the  circumstances  under  which  I  surprised  him  in 
the  armory  has  been  enough  to  keep  him  silent.  It  is  re- 
ported that  he  means  to  exchange  into  another  regiment, 
avowedly  for  the  purpose  of  separating  himself  from  me. 

Whether  this  be  true  or  not,  I  cannot  prevail  upon  myself 
to  become  his  accuser  —  and  1  think  with  good  reason.  If  I 
made  the  matter  public,  I  have  no  evidence  but  moral  evidence 
to  bring  forward.  I  have  not  only  no  proof  that  he  killed 
the  two  men  at  the  door  ;  I  cannot  even  declare  that  he  killed 
the  third  man  inside  —  for  I  cannot  say  my  own  eyes  saw  the 
deed  committed.  It  is  true  that  I  heard  the  Indian's  words ; 
but  if  those  words  were  pronounced  to  be  the  ravings  of  de- 
lirium, how  could  I  contradict  the  assertion  from  my  own 
knowledge  ?  Let  our  relatives  on  either  side  form  their  own 
opinion  on  what  I  have  written,  and  decide  for  themselves 
whether  the  aversion  I  now  feel  toward  this  man  is  well  or 
ill  founded. 

Although  I  attach  no  sort  of  credit  to  the  fantastic  Indian 
legend  of  the  gem,  I  must  acknowledge,  before  I  conclude, 
that  I  am  influenced  by  a  certain  superstition  of  my  own  in 
this  matter.  It  is  my  conviction,  or  my  delusion,  no  mat- 
ter which,  that  crime  brings  its  own  fatality  with  it.  I  am 
not  only  persuaded  of  Herncastle's  guilt ;  I  am  even  fanciful 
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enough  to  believe  that  he  will  live  to  regret  it,  if  he  keeps 
the  Diamond,  and  that  others  will  live  to  regret  taking  it 
from  him,  if  he  gives  the   Diamond  away. 

The  Loss  of  the  Diamond. 

When  the  last  of  the  guests  had  driven  away,  I  went  back 
into  the  inner  hall,  and  found  Samuel  at  the  side  table,  presid- 
ing over  the  brandy  and  soda  water.  My  lady  and  Miss  Rachel 
came  out  of  the  di-awing-room,  followed  by  the  two  gentlemen. 
Mr.  Godfrey  had  some  brandy  and  soda  water.  Mr.  Franklin 
took  nothing.  He  sat  down,  looking  dead  tired;  the  talking 
on  this  birthday  occasion  had,  I  suppose,  been  too  much  for  him. 

My  lady,  turning  round  to  wish  them  good  night,  looked 
hard  at  the  wicked  Colonel's  legacy  shining  in  her  daughter's 
dress. 

"Rachel,"  she  asked,  "where  are  you  going  to  put  your 
Diamond  to-night?" 

Miss  Rachel  was  in  high  good  spirits,  just  in  that  humor 
for  talking  nonsense,  and  perversely  persisting  in  it  as  if  it 
was  sense,  which  you  may  sometimes  have  observed  in  young 
girls  when  they  are  highly  wrought  up,  at  the  end  of  an  excit- 
ing day.  First,  she  declared  she  did  not  know  whexe  to  put 
the  Diamond.  Then  she  said,  "  on  her  dressing  table,  of  course, 
along  with  her  other  things."  Then  she  remembered  that  the 
Diamond  might  take  to  shining  of  itself,  with  its  awful  moony 
light,  in  the  dark,  and  that  would  terrify  her  in  the  dead  of 
night.  Then  she  bethought  herself  of  an  Indian  cabinet  which 
stood  in  her  sitting  room,  and  instantly  made  up  her  mind  to 
put  the  Indian  diamond  in  the  Indian  cabinet,  for  the  purpose 
of  permitting  two  beautiful  native  productions  to  admire  each 
otlier.  Having  let  her  little  How  of  nonsense  run  on  as  far  as 
that  point,  her  mother  interposed  and  stopped  her. 

"My  dear!  your  Indian  cabinet  has  no  lock  to  it,"  says  my 

lady. 

"Good  Heavens,  mamma!"  cries  Miss  Rachel,  "is  this  a 
hotel?     Are  tliere  any  thieves  in  the  house?" 

Witliout  taking  any  notice  of  this  fantastic  way  of  talking, 
my  lady  wished  the  gentlemen  good  night.  She  next  turned 
to  Miss  Rach(d,  and  kissed  licr.  "Why  not  let  me  keep  the 
Diamond  for  you  to-night?"  she  asked. 

Miss  Rachel  received   tliat  proposal  as  she  might,  ten  years 
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since,  have  received  a  proposal  to  part  her  from  a  new  doll. 
My  lady  saw  there  was  no  reasoning  with  her  that  night. 
"  Come  into  my  room,  Rachel,  the  first  thing  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, "  she  said.  "  I  shall  have  something  to  say  to  you. "  With 
those  last  words  she  left  us  slowly,  thinking  her  own  thoughts, 
and,  to  all  appearance,  not  best  pleased  with  the  way  by  which 
they  were  leading  her. 

Miss  Rachel  was  the  next  to  say  good  night.  She  shook 
hands  first  with  Mr.  Godfrey,  who  was  standing  at  the  other 
end  of  the  hall,  looking  at  a  picture.  Then  she  turned  back 
to  Mr.  Franklin,  still  sitting  weary  and  silent  in  a  corner. 

What  words  passed  between  them  I  can't  say.  But  stand- 
ing near  the  old  oak  frame  which  holds  our  large  looking-glass, 
I  saw  her,  reflected  in  it,  slyly  slipping  the  locket  which  Mr. 
Franklin  had  given  to  her  out  of  the  bosom  of  her  dress,  and 
showing  it  to  him  for  a  moment,  with  a  smile  which  certainly 
meant  something  out  of  the  common,  before  she  tripped  off  to 
bed.  This  incident  staggered  me  a  little  in  the  reliance  I  had 
previously  felt  on  my  own  judgment.  I  began  to  think  that 
Penelope  might  be  right  about  the  state  of  her  young  lady's 
affections  after  all. 

As  soon  as  Miss  Rachel  left  him  e3^es  to  see  with,  Mr. 
Franklin  noticed  me.  His  variable  humor,  shifting  about 
everything,  had  shifted  about  the  Indians  already. 

"Betteredge,"  he  said,  "I'm  half  inclined  to  think  I  took 
Mr.  Murthwaite  too  seriously  when  we  had  that  talk  in  the 
shrubbery.  I  wonder  whether  he  has  been  trying  any  of  his 
traveler's  tales  on  us?  Do  you  really  mean  to  let  the  dogs 
loose?" 

"I'll  relieve  them  of  their  collars,  sir,"  I  answered,  "and 
leave  them  free  to  take  a  turn  in  the  night,  if  they  smell  a 
reason  for  it." 

"All  right,"  says  Mr.  Franklin.  "We'll  see  what  is  to  be 
done  to-morrow.  I  am  not  at  all  disposed  to  alarm  my  aunt, 
Betteredge,  without  a  very  pressing  reason  for  it.  Good 
night." 

He  looked  so  worn  and  pale  as  he  nodded  to  me  and  took 
his  candle  to  go  upstairs,  that  I  ventured  to  advise  his  having 
a  di-op  of  brandy  and  water,  by  way  of  nightcap.  Mr.  God- 
frey, walking  toward  us  from  the  other  end  of  the  hall,  backed 
me.  He  pressed  Mr.  Franklin,  in  the  friendliest  manner,  to 
take  something  before  he  went  to  bed. 
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I  only  note  tliese  trifling  circumstances,  because,  after  all  I 
had  seen  and  heard  that  day,  it  pleased  me  to  observe  that  our 
two  gentlemen  were  on  just  as  good  terms  as  ever.  Their  war- 
fare of  words  (heard  by  Penelope  in  the  drawing-room),  and 
their  rivalry  for  the  best  place  in  Miss  Rachel's  good  graces, 
seemed  to  have  set  no  serious  difference  between  them.  But 
there!  they  were  both  good-tempered,  and  both  men  of  the 
■world.  And  there  is  certainly  this  merit  in  people  of  station, 
that  they  are  not  nearly  so  quarrelsome  among  each  other  as 
people  of  no  station  at  all. 

Mr.  Franklin  declined  the  brandy  and  water,  and  went  up- 
stairs with  Mr.  Godfrey,  their  rooms  being  next  door  to  each 
other.  On  the  landing,  however,  either  his  cousin  persuaded 
him,  or  he  veered  about  and  changed  his  mind  as  usual.  "  Per- 
haps I  may  want  it  in  the  night,"  he  called  down  to  me.  "  Send 
up  some  brandy  into  my  room." 

I  sent  up  Samuel  with  the  brandy  and  water,  and  then  went 
out  and  unbuckled  the  dogs'  collars.  They  both  lost  their 
heads  with  astonishment  on  being  set  loose  at  that  time  of 
night,  and  jumped  upon  me  like  a  couple  of  puppies!  How- 
ever, the  rain  soon  cooled  them  down  again:  they  lapped  a  drop 
of  water  each,  and  crept  back  into  their  kennels.  As  I  went 
into  the  house  I  noticed  signs  in  the  sky  which  betokened  a 
break  in  the  weather  for  the  better.  For  the  present,  it  still 
poured  heavily,  and  the  ground  was  in  a  perfect  sop. 

Samuel  and  I  went  all  over  the  house,  and  shut  up  as  usual. 
I  examined  everything  myself,  and  trusted  nothing  to  my  deputy 
on  this  occasion.  All  w^as  safe  and  fast  when  I  rested  my  old 
bones  in  the  bed,  between  midnight  and  one  in  the  morning. 

The  worries  of  the  day  had  been  a  little  too  much  for  me,  I 
suppose.  At  any  rate,  I  had  a  touch  of  Mr.  Franklin's  malady 
that  night.  It  was  sunrise  before  I  fell  off  at  last  into  a  sleep. 
All  the  time  I  lay  awake  tlie  house  was  as  quiet  as  the  grave. 
Not  a  sound  stirred  but  the  splash  of  the  rain,  and  the  sighing  of 
the  wind  among  the  trees  as  a  breeze  sprang  up  with  the  morning. 

Abfiut  lialf-past  seven  I  woke,  and  opened  my  window  on  a 
line  sunshiny  day.  The  clock  had  struck  eight,  and  I  was  just 
going  out  to  chain  up  the  dogs  again,  wlien  I  heard  a  sudden 
whisking  of  petticoats  on  tlie  stairs  ])ehind  me. 

I  turned  about  and  tlicre  was  Penelope  Hying  down  after  mo 
like  mad.  "  Father!  "  she  scnsimed,  "come  upstairs,  for  God's 
Bake  1     The  Diamond  is  gone  !  " 
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"Are  yon  out  of  your  mind?"  Tasked  her. 

"  Gone  I "  says  Penelope.  "  Gone,  nobody  knows  how !  Come 
up  and  see." 

She  dragged  me  after  her  into  her  young  lady's  sitting 
room,  which  opened  into  her  bedrooni.  There,  on  the  thresh- 
old of  her  bedroom  door,  stood  Miss  Rachel,  almost  as  white 
in  the  face  as  the  white  dressing  gown  that  clothed  her.  There 
also  stood  the  two  doors  of  the  Indian  cabinet,  wide  open.  One 
of  the  drawers  inside  was  pulled  out  as  far  as  it  would  go. 

"Look!"  says  Penelope.  "I  myself  saw  Miss  Rachel  put 
the  Diamond  into  that  drawer  last  night." 

I  went  to  the  cabinet.     The  drawer  was  empty. 

"  Is  this  true,  miss  ?  "  I  asked. 

With  a  look  that  was  not  like  herself,  with  a  voice  that  was 
not  like  her  own.  Miss  Rachel  answered,  as  my  daughter  had 
answered:  — 

"The  Diamond  is  gone." 

Having  said  those  words  she  withdrew  into  her  bedroom, 
and  shut  and  locked  the  door. 

Before  we  knew  which  way  to  turn  next  my  lady  came  in, 
hearing  my  voice  in  her  daughter's  sitting  room,  and  wonder- 
ing what  had  happened.  The  news  of  the  loss  of  the  Diamond 
seemed  to  petrify  her.  She  went  straight  to  Miss  RachePs  bed- 
room and  insisted  on  being  admitted.     Miss  Rachel  let  her  in. 

The  alarm  running  through  the  house  like  fire,  caught  the 
two  gentlemen  next. 

Mr.  Godfrey  was  the  first  to  come  out  of  his  room.  All  he 
did  when  he  heard  what  had  happened  was  to  hold  up  his  hands 
in  a  state  of  bewilderment,  which  didn't  say  much  for  his 
natural  strength  of  mind.  Mr.  Franklin,  whose  clear  head  I 
had  confidently  counted  on  to  advise  us,  seemed  to  be  as  help- 
less as  his  cousin  when  he  heard  the  news  in  his  turn.  For  a 
wonder,  he  had  had  a  good  night's  rest  at  last;  and  the  unac- 
customed luxurj'-  of  sleep  had,  as  he  said  himself,  apparently 
stupefied  him.  However,  when  he  had  swallowed  his  cup  of 
coffee  —  which  he  always  took,  on  the  foreign  plan,  some  hours 
before  he  ate  any  breakfast  —  his  brains  brightened ;  the  clear- 
headed side  of  him  turned  up,  and  he  took  the  matter  in  hand, 
resolutely  and  cleverly,  much  as  follows :  — 

He  sent  for  the  servants,  and  told  them  to  leave  all  the 
lower  doors  and  windows  (with  the  exception  of  the  front  door, 
which  I  had  opened)  exactly  as  they  had  been  left  when  we 
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jbcked  up  overnight.  He  next  proposed  to  his  cousin  and  me 
to  make  quite  sure,  before  we  took  any  further  steps,  that  the 
Diamond  had  not  accidentally  dropped  somewhere  out  of  sight 
—  say  at  the  back  of  the  cabinet,  or  down  behind  the  table  on 
which  the  cabinet  stood.  Having  searched  in  both  places,  and 
found  nothing  —  having  also  questioned  Penelope,  and  dis- 
covered from  her  no  more  than  the  little  she  had  already  told 
me  —  Mr.  Franklin  suggested  next  extending  our  inquiries 
to  Miss  Rachel,  and  sent  Penelope  to  knock  at  her  bedroom 
door. 

My  lady  answered  the  knock,  and  closed  the  door  behind  her. 
The  moment  after  we  heard  it  locked  inside  by  Miss  Rachel. 
My  mistress  came  out  among  us  looking  sorely  puzzled  and 
distressed.  "The  loss  of  the  Diamond  seems  to  have  quite 
overwhelmed  Rachel,"  she  said,  in  reply  to  Mr.  Franklin. 
"She  shrinks,  in  the  strangest  manner,  from  speaking  of  it, 
even  to  me.     It  is  impossible  you  can  see  her  for  the  present." 

Having  added  to  our  perplexities  by  this  account  of  Miss 
Rachel,  my  lady,  after  a  little  effort,  recovered  her  usual  com- 
posure, and  acted  with  her  usual  decision. 

"I  suppose  there  is  no  help  for  it?"  she  said  quietly.  "I 
suppose  I  have  no  alternative  but  to  send  for  the  police?" 

"And  the  first  thing  for  the  police  to  do,"  added  Mr.  Frank- 
lin, catching  her  up,  "is  to  lay  hands  on  the  Indian  jugglers 
who  performed  here  last  night." 

My  lady  and  Mr.  Godfrey  (not  knowing  what  Mr.  Franklin 
and  I  knew)  both  started,  and  both  looked  surprised. 

"I  can't  stop  to  explain  myself  now,"  Mr.  Franklin  went 
on,  "  1  can  only  tell  you  that  the  Indians  have  certainly  stolen 
the  Diamond.  Give  me  a  letter  of  introduction,"  says  he,  ad- 
dressing my  lady,  "to  one  of  the  magistrates  at  Frizinghall  — 
merely  telling  him  that  I  represent  your  interests  and  wishes, 
and  let  me  ride  off  with  it  instantly.  Our  chance  of  catching 
the  tliieves  may  depend  on  our  not  wasting  one  unnecessary 
minute."  (^Nota  bene:  Whether  it  was  the  French  side  or  the 
English,  the  right  side  of  Mr.  Franklin  seemed  to  be  upi)er- 
most  now.      Tlie  only  questicMi  was,  How  long  would  it  last?) 

He  put  pen,  ink,  and  paper  before  his  aunt,  who  (as  it 
appeared  to  me)  wrote  the  letter  he  wanted  a  little  unwillingly. 
If  it  had  been  possil)lo  to  overlook  such  an  event  as  the  loss  of 
a  jewel  worth  twenty  thousand  pounds,  I  bcilicve  —  with  my 
lady's  oi)inion  of  her  late  brother,  and  her  distrust  of  his  birth- 
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day  gift  —  it  would  have  been  privately  a  relief  to  her  to  let 
the  thieves  get  off  with  the  Moonstone  scot-free. 

I  went  out  with  Mr.  Franklin  to  the  stables,  and  took  the 
opportunity  of  asking  him  how  the  Indians  (whom  I  suspected, 
of  course,  as  shrewdly  as  he  did)  could  possibly  have  got  into 
the  house. 

"  One  of  them  might  have  slipped  into  the  hall,  in  the  con- 
fusion, when  the  dinner  company  were  going  away,"  says  Mr. 
Franklin.  "  The  fellow  may  have  been  under  the  sofa  while 
my  aunt  and  Rachel  were  talking  about  where  the  Diamond 
was  to  be  put  for  the  night.  He  would  only  have  to  wait  till 
the  house  was  quiet,  and  there  it  would  be  in  the  cabinet,  to 
be  had  for  the  taking."  With  those  words  he  called  to  the 
groom  to  open  the  gate,  and  galloped  off. 

This  seemed  certainly  to  be  the  only  rational  explanation. 
But  how  had  the  thief  contrived  to  make  his  escape  from  the 
house  ?  I  had  found  the  front  door  locked  and  bolted,  as  I  had 
left  it  at  night,  when  I  went  to  open  it,  after  getting  up.  As 
for  the  other  doors  and  windows,  there  they  were  still,  all  safe 
and  fast,  to  speak  for  themselves.  The  dogs,  too?  Suppose 
the  thief  had  got  away  by  dropping  from  one  of  the  upper  win- 
dows, how  had  he  escaped  the  dogs?  Had  he  come  provided 
for  them  with  drugged  meat?  As  the  doubt  crossed  my  mind, 
the  dogs  themselves  came  galloping  at  me  round  a  corner,  roll- 
ing each  other  over  on  the  wet  grass,  in  such  lively  health  and 
spirits  that  it  was  with  no  small  difficulty  I  brought  them  to 
reason,  and  chained  them  up  again.  The  more  I  turned  it  over 
in  my  mind,  the  less  satisfactory  Mr.  Franklin's  explanation 
appeared  to  be. 

******  m 

Ten  minutes  later,  to  our  infinite  relief.  Superintendent 
Seegrave  arrived  at  the  house.  He  reported  passing  Mr.  Frank- 
lin at  the  terrace,  sitting  in  the  sun  (I  suppose  with  the  Italian 
side  of  him  uppermost),  and  warning  the  police,  as  they  went 
by,  that  the  investigation  was  hopeless  before  the  investigation 
had  begun. 

For  a  family  in  our  situation,  the  Superintendent  of  the 
Frizinghall  police  was  the  most  comforting  officer  you  could 
wish  to  see.  Mr.  Seegrave  was  tall  and  portly,  and  military 
in  his  manners.  He  had  a  fine  commanding  voice,  and  a 
mighty  resolute  eye,  and  a  grand  frock  coat,  which  buttoned 
beautifully  up  to  his  leather  stock.     "I'm  the  man  you  want!  " 
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was  written  all  over  his  face ;  and  he  ordered  his  two  inferior 
policemen  about  with  a  severity  which  convinced  us  all  that 
there  was  no  trifling  with  liim. 

He  began  by  going  round  the  premises,  outside  and  in ;  the 
result  of  that  investigation  proving  to  him  that  no  thieves  had 
broken  in  upon  us  from  outside,  and  that  the  robbery,  conse- 
quently, must  have  been  committed  by  some  person  in  the 
house.  I  leave  you  to  imagine  the  state  the  servants  were  in 
when  this  official  announcement  first  reached  their  ears.  The 
Superintendent  decided  to  begin  by  examining  the  boudoir; 
and,  that  done,  to  examine  the  servants  next.  At  the  same 
time  he  posted  one  of  his  men  on  the  staircase  which  led  to  the 
servants'  bedrooms,  with  instructions  to  let  nobody  in  the  house 
pass  him  till  further  orders. 

At  this  latter  proceeding  the  weaker  half  of  the  human 
family  went  distracted  on  the  spot.  They  bounced  out  of  their 
corners;  whisked  upstairs  in  a  body  to  Miss  Rachel's  room 
(Rosanna  Spearman  being  carried  away  among  them  this  time); 
burst  on  Superintendent  Seegrave;  and  all  looking  equally 
guilty,  summoned  him  to  say  which  of  them  lie  suspected,  at  once. 

Mr.  Superintendent  proved  equal  to  the  occasion — he 
looked  at  them  with  his  resolute  eye,  and  he  cowed  them  with 
his  military  voice.  "Now,  then,  you  women,  go  downstairs 
again,  every  one  of  you.  I  won't  have  you  here.  Look!" 
says  Mr.  Superintendent,  suddenly  pointing  to  a  little  smear 
of  the  decorative  painting  on  Miss  Rachel's  door  —  at  tlie  outer 
edge,  just  under  the  lock,  "  look  what  mischief  the  petticoats 
of  some  of  you  have  done  already.  Clear  out!  clear  out!" 
Rosanna  Spearman,  who  was  nearest  to  him,  and  nearest  to  the 
little  smear  on  the  door,  set  the  example  of  obedience,  and 
slipped  off  instantly  to  her  work.  The  rest  followed  her  out. 
The  Superintendent  finished  his  examination  of  the  room;  and 
making  nothing  of  it,  asked  me  who  had  first  discovered  the 
robl>ery.  My  daughter  had  first  discovered  it.  My  daughter 
was  sent  f*)r. 

Mr.  Superint(-ndent  proved  to  be  a  little  too  sharp  with 
Penelope  at  starting.  "Now,  young  woman,  attend  to  mc  — 
and  mind  you  speak  the  truth."  Penelope  fired  up  instantly. 
"I've  never  been  taught  to  tell  lies,  Mr.  Policeman;  and  if 
father  can  stand  there  and  hear  me  accused  of  falsehood  and 
thieving,  and  my  own  Ixjdroom  shut  against  me,  and  my  chiir- 
acter  taken  away,  whieh  is  all  a  poor  girl  lias  left,  he's  not  the 
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good  father  I  take  liiin  for!"  A  timely  word  from  me  put 
Justice  and  Penelope  on  a  pleasanter  footing  together.  The 
questions  and  answers  went  swimmingly,  and  ended  in  notli- 
ing  worth  mentioning.  My  daughter  had  seen  Miss  llachel 
put  the  Diamond  in  the  drawer  of  the  cabinet  the  last  thing  at 
night.  She  had  gone  in  with  Miss  Rachel's  cup  of  tea  at  eight 
the  next  morning,  and  had  found  the  drawer  open  and  empty. 
Upon  that  she  had  alarmed  the  house  —  and  there  Avas  an  end 
of  Penelope's  evidence. 

Mr.  Superintendent  next  asked  to  see  Miss  Rachel  herself. 
Penelope  mentioned  his  request  through  the  door.  The  answer 
reached  us  by  the  same  road:  "I  have  nothing  to  tell  the  police- 
man—  I  can't  see  anybody."  Our  experienced  officer  looked 
equally  surprised  when  he  heard  that  reply.  I  told  him  my 
young  lady  was  ill,  and  begged  him  to  wait  a  little  and  see  her 
later.  We  thereupon  went  downstairs  again,  and  were  met 
by  Mr.  Godfrey  and  Mr.  Franklin  crossing  the  hall. 

The  two  gentlemen,  being  inmates  of  the  house,  were  sum- 
moned to  say  if  they  could  throw  any  light  on  the  matter. 
Neither  of  them  knew  anything  about  it.  Had  they  heard  any 
suspicious  noises  during  the  previous  night?  They  had  heard 
nothing  but  the  pattering  of  the  rain.  Had  I,  lying  awake 
longer  than  either  of  them,  heard  nothing  either?  Nothing! 
Released  from  examination,  Mr.  Franklin  (still  sticking  to 
the  helpless  view  of  our  difficulty)  whispered  to  me:  "That 
man  will  be  of  no  earthly  use  to  us.  Superintendent  Seegrave 
is  an  ass."  Released  in  his  turn,  Mr.  Godfrey  whispered  to 
me:  " Evidently  a  most  competent  person.  Betteredge,  I  have 
the  greatest  faith  in  him!  "  Many  men,  many  opinions,  as  one 
of  the  ancients  said  before  my  time. 

Mr.  Sujjerintendent's  next  proceeding  took  him  back  to  the 
"boudoir"  again,  with  my  daughter  and  me  at  his  heels.  His 
object  was  to  discover  Avhether  any  of  the  furniture  had  been 
moved  during  the  night  out  of  its  customary  place  —  his  pre- 
vious investigation  in  the  room  having,  apparently,  not  gone 
quite  far  enough  to  satisfy  his  mind  on  this  point. 

While  we  were  still  poking  about  among  the  chairs  and  tables 
the  door  of  the  bedroom  was  suddenly  opened.  After  having 
denied  herself  to  everybody.  Miss  Rachel,  to  our  astonishment, 
walked  into  the  midst  of  us  of  her  own  accord.  She  took  up 
her  garden  hat  from  a  chair  and  then  went  straight  to  Penelope 
with  this  question :  — 

XII.— 23 
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"Mr.  Franklin  Blake  sent  you  with  a  message  to  me  this 
morning?" 

"Yes,  miss." 

"He  wished  to  speak  to  me,  didn't  he?" 

"Yes,  miss." 

"  Where  is  he  now  ?  " 

Hearing  voices  on  the  terrace  below,  I  looked  out  of  window 
and  saw  the  two  gentlemen  walking  up  and  down  together. 
Answering  for  my  daughter,  I  said,  "  Mr.  Franklin  is  on  the 
terrace,  miss." 

Without  another  word,  without  heeding  Mr.  Superintend- 
ent, who  tried  to  speak  to  lier,  pale  as  death,  and  wrapped  up 
strangely  in  her  own  thoughts,  she  left  the  room  and  went 
down  to  her  cousins  on  the  terrace. 

It  showed  a  want  of  due  resx)ect,  it  showed  a  breach  of  good 
manners,  on  my  part;  but,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  couldn't  help 
looking  out  of  the  window  when  IMiss  Rachel  met  the  gentle- 
men outside.  She  went  up  to  Mr.  Franklin  without  appearing 
to  notice  IVIr.  Godfrey,  who  thereupon  drew  back,  and  left  them 
by  themselves.  What  she  said  to  Mr.  Franklin  appeared  to  be 
spoken  vehemently.  It  lasted  but  for  a  short  time;  and  (judg- 
ing by  what  I  saw  of  liis  face  from  the  window)  seemed  to 
astonish  him  beyond  all  power  of  expression.  While  the}''  were 
still  together  my  lady  appeared  on  the  terrace.  Miss  Kachel 
saw  her  —  said  a  few  last  words  to  Mr.  Franklin — and  sud- 
denly went  back  into  the  house  again,  before  lier  mother  came 
up  with  her.  My  lady,  surprised  lierself,  and  noticing  Mv. 
Fianklin's  sur})rise,  spoke  to  jiim.  Mr.  Godfrey  joined  them, 
and  spoke  also.  Mr.  Franklin  walked  away  a  little,  between 
the  two  telling  them  what  liad  liappened,  I  suppose;  for  they 
both  stopped  short,  after  taking  a  few  steps,  like  persons  struck 
with  amazement.  I  had  seen  as  much  as  this  Avhen  the  door  of 
the  sitting  room  was  opened  violently.  Miss  llacliel  walked 
swiftly  through  to  her  l)edroom,  wild  and  angiy,  with  fierce 
eyes  and  flaming  cheeks.  Mr.  Superintendent  once  more 
attempted  to  (jnestion  lier.  She  turned  rouiul  on  liim  at  lier 
luidroom  (hjor.  "/  liavo  not  sent  for  you!"  slic  cried  out, 
vehemently.  "7  don't  want  you.  My  Diamond  is  lost. 
Neither  you  nor  anybody  will  ever  find  it!"  With  those 
words  she  went  in,  and  locked  the  door  in  our  faces.  Pe- 
nelope, standing  nearest  to  it,  licard  her  ])urst  out  crying  the 
moment  she  was  alone. 
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In  a  rage  one  moment,  in  tears  the  next!  What  did  it 
mean? 

I  told  the  Superintendent  it  meant  that  Miss  Rachel's  temper 
was  upset  by  the  loss  of  her  jewel.  Being  anxious  for  the  honor 
of  the  family,  it  distressed  me  to  see  my  young  lady  forget  her- 
self —  even  with  a  police  officer  —  and  I  made  the  best  excuse 
I  could,  accordingly.  In  my  own  private  mind  I  was  more 
puzzled  by  Miss  Rachel's  extraordinary  language  and  conduct 
than  words  can  tell.  Taking  what  she  had  said  at  her  bedroom 
door  as  a  guide  to  guess  by,  I  could  only  conclude  that  she  was 
mortally  offended  by  our  sending  for  the  police,  and  that  Mr. 
Franklin's  astonishment  on  the  terrace  was  causr  1  by  her  hav- 
ing expressed  herself  to  him  (as  the  person  chiefl}  'instrumental 
in  fetching  the  police)  to  that  effect.  If  this  guess  was  right, 
wdiy  —  having  lost  her  Diamond  —  should  she  object  to  the 
presence  in  the  house  of  the  very  people  Avhose  business  it  was 
to  recover  it  for  her?  And  how,  in  Heaven's  name,  could  i^he 
know  that  the  Moonstone  would  never  be  found  again? 

As  things  stood  at  present,  no  answer  to  those  questions 
M'as  to  be  hoped  for  from  anj'body  in  the  house.  Mr.  Franklin 
appeared  to  think  it  a  point  of  honor  to  forbear  repeating  to  a 
servant  —  even  to  so  old  a  servant  as  I  was  —  what  Miss  Rachel 
had  said  to  him  on  the  terrace.  Mr.  Godfrey,  who,  as  a  gen- 
tleman and  a  relative,  had  been  probably  admitted  into  Mr. 
Franklin's  confidence,  respected  that  confidence,  as  he  was 
bound  to  do.  My  lady,  who  was  also  in  the  secret  no  doubt, 
and  who  alone  had  access  to  Miss  Rachel,  owned  openly  that 
she  could  make  nothing  of  her.  "You  madden  me  when  you 
talk  of  the  Diamond  1"  All  her  mother's  influence  failed  to 
extract  from  her  a  word  more  than  that. 

Here  we  were,  then,  at  a  deadlock  about  Miss  Rachel  — 
and  at  a  deadlock  about  the  Moonstone.  In  the  first  case, 
my  lady  was  powerless  to  help  us.  In  the  second  (as  you  shall 
presently  judge),  i\Ir.  Seegrave  was  fast  approaching  the  condi- 
tion of  a  superintendent  at  his  wit's  end. 

Having  ferreted  about  all  over  the  "boudoir,"  without  mak- 
ing any  discoveries  among  the  furniture,  our  experienced  officer 
applied  to  me  to  know  whether  the  servants  in  general  were  or 
were  not  acquainted  with  the  place  in  which  the  Diamond  had 
been  put  for  the  night. 

"I  knew  where  it  was  put,  sir,"  I  said,  "to  begin  with. 
Samuel  the  footman  knew  also  —  for  he  was  present  in  the  hall 
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Avhen  they  were  talking  about  where  the  Diamond  was  to  be 
kept  that"  night.  My  daughter  knew,  as  she  has  already  told 
you.  She  or  Samuel  may  have  mentioned  the  thing  to  the  other 
servants  —  or  the  other  servants  may  have  heard  the  talk  for 
themselves,  through  the  side  door  of  the  hall,  which  might 
have  been  open  to  the  back  staircase.  For  all  I  can  tell,  every- 
body in  the  house  may  have  known  where  the  jewel  was  last 

night." 

My  answer  presenting  rather  a  wide  field  for  Mr.  Superin- 
tendent's suspicions  to  range  over,  he  tried  to  narrow  it  by 
asking  about  the  servants'  characters  next. 

I  thought  directly  of  Rosanna  Spearman.  But  it  was  neither 
my  place  nor  my  wish  to  direct  suspicion  against  a  poor  girl 
whose  honesty  had  been  above  all  doubt  as  long  as  I  had  known 
her.  The  matron  at  the  Reformatory  had  reported  her  to  my 
lady  as  a  sincerely  penitent  and  thoroughly  trustworthy  girl. 
It  was  the  Superintendent's  business  to  discover  reason  for  sus- 
pecting her  first  —  and  then,  and  not  till  then,  it  would  be  my 
duty  to  tell  him  how  she  came  into  my  lady's  service.  "All 
our  people  have  excellent  characters,"  I  said.  "And  all  have 
deserved  the  trust  their  mistress  has  placed  in  them."  After 
that  there  was  but  one  thing  left  for  Mr.  Seegrave  to  do  — 
namely,  to  set  to  work  and  tackle  the  servants'  characters  him- 
self. 

One  after  another  they  were  examined.  One  after  another 
they  proved  to  have  nothing  to  say  —  and  said  it  (so  far  as  the 
women  were  concerned)  at  great  length,  and  with  very  angry 
sense  of  the  embargo  laid  on  tlieir  bedrooms.  The  rest  of  them 
being  sent  back  to  their  places  downstairs,  Penelope  was  then 
summoned,  and  examined  separately  a  second  time. 

My  daughter's  little  outbreak  of  temper  in  the  "boudoir," 
and  licr  readiness  to  think  lierself  suspected,  appeared  to  have 
produced  an  unfavorable  impression  on  Superintendent  See- 
grave. It  seemed  also  to  dwell  a  little  on  his  mind  that  she 
liad  Ijeen  the  last  jjcrson  wlio  saw  the  Diamond  at  niglit.  When 
the  second  questioning  was  over  my  girl  came  back  to  me  in  a 
frenzy.  There  was  no  doubt  of  it  any  longer  —  the  police 
officer  liad  almost  as  good  as  told  lier  she  was  the  tliiefl  I 
could  scarcely  believe  him  (taking  Mr.  Franklin's  view)  to  be 
quite  such  an  ass  as  that.  But,  though  lie  said  nothing,  the 
eye  with  which  lie  looked  at  my  daughter  was  not  a  jilcasant 
eye  to  see.     I  laughed  it  off  witli  Penelope,  as  somctliing  too 
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ridiculous  to  be  treated  seriously  —  which  it  certainly  was. 
Secretly,  I  am  afraid  I  was  foolish  enough  to  be  angry  too.  It 
was  a  little  trying  —  it  was  indeed.  My  girl  sat  down  in  a 
corner  with  her  apron  over  her  head,  quite  broken-hearted. 
Foolish  of  her,  you  will  say;  she  might  have  waited  till  he 
openly  accused  her.  Well,  being  a  man  of  just  and  equal 
temper,  I  admit  that.  Still  Mr.  Superintendent  might  have 
remembered  —  never  mind  what  he  might  have  remembered. 
The  devil  take  him! 

The  next  and  last  step  in  the  investigation  brought  matters, 
as  they  say,  to  a  crisis.  The  officer  had  an  interview  (at  which 
I  was  present)  with  my  lady.  After  informing  her  that  the 
Diamond  must  have  been  taken  by  somebody  in  the  house,  he 
requested  permission  for  himself  and  his  men  to  search  the  ser- 
vants' rooms  and  boxes  on  the  spot.  My  good  mistress,  like 
the  generous,  high-bred  woman  she  was,  refused  to  let  us  be 
treated  like  thieves.  "I  will  never  consent  to  make  such  a 
return  as  that, "she  said,  "for  all  I  owe  to  the  faithful  servants 
who  are  employed  in  my  house." 

Mr.  Superintendent  made  his  boAV,  with  a  look  in  my  direc- 
tion, which  said  plainly,  "  Why  employ  me  if  you  are  to  tie  my 
hands  in  this  way?"  As  head  of  the  servants,  I  felt  directly 
that  we  were  bound,  in  justice  to  all  parties,  not  to  profit  by 
our  mistress'  generosity.  "We  gratefully  thank  your  lady- 
ship," I  said:  "but  we  ask  permission  to  do  what  is  right  in 
this  matter  by  giving  up  our  keys.  When  Gabriel  Betteredge 
sets  the  example,"  says  I,  stopping  Superintendent  Seegrave  at 
the  door,  "  the  rest  of  the  servants  will  follow,  I  promise  you. 
There  are  my  keys  to  begin  with !  "  My  lady  took  me  by  the 
hand,  and  thanked  me  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  Lord!  what 
would  I  not  have  given  at  that  moment,  for  the  privilege  of 
knocking  Superintendent  Seegrave  down! 

As  I  had  promised  for  them,  the  other  servants  followed  my 
lead,  sorely  against  the  grain,  of  course,  but  all  taking  the  view 
that  I  took.  The  women  were  a  sight  to  see,  while  the  police 
officers  were  rummaging  among  their  things.  The  cook  looked 
as  if  she  could  grill  Mr.  Superintendent  alive  on  a  furnace,  and 
the  other  women  looked  as  if  they  could  eat  him  when  he  was 
done. 

The  search  over,  and  no  Diamond  or  sign  of  a  Diamond 
being  found,  of  course,  anywhere.  Superintendent  Seegrave 
retired  to  mj  little  room  to  consider  with  himself  what  he  was 
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to  do  next.  He  and  his  men  had  now  been  hours  in  the  house, 
and  had  not  advanced  us  one  inch  toward  a  discovery  of  how 
the  Moonstone  had  been  taken,  or  of  whom  we  were  to  suspect 

as  the  thief. 

******* 

Breakfast  had  not  been  over  long  wdien  a  telegram  from 
Mr.  Blake,  the  elder,  arrived  in  answer  to  his  son.  It  informed 
us  that  he  had  laid  hands  (by  help  of  his  friend  the  Commis- 
sioner) on  the  right  man  to  help  us.  The  name  of  him  was 
Sergeant  Cuff,  and  the  arrival  of  him  from  London  might  be 
expected  by  the  morning  train. 

At  reading  the  name  of  the  new  police  officer  Mr.  Franklin 
gave  a  start.  It  seems  that  he  had  heard  some  curious  anec- 
dotes about  Sergeant  Cuff  from  his  father's  lawyer  during  his 
stay  in  London.  "  I  begin  to  hope  we  are  seeing  the  end  of 
our  anxieties  already,"  he  said.  "If  half  the  stories  I  have 
heard  are  true,  Avhen  it  comes  to  unraveling  a  mj^stery  there 
isn't  the  equal  in  England  of  Sergeant  Cuff!  " 

We  all  got  excited  and  impatient  as  the  time  drew  near  for 
the  appearance  of  this  renowned  and  capable  character.  Super- 
intendent Seegrave,  returning  to  us  at  his  appointed  time,  and 
liearing  that  the  Sergeant  was  expected,  instantly  shut  himself 
up  in  a  room,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  to  make  notes  of  the 
report  which  would  be  certainly  expected  from  him.  I  should 
liave  liked  to  have  gone  to  the  station  myself  to  fetch  the  Ser- 
geant. But  my  lady's  carriage  and  horses  were  not  to  be 
thought  of,  even  for  the  celebrated  Cuff;  and  the  pony  chaise 
was  required  later  for  Mr.  Godfrey.  He  deeply  regretted  being 
obliged  to  leave  his  aunt  at  such  an  anxious  time ;  and  lie  kindly 
put  off  the  hour  of  his  departure  till  as  late  as  the  last  train, 
for  the  purpose  of  hearing  what  the  clever  London  police  ollicor 
tliought  of  the  case.  But  on  Friday  night  he  nuist  be  in  town, 
having  a  Ladies'  Charity,  in  difficulties,  waiting  to  consult 
him  on  Saturday  morning. 

When  the  time  came  for  the  Sergeant's  arrival  I  went  down 
to  the  gate  to  look  out  for  him. 

A  fly  from  tlic  railway  drove  up  as  I  reached  the  lodge;  and 
out  got  a  gri/zled,  elderly  man,  so  miserabl}'  lean  that  he  looked 
as  if  he  liad  not  got  an  ounce  of  llcsh  on  liis  l)ones  in  any  part 
of  liim.  He  was  dressed  all  in  decent  l)lack,  with  a  white  cravat 
round  his  neck.  His  face  was  as  sharp  as  a  hatchet,  and  the 
skin  of  it  was  as  yellow  and  dry  and  withered  as  an  autumn 
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leaf.  His  eyes,  of  a  steely  lij^^ht  gray,  had  a  very  disconcerting 
trick,  when  they  encountered  your  eyes,  of  looking  as  if  they 
expected  something  more  from  you  than  you  were  aware  of 
yourself.  Plis  walk  was  soft;  his  voice  was  melancholy;  his 
long  lanky  fingers  were  hooked  like  claws.  He  might  liave 
l)een  a  parson,  or  an  undertaker,  or  anything  else  you  like, 
except  what  he  really  was.  A  more  complete  opposite  to 
Superintendent  Seegrave  than  Sergeant  Cuff,  and  a  less  com- 
forting officer  to  look  at  for  a  family  in  distress,  I  defy  you  to 
discover,  search  where  you  may. 

"  Is  this  Lady  Verinder's  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"I  am  Sergeant  Cuff." 

"This  way,  sir,  if  you  j)lease." 

On  our  road  to  the  house  I  mentioned  my  name  and  position 
in  the  family  to  satisfy  him  that  he  might  speak  to  me  about 
the  business  on  which  my  lady  was  to  employ  him.  Not  a  word 
did  he  say  about  the  business,  however,  for  all  that.  He  ad- 
mired the  grounds,  and  remarked  that  he  felt  the  sea  air  very 
brisk  and  refreshing.  I  privately  wondered,  on  my  side,  how 
the  celebrated  Cuff  had  got  his  reputation.  We  reached  the 
house  in  the  temper  of  two  strange  dogs  coupled  up  together 
for  the  first  time  in  their  lives  by  the  same  chain. 

Asking  for  my  lady,  and  hearing  that  she  was  in  one  of  the 
conservatories,  we  went  round  to  the  garden  at  the  back  and 
sent  a  servant  to  seek  her.  While  we  were  waiting  Sergeant 
Cuff  looked  through  the  evergreen  arch  on  our  left,  spied  out 
our  rosary,  and  walked  straight  in,  with  the  first  appearance  of 
anything  like  interest  that  he  had  shown  yet.  To  the  gar- 
dener's astonishment,  and  to  my  disgust,  this  celebrated  police- 
man proved  to  be  quite  a  mine  of  learning  on  the  trumpery 
subject  of  rose  gardens. 

"Ah,  you've  got  the  right  exposure  here  to  the  south  and 
sou' west,"  says  the  Sergeant,  with  a  wag  of  his  grizzled  head, 
and  a  streak  of  pleasure  in  his  melancholy  voice.  "This  is  the 
shape  for  a  rosary  —  nothing  like  a  circle  set  in  a  square.  Yes, 
yes ;  with  walks  between  all  the  beds.  But  they  oughtn't  to 
be  gravel  walks  like  these.  Grass,  Mr.  Gardener  —  grass 
walks  between  your  roses ;  gravel's  too  hard  for  them.  That's 
a  sweet  pretty  bed  of  white  roses  and  blush  roses.  They  always 
mix  well  together,  don't  they?  Here's  the  white  musk  rose, 
Mr.   Betteredge  —  our  old  English  rose  holding  up   its  head 
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along  with  the  best  and  the  newest  of  them.  Pretty  dear ! " 
says  the  Sergeant,  fondling  the  musk  rose  with  his  lanky  fin- 
gers, and  speaking  to  it  as  if  he  was  speaking  to  a  child.  This 
was  a  nice  sort  of  man  to  recover  Miss  Rachel's  Diamond,  and 
to  find  out  the  thief  who  stole  it! 

"You  seem  to  be  fond  of  roses,  Sergeant?"  I  remarked. 

"I  haven't  much  time  to  be  fond  of  anything,"  says  Ser- 
geant Cuff.  "  But  when  I  have  a  moment's  fondness  to  bestow, 
most  times,  Mr.  Betteredge,  the  roses  get  it.  I  began  my  life 
among  them  in  my  father's  nursery  garden,  and  I  shall  end  my 
life  among  them  if  I  can.  Yes.  One  of  these  days  (please 
God)  1  shall  retire  from  catching  thieves,  and  try  my  hand  at 
growing  roses.  There  will  be  grass  walks,  Mr.  Gardener,  be- 
tween my  beds,"  says  the  Sergeant,  on  whose  mind  the  gravel 
paths  of  a  rosary  seemed  to  dwell  unpleasantly. 

"It  seems  an  odd  taste,  sir,"  I  ventured  to  say,  "for  a  man 
in  5'our  line  of  life." 

"  If  you  will  look  about  you  (which  most  people  won't  do)," 
says  Sergeant  Cuff,  "you  will  see  that  the  nature  of  a  man's 
tastes  is,  most  times,  as  opposite  as  possible  to  the  nature  of  a 
man's  business.  Show  me  any  two  things  more  opposite  one 
from  the  other  than  a  rose  and  a  thief,  and  I'll  correct  my  tastes 
accordingly  —  if  it  isn't  too  late  at  my  time  of  life.  You  find 
the  damask  rose  a  goodish  stock  for  most  of  the  tender  sorts, 
don't  you,  Mr.  Gardener?  Ah!  I  thought  so.  Here's  a  lady 
coming.     Is  it  Lady  Verinder?" 

He  had  seen  her  before  either  I  or  the  gardener  had  seen  her 
—  though  we  knew  which  way  to  look,  and  he  didn't.  I  began 
to  think  him  rather  a  quicker  man  than  he  appeared  to  be  at 
fust  sight. 

The  Sergeant's  appearance,  or  the  Sergeant's  errand  —  one 
or  both  —  seemed  to  cause  my  lady  some  little  embarrassment. 
She  was,  for  the  first  time  in  all  my  experience  of  her,  at  a  loss 
what  to  say  at  an  interview  with  a  stranger.  Sergeant  Cuff 
])Ut  her  at  her  ease  directly.  He  asked  if  any  other  person  had 
Ijeen  employed  about  the  rol)bery  before  we  sent  for  liim;  and 
hearing  that  another  person  had  been  called  in,  and  was  now  in 
the  liouse,  begged  leave  to  spe;ik  to  him  before  anything  else 
was  done. 

My  lady  led  the  way  back.  Before  he  followed  her,  the 
Sergeant  relieved  his  mind  on  ihe  subject  of  the  gravel  walks 
by  a  parting  word  to  tlie  gardener.     "Get  her  hidyship  to  try 


THE   MOONSTONE.  5721 

grass, "  lie  8aid,  with  a  sour  look  at  the  i)aths.      "No  gravel!  no 
gravel  I  " 

Why  Superintendent  Seegrave  should  have  aj^peared  to  be 
several  sizes  smaller  than  life,  on  being  presented  to  Sergeant 
Cuff,  I  can't  undertake  to  explain.  I  can  only  state  the  fact. 
They  retired  together,  and  remained  a  weary  long  time  shut 
up  from  all  mortal  intrusion.  When  they  came  out  Mr.  Super- 
intendent was  excited  and  Mr.  Sergeant  was  yawning. 

"The  Sergeant  wishes  to  see  Miss  Verinder's  sitting  room," 
says  Mr.  Seegrave,  addressing  me  with  great  pomp  and  eager- 
ness. "  The  Sergeant  may  have  some  questions  to  ask.  Attend 
the  Sergeant,  if  you  please!  " 

While  I  was  being  ordered  about  in  this  way,  I  looked  at 
the  great  Cuff.  The  great  Cuff,  on  his  side,  looked  at  Superin- 
tendent Seegrave  in  that  quietly  expecting  way  which  I  have 
already  noticed.  I  can't  affirm  that  he  was  on  the  watch  for 
his  brother  officer's  speedy  appearance  in  the  character  of  an 
Ass  —  I  can  only  say  that  I  strongly  suspected  it. 

I  led  the  way  upstairs.  The  Sergeant  went  softly  all  over 
the  Indian  cabinet  and  all  over  the  "  boudoir " ;  asking  ques- 
tions (occasionally  only  of  Mr.  Superintendent,  and  continually 
of  me),  the  drift  of  which  I  believe  to  have  been  equally  unin- 
telligible to  both  of  us.  In  due  time  his  course  brought  him 
to  the  door,  and  put  him  face  to  face  with  the  decorative  paint- 
ing that  you  know  of.  He  laid  one  lean  inquiring  finger  on 
the  small  smear,  just  under  the  lock,  M^hich  Superintendent 
Seegrave  had  already  noticed,  when  he  reproved  the  women 
servants  for  all  crowding  together  into  the  room. 

"That's  a  pity,  "says  Sergeant  Cuff.     "How  did  it  happen?" 

He  put  the  question  to  me.  I  answered  that  the  women 
servants  had  crowded  into  the  room  on  the  previous  morning, 
and  that  some  of  their  petticoats  had  done  the  mischief. 
"Superintendent  Seegrave  ordered  them  out,  sir,"  I  added, 
"before  they  did  any  more  harm." 

"Right!"  says  Mr.  Superintendent,  in  his  military  way. 
"I  ordered  them  out.  The  petticoats  did  it.  Sergeant  —  the 
petticoats  did  it." 

"  Did  you  notice  which  petticoat  did  it  ? "  asked  Sergeant 
Cuff,  still  addressing  himself,  not  to  his  brother  officer,  but  to 
me.     "No,  sir." 

He  turned  to  Superintendent  Seegrave  upon  that,  and  said, 
"  You  noticed,  I  suppose  ?  " 
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Mr.  Superintendent  looked  a  little  taken  aback;  but  he 
made  the  best  of  it.  "I  can't  charge  my  memory,  Sergeant," 
he  said,  "a  mere  trifle  —  a  mere  trifle." 

Sergeant  Cuff  looked  at  Mr.  Seegrave  as  he  had  looked  at 
the  gravel  walks  in  the  rosary,  and  gave  us,  in  his  melancholy 
way,  the  first  taste  of  his  quality  which  we  had  had  yet. 

"I  made  a  private  inquiry  last  week,  Mr.  Superintendent," 
he  said.  "At  one  end  of  the  inquiry  there  was  a  murder,  and 
at  the  other  end  there  was  a  spot  of  ink  on  a  tablecloth  that 
nobody  could  account  for.  In  all  my  experience  along  the 
dirtiest  ways  of  this  dirty  little  world,  I  have  never  met  with 
such  a  thing  as  a  trifle  yet.  Before  we  go  a  step  farther  in 
this  business,  we  must  see  the  petticoat  that  made  the  smear, 
and  we  must  know  for  certain  when  that  paint  was  wet." 

Mr.  Superintendent  —  taking  his  setdown  rather  sulkily  — 
asked  if  he  should  summon  the  women.  Sergeant  Cuff,  after 
considering  a  minute,  sighed,  and  shook  his  head. 

"No,"  he  said,  "we'll  take  the  matter  of  the  paint  fii*st. 
It's  a  question  of  Yes  or  No  with  the  paint  —  which  is  short. 
It's  a  question  of  petticoats  with  the  women  —  which  is  long. 
What  o'clock  was  it  when  the  servants  were  in  this  room  yes- 
terday morning?  Eleven  o'clock  —  eh?  Is  there  anybody  in 
the  house  who  knows  whether  that  paint  was  wet  or  dry,  at 
eleven  yesterday  morning?" 

"Her  ladyship's  nephew,  Mr.  Franklin  Blake,  knows,"  I 
said. 

"Is  the  gentleman  in  the  house?" 

Mr.  Franklin  was  as  close  at  hand  as  could  be  —  waiting 
for  his  first  chance  of  being  introduced  to  the  great  Cuff.  In 
half  a  minute  he  was  in  the  room,  and  was  giving  his  evidence 
as  follows :  — 

"That  door.  Sergeant,"  he  said,  "has  been  painted  by  Miss 
Verinder,  under  my  inspection,  with  my  help,  and  in  a  vehicle 
of  my  own  composition.  The  vehicle  dries  whatever  colors 
may  be  used  with  it  in  twelve  hours." 

"Do  you  remember  when  the  smeared  bit  was  done,  sir?" 
asked  tlie  Sergeant. 

"Perfectly,"  answered  Mr.  Franklin.  "Tiiat  was  the  last 
morsel  of  the  door  to  be  finished.  We  wanted  to  get  it  done 
on  Wednesday  last,  and  I  myself  completed  it  by  three  in  the 
afternoon,  or  soon  after." 

"  Tf)-day  is  Friday,"  said  Sergeant  Cuff,  addressing  himself 
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to  Superintendent  Seegrave.  "Let  us  reckon  back,  sir.  At 
three  on  Wednesday  afternoon,  that  bit  of  the  painting  was 
completed.  The  vehicle  dried  it  in  twelve  hours  —  that  is  to 
say,  dried  it  by  three  o'clock  on  Thursday  morning.  At  eleven 
on  Thursday  morning  you  held  your  inquiry  here.  Take  three 
from  eleven,  and  eight  remains.  That  paint  had  been  eight 
hours  dry,  Mr.  Superintendent,  when  you  supposed  that  the 
women  servants'  petticoats  smeared  it." 

First  knockdown  blow  for  Mr.  Seegrave!  If  he  had  not 
suspected  poor  Penelope,  I  should  have  pitied  him. 

Having  settled  the  question  of  the  paint,  Sergeant  Cuff, 
from  that  moment,  gave  his  brother  officer  up  as  a  bad  job  — 
and  addressed  himself  to  Mr.  Franklin,  as  the  more  promising 
assistant  of  the  two. 

"It's  quite  on  the  cards,  sir,"  he  said,  "that  you  have  put 
the  clew  into  our  hands." 

As  the  words  passed  his  lips  the  bedroom  door  opened  and 
Miss  Rachel  came  out  among  us  suddenly. 

She  addressed  herself  to  the  Sergeant,  without  appearing  to 
notice  (or  to  heed)  that  he  was  a  perfect  stranger  to  her. 

"Did  you  say,"  she  asked,  pointing  to  Mr.  Franklin,  "that 
he  had  put  the  clew  into  your  hands  ?  " 

("  This  is  Miss  Verinder,"  I  whispered  behind  the  Sergeant.) 

"That  gentleman,  miss,"  says  the  Sergeant,  with  his  steely 
gray  eyes  carefully  studying  my  young  lady's  face  —  "has  pos- 
sibly put  the  clew  into  our  hands." 

She  turned  for  one  moment,  and  tried  to  look  at  Mr.  Frank- 
lin. I  say  tried,  for  she  suddenly  looked  away  again  before 
their  eyes  met.  There  seemed  to  be  some  strange  disturbance  in 
her  mind.  She  colored  up,  and  then  she  turned  pale  again. 
With  the  paleness  there  came  a  new  look  into  her  face,  a  look 
which  it  startled  me  to  see. 

"Having  answered  your  question,  miss," says  the  Sergeant, 
"  I  beg  leave  to  make  an  inquiry  in  my  turn.  There  is  a  smear 
on  the  painting  of  your  door  here.  Do  you  happen  to  know 
when  it  was  done?  or  who  did  it?" 

Instead  of  making  any  reply.  Miss  Rachel  went  on  with  her 
questions  as  if  he  had  not  spoken,  or  as  if  she  had  not  heard 
him. 

"Are  you  another  police  officer?"  she  asked. 

"I  am  Sergeant  Cuff,  miss,  of  the  Detective  Police." 

"Do  you  think  a  young  lady's  advice  worth  having?" 
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"I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  it,  miss." 

"Do  your  duty  by  yourself  —  and  don't  allow  Mr.  Franklin 
Blake  to  help  you." 

She  said  those  words  so  spitefully,  so  savagely,  with  such 
an  extraordinary  outbreak  of  ill  will  toward  Mr.  Franklin,  in 
her  voice  and  her  look,  that  —  though  I  had  known  her  from  a 
baby,  though  I  loved  and  honored  her  next  to  my  lady  herself 
—  I  was  ashamed  of  Miss  Rachel  for  the  first  time  in  my  life. 

Sergeant  Cuff's  immovable  eyes  never  stirred  from  off  her 
face.  "  Thank  you,  miss,"  he  said.  "  Do  you  happen  to  know 
anything  about  the  smear  ?  Might  you  have  done  it  by  accident 
yourself?" 

"I  know  nothing  about  the  smear." 

With  that  answer  she  turned  away,  and  shut  herself  up 
again  in  her  bedroom.  This  time  I  heard  her  —  as  Penelope 
had  heard  her  before  —  burst  out  crying  as  soon  as  she  was 
alone  again. 

I  couldn't  bring  myself  to  look  at  the  Sergeant;  I  looked  at 
Mr.  Franklin,  who  stood  nearest  to  me.  He  seemed  to  be  even 
more  sorely  distressed  at  what  had  passed  than  I  was. 

"I  told  you  I  was  uneasy  about  her,"  he  said.  "And  now 
you  see  why." 

"  Miss  Verinder  appears  to  be  a  little  out  of  temper  about 
the  loss  of  her  Diamond,"  remarked  the  Sergeant.  "It's  a 
valuable  jewel.     Natural  enough!  natural  enough!" 

Here  was  the  excuse  that  I  had  made  for  her  (when  she  for- 
got herself  before  Superintendent  Seegrave,  on  the  previous 
day)  being  made  for  her  over  again,  by  a  man  who  couldn't 
have  had  my  interest  in  making  it  — for  he  was  a  perfect 
stranger!  A  kind  of  cold  shudder  ran  through  me,  which  I 
couldn't  account  for  at  the  time.  I  know  now  that  I  must 
have  got  my  first  suspicion,  at  that  moment,  of  a  new  light  (and 
a  horrid  light)  having  suddenly  fallen  on  the  case,  in  the  mind 
of  Sergeant  Cuff —  purely  and  entirely  in  consequence  of  what 
he  had  seen  in  Miss  Rachel,  at  that  first  interview  between 

them.  .    ^^ 

"A  young  lady's  tongue  is  a  privileged  member,  sir,  said 
the  Sergeant  to  Mr.  Franklin.  "  Let  us  forget  what  has  passed, 
and  go  straight  on  with  tliis  business.  Thanks  to  you,  we  know 
when  the  paint  was  dry.  The  next  thing  to  discover  is  when 
the  paint  was  last  seen  without  tliat  smear.  You  have  got  a 
head  on  your  slioulders  —  and  you  understand  what  I  mean." 
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Mr.  Franklin  composed  himself,  and  came  back  with  an 
effort  from  Miss  Rachel  to  the  matter  in  hand. 

"I  think  I  do  understand,"  he  said.  "The  more  we  nar- 
row the  question  of  time,  the  more  we  also  narrow  the  field  of 
inquiry." 

"That's  it,  sir,"  said  the  Sergeant.  "Did  you  notice  your 
work  here  on  the  Wednesday  afternoon,  after  you  had  done  it?" 

Mr.  Franklin  shook  his  head  and  answered,  "1  can't  say  I 
did." 

"Did  you?''  inquired  Sergeant  Cuff,  turning  to  me. 

"I  can't  say  I  did,  either,  sir." 

"Who  was  the  last  person  in  the  room,  the  last  thing  on 
Wednesday  night?" 

"Miss  Rachel,  I  suppose,  sir." 

Mr.  Franklin  struck  in  there.  "  Or  possibly  your  daughter, 
Betteredge."  He  turned  to  Sergeant  Cuff,  and  explained  that 
my  daughter  was  Miss  Verinder's  maid. 

"  Mr.  Betteredge,  ask  your  daughter  to  step  up.  Stop !  " 
says  the  Sergeant,  taking  me  away  to  the  window,  out  of  ear- 
shot. "Your  Superintendent  here,"  he  went  on,  in  a  whisper, 
"has  made  a  pretty  full  report  to  me  of  the  manner  in  which 
he  has  managed  this  case.  Among  other  things  he  has,  by  his 
own  confession,  set  the  servants'  backs  up.  It's  very  impor- 
tant to  smooth  them  down  again.  Tell  your  daughter,  and  tell 
the  rest  of  them,  these  two  things  with  my  compliments :  First, 
that  I  have  no  evidence  before  me  yet  that  the  Diamond  has 
been  stolen;  I  only  know  that  the  Diamond  has  been  lost. 
Second,  that  my  business  here  with  the  servants  is  simply  to 
ask  them  to  lay  their  heads  together  and  help  me  to  find  it." 

My  experience  of  the  women  servants,  when  Superintendent 
Seegrave  laid  his  embargo  on  their  rooms,  came  in  handy  here. 

"  May  1  make  so  bold,  Sergeant,  as  to  tell  the  women  a  third 
thing?"  I  asked.  "Are  they  free  (with  your  compliments)  to 
fidget  up  and  down  stairs,  and  whisk  in  and  out  of  their  bed- 
rooms, if  the  fit  takes  them?" 

"Perfectly  free,"  says  the  Sergeant. 

"  That  will  smooth  them  down,  sir,"  I  remarked,  "from  the 
cook  to  the  scullion." 

"Go  and  do  it  at  once,  Mr.  Betteredge." 
I  did  it  in  less  than  five  minutes.     There  was  only  one 
difficulty  when  I  came  to  the  bit  about  the  bedi'ooms.     It  took 
a  pretty  stiff  exertion  of  my  authority,  as  chief,  to  prevent  the 
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whole  of  the  female  household  from  following  me  and  Penelope 
upstairs,  in  the  character  of  volunteer  witnesses  in  a  burning 
fever  of  anxiety  to  help  Sergeant  Cuff. 

The  Sergeant  seemed  to  approve  of  Penelope.  He  became 
a  trifle  less  dreary;  and  he  looked  much  as  he  had  looked  when 
he  noticed  the  white  musk  rose  in  the  flower  garden.  Here  is 
my  daughter's  evidence,  as  drawn  off  from  her  by  the  Sergeant. 
She  gave  it,  I  think,  very  prettily  —  but  there!  she  is  m}' child 
all  over;  nothing  of  her  mother  in  her;  Lord  bless  you,  nothing 
of  her  mother  in  her ! 

Penelope  examined:  Took  a  lively  interest  in  the  painting 
on  the  door,  having  helped  to  mix  the  colors.  Noticed  the  bit 
of  work  under  the  lock,  because  it  was  the  last  bit  done.  Had 
seen  it  some  hours  afterward,  without  a  smear.  Had  left  it,  as 
late  as  twelve  at  night,  without  a  smear.  Had,  at  that  hour, 
wished  her  3^oung  lady  good  night  in  the  bedroom;  liad  heard 
the  clock  strike  in  the  "boudoir";  had  her  hand  at  the  time 
on  the  handle  of  the  painted  door;  knew  the  paint  was  wet 
(having  helped  to  mix  the  colors,  as  aforesaid);  took  particu- 
lar pains  not  to  touch  it;  could  swear  that  she  held  up  the 
skirts  of  her  dress,  and  that  there  was  no  smear  on  the  paint 
then;  could  not  swear  that  her  dress  mightn't  have  touched  it 
accidentally  in  going  out;  remembered  the  dress  she  had  on 
because  it  was  new,  a  present  from  Miss  Rachel;  her  father 
remembered,  and  could  speak  to  it,  too;  could,  and  would,  and 
did  fetcli  it;  dress  recognized  by  her  father  as  the  dress  she 
wore  that  night;  skirts  examined,  a  long  job  from  the  size  of 
them ;  not  the  ghost  of  a  paint  stain  discovered  anywhere.  End 
of  Penelope's  evidence  —  and  very  pretty  and  convincing,  too. 
Signed,  Gabriel  Betteredge. 

The  Sergeant's  next  proceeding  was  to  question  me  about 
any  large  dogs  in  the  house  who  might  have  got  into  the  room, 
and  done  the  mischief  with  a  whisk  of  their  tails.  Hearing 
tliat  this  was  impossible,  he  next  sent  for  a  magnifying  glass, 
and  tried  how  the  smear  looked,  seen  that  way.  No  skin  mark 
(as  of  human  hand)  printed  off  on  the  paint.  All  the  signs 
visible  —  signs  which  told  that  the  paint  had  been  smeared  by 
sf)mc  loose  article  of  somebody's  dress  touching  it  in  going  by. 
That  somebody  (putting  together  Penelope's  evidence  and  Mr. 
Franklin's  evidence)  must  have  been  in  the  room,  and  done  the 
mischief,  between  midnight  and  tliree  o'clock  on  the  Thursday 
morning. 
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Having  brought  his  investigation  to  this  point,  Sergeant 
Cuff  discovered  that  such  a  person  as  Superintendent  Seegrave 
was  still  left  in  the  room,  upon  which  he  summed  up  the  pro- 
ceedings for  his  brother  officer's  benefit  as  follows:  — 

"This  trifle, of  yours,  Mr.  Superintendent,"  says  the  Ser- 
geant, pointing  to  the  place  on  the  door,  "  has  grown  a  little 
in  importance  since  you  noticed  it  last.  At  the  present  stage 
of  the  inquiry  there  are,  as  I  take  it,  three  discoveries  to  make, 
starting  from  that  smear.  Find  out  (first)  whether  there  is  any 
article  of  dress  in  this  house  with  the  smear  of  the  paint  on  it. 
Find  out  (second)  who  that  dress  belongs  to.  Find  out  (third) 
how  the  person  can  account  for  having  been  in  this  room,  and 
smeared  the  paint,  between  midnight  and  three  in  the  morning. 
If  the  person  can't  satisfy  you,  you  haven't  far  to  look  for  the 
hand  that  has  got  the  Diamond.  I'll  work  this  by  myself,  if 
you  please,  and  detain  you  no  longer  from  your  regular  business 
in  town.  You  have  got  one  of  your  men  here,  1  see.  Leave 
him  here  at  my  disposal,  in  case  I  want  him  —  and  allow  me  to 
wish  you  good  morning." 

Superintendent  Seegrave's  respect  for  the  Sergeant  was 
great ;  but  his  respect  for  himself  was  greater  still.  Hit  hard 
by  the  celebrated  Cuff,  he  hit  back  smartly,  to  the  best  of  his 
ability,  on  leaving  the  room. 

"I  have  abstained  from  expressing  any  opinion,  so  far,"  says 
Mr.  Superintendent,  with  his  military  voice  still  in  good  work- 
ing order.  "  I  have  now  only  one  remark  to  offer,  on  leaving 
this  case  in  your  hands.  There  is  such  a  thing.  Sergeant,  as 
making  a  mountain  out  of  a  molehill.      Good  morning." 

"There  is  also  such  a  thing  as  making  nothing  out  of  a 
molehill,  in  consequence  of  your  head  being  too  high  to  see 
it."  Having  returned  his  brother  officer's  compliment  in  those 
terms,  Sergeant  Cuff  wheeled  about,  and  walked  away  to  the 
window  by  himself. 

]\Ir.  Franklin  and  I  waited  to  see  what  was  coming  next. 
The  Seroreant  stood  at  the  window,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  looking  out,  and  whistling  the  tune  of  "The  Last  Rose 
of  Summer  "  softly  to  himself.  Later  in  the  proceedings,  I  dis- 
covered that  he  only  forgot  his  manners  so  far  as  to  whistle, 
when  his  mind  was  hard  at  work,  seeing  its  way  inch  by  inch 
to  its  own  private  ends,  on  which  occasions  "  The  Last  Rose  of 
Summer  "  evidently  helped  and  encouraged  him.  I  suppose  it 
fitted  in  somehow  with  his  character.     It  reminded  him,  you 
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see,  of  his  favorite  roses,  and  as  he  whistled  it,  it  was  the  most 
melancholy  tune  going. 

Turning  from  the  Avindow,  after  a  minute  or  two,  the  Ser- 
geant walked  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  stopped  there, 
deep  in  thought,  with  his  eyes  on  Miss  Rachel's  bedroom  door. 
After  a  little  he  roused  himself,  nodded  his  head,  as  much  as 
to  say,  "That  will  do!"  and,  addressing  me,  asked  for  ten 
minutes'  conversation  with  my  mistress,  at  her  ladyship's  ear- 
liest convenience. 

Leaving  the  room  with  this  message,  I  heard  Mr.  Franklin 
ask  the  Sergeant  a  question,  and  stopped  to  hear  the  answer 
also  at  the  threshold  of  the  door. 

"Can  you  guess  yet,"  inquired  Mr.  Franklin,  "who  has 
stolen  the  Diamond?" 

'"'' Nobody  has  stolen  the  Diamond,^^  answered  Sergeant  Cuff. 

We  both  started  at  this  extraordinary  view  of  the  case,  and 
both  earnestly  begged  him  to  tell  us  what  he  meant. 

"Wait  a  little,"  said  the  Sergeant.  "The  pieces  of  the 
puzzle  are  not  put  together  yet." 

I  found  my  lady  in  her  sitting  room.  She  started  and 
looked  annoyed  when  I  mentioned  that  Sergeant  Cuff  wished 
to  speak  to  her. 

'"'' Must  I  see  him?"  she  asked.  "Can't  you  represent  me, 
Gabriel?" 

I  felt  at  a  loss  to  understand  this,  and  showed  it  plainly,  I 
suppose,  in  my  face.  My  lady  was  so  good  as  to  explain  her- 
self. 

"I  am  afraid  my  nerves  are  a  little  shaken,"  she  said. 
"There  is  something  in  that  police  officer  from  London  which 
I  recoil  from  —  I  don't  know  why.  I  have  a  presentiment  that 
he  is  bringing  trouble  and  misery  with  him  into  the  house. 
Very  foolish  and  very  unlike  me  —  but  so  it  is." 

I  liardly  knew  wliat  to  say  to  this.  Tiic  more  I  saw  of  Ser- 
geant Cuff  the  better  I  liked  him.  My  lady  rallied  a  little  after 
having  opened  her  heart  to  me  —  being  naturally  a  woman  of  a 
high  f'onragn,  as  T  have  already  told  you. 

"If  I  must  see  liini,  I  nuist,"  she  said.  "But  I  can't  pre- 
vail on  myself  to  see  him  alone,  liring  him  in,  Gabriel,  and 
stay  here  as  long  as  he  stays." 

This  was  the  first  attack  of  the  megrims  that  I  remembered 
in  my  mistress  since  tlie  time  wlu-ii  sjie  Avas  a  young  girl.  I 
went  back  to  the  "boudoir."     Mr.  Franklin  strolled  out  into 
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the  garden,  and  joined  Mr.  Godfrey,  whose  time  for  departure 
was  now  drawing  near.  Sergeant  Cuff  and  I  went  straight  to 
my  mistress'  room. 

I  declare  my  lady  turned  a  shade  paler  at  the  sight  of  him! 
She  commanded  herself,  however,  in  other  respects,  and  asked 
the  Sergeant  if  he  had  any  objection  to  my  being  present.  She 
was  as  good  as  to  add  that  I  was  her  trusted  adviser  as  well  as 
her  old  servant,  and  that  in  anything  which  related  to  the 
household  I  was  the  person  whom  it  might  be  most  profitable 
to  consult.  The  Sergeant  politely  answered  that  he  would 
take  my  presence  as  a  favor,  having  something  to  sa}^  about  the 
servants  in  general,  and  having  found  my  experience  in  that 
quarter  already  of  some  use  to  him.  My  lady  pointed  to  two 
chairs,  and  we  set  in  for  our  conference  immediately. 

"I  have  already  formed  an  opinion  on  this  case,"  says  Ser- 
geant Cuff,  "which  I  beg  your  ladyship's  permission  to  keep 
to  myself  for  the  present.  My  business  now  is  to  mention 
what  I  have  discovered  upstairs  in  Miss  Verinder's  sitting 
room  and  what  I  have  decided  (with  your  ladyship's  leave)  on 
doing  next." 

He  then  went  into  the  matter  of  the  smear  on  the  paint,  and 
stated  the  conclusions  he  drew  from  it  —  just  as  he  had  stated 
them  (only  with  greater  respect  of  language)  to  Superintendent 
Seegrave.  "One  thing,"  he  said  in  conclusion,  "is  certain. 
The  Diamond  is  missing  out  of  the  drawer  in  the  cabinet. 
Another  thing  is  next  for  certain.  The  marks  from  the  smear 
on  the  door  must  be  on  some  article  of  dress  belonging  to  some- 
body in  this  house.  We  must  discover  that  article  of  dress 
before  we  go  a  step  further." 

"And  that  discovery,"  remarked  my  mistress,  "implies,  I 
presume,  the  discovery  of  the  thief." 

"I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon  —  I  don't  say  the  Diamond 
is  stolen.  I  only  say,  at  present,  that  the  Diamond  is  missing. 
The  discovery  of  the  stained  dress  may  lead  the  way  to  find- 
ing it." 

Her  ladyship  looked  at  me.  "Do  you  understand  this?" 
she  said. 

"Sergeant  Cuff  understands  it,  my  lady,"  I  answered. 

" How  do  you  propose  to  discover  the  stained  dress?"  in- 
quired my  mistress,  addressing  herself  once  more  to  the  Ser- 
geant. "  My  good  servants,  who  have  been  with  me  for  years, 
have,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  had  their  boxes  and  rooms  searched 
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already  by  the  other  officer.  I  can't  and  won't  permit  them  U^ 
be  insulted  in  that  way  a  second  time." 

(There  was  a  mistress  to  serve !  There  ^vas  a  woman  in  ten 
thousand,  if  you  like !) 

"  That  is  the  very  point  I  was  about  to  put  to  your  lady- 
ship," said  the  Sergeant.  "The  other  officer  has  done  a  world 
of  harm  to  this  inquiry  by  letting  the  servants  see  that  he  sus- 
pected them.  If  I  give  them  cause  to  think  themselves  sus- 
pected a  second  time,  there's  no  knowing  v/hat  obstacles  they 
may  throw  in  my  %yay  —  the  women  especially.  At  the  same 
time  their  boxes  must  be  searched  again  —  for  this  plain  reason, 
that  the  fii-st  investigation  onl}^  looked  for  the  Diamond,  and 
that  the  second  investigation  must  look  for  the  stained  dress. 
I  quite  agree  M'ith  you,  my  lady,  that  the  servants'  feelings 
ought  to  be  consulted.  But  I  am  equally  clear  that  the  ser- 
vants' wardrobes  ought  to  be  searched." 

This  looked  very  like  a  deadlock.  My  lady  said  so,  in 
choicer  language  than  mine. 

"I  have  got  a  plan  to  meet  the  difficult)'-,"  said  Sergeant 
Cuff,  "if  your  ladyship  will  consent  to  it.  I  propose  explain- 
ing the  case  to  the  servants." 

"The  women  will  think  themselves  suspected  directly,"  I 
said,  interrupting  him. 

"The  women  won't,  Mr.  Betteredge,"  answered  the  Ser- 
geant, "  if  I  can  tell  them  I  am  going  to  examine  the  wardrobes 
of  everybody  —  from  her  ladyship  downward  —  who  slept  in  the 
house  on  Wednesday  night.  It's  a  mere  formality,"  he  added, 
with  a  side  look  at  my  mistress;  "but  the  servants  will  accept 
it  as  even  dealing  between  them  and  their  betters;  and  instead 
of  liindering  the  investigation,  they  will  make  a  point  of  honor 
of  assisting  it." 

I  saw  tlie  trutli  of  that.  My  lady,  after  her  first  surprise 
was  over,  saw  the  truth  of  it  also. 

"You  are  certain  the  investigation  is  necessary?"  she  said. 

"  It's  the  shortest  way  that  I  can  see,  my  lady,  to  the  end 
we  liave  in  view." 

My  mistress  rose  to  ring  tlie  bell  for  jier  maid.  "You  sliall 
speak  to  the  servants,"  she  said,  "with  the  keys  of  my  ward- 
robe in  your  liand." 

Sergeant  ('uff  stopped  lier  by  a  very  unexpected  question. 

"Hadn't  we  better  make  sure  first,"  lie  asked,  "tliat  the 
other  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  tl)e  house  will  consent  too?" 
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"The  only  other  lady  in  the  house  is  Miss  Verinder,"  an- 
swered my  mistress,  with  a  look  of  surprise.  "  The  only  gen- 
tlemen are  my  nephews,  Mr.  Blake  and  Mr.  Ablewhite.  There 
is  not  the  least  fear  of  a  refusal  from  any  of  the  three." 

I  reminded  my  lady  here  that  Mr.  Godfrey  was  going  away. 
As  I  said  the  words  Mr.  Godfrey  himself  knocked  at  the  door 
to  say  good-by,  and  was  followed  in  by  Mr.  Franklin,  who  was 
going  with  him  to  the  station.     My  lady  explained  the  diffi- 
culty.    Mr.  Godfrey  settled  it  directly.     He  called  to  Samuel, 
through  the  window,  to  take  his  portmanteau  upstairs  again, 
and  he  then  put  the  key  himself  into  Sergeant  Cuff's  hand. 
"My  luggage  can  follow  me  to  London,"  he  said,  "when  the 
inquiry  is  over."     The  Sergeant  received  the  key  with  a  be- 
coming apology.     "  I  am  sorry  to  put  you  to  any  inconvenience, 
sir,  for  a  mere  formality ;  but  the  example  of  their  betters  will 
do  wonders  in  reconciling  the  servants  to  this  inquiry."     Mr. 
Godfrey,  after  taking  leave  of  my  lady,  in  a  most  sympathizing 
manner,  left  a  farewell  message  for  Miss  Rachel,  the  terms  of 
which  made  it  clear  to  my  mind  that  he  had  not  taken  No  for 
an  answer,  and  that  he  meant  to  put  the  marriage  question  to 
her  once  more,  at  the  next  o]:»portunity.     Mr.  Franklin,  on  fol- 
lowing his  cousin  out,  informed  the  Sergeant  that  all  his  clothes 
were  open  to  examination,  and  that  nothing  he  possessed  was 
kept  under  lock  and  key.     Sergeant  Cuff  made  his  best  acknowl- 
edgments.    His  views,  you  will  observe,  had  been  met  with 
the  utmost  readiness  by  my  lady,  by  Mr.  Godfre3%  and  by  Mr. 
Franklin.     There  was  only  Miss  Rachel  now  wanting  to  follow 
their  lead,  before  we  called  the  servants  together,  and  began 
the  search  for  the  stained  dress. 

My  lady's  unaccountable  objection  to  the  Sergeant  seemed 
to  make  our  conference  more  distasteful  to  her  than  ever,  as 
soon  as  we  were  left  alone  again.  "If  I  send  you  down  Miss 
Verinder's  keys,"  she  said  to  him,  "I  presume  I  shall  have 
done  all  you  want  of  me  for  the  present." 

"I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon,"  said  Sergeant  Cuff.  "Be- 
fore we  begin,  I  should  like,  if  convenient,  to  have  the  washing 
book.  The  stained  article  of  dress  may  be  an  article  of  linen. 
If  the  search  leads  to  nothing,  I  want  to  be  able  to  account 
next  for  all  the  linen  in  the  house,  and  for  all  the  linen  sent 
to  wash.  If  there  is  an  article  missing,  there  will  be  at  least 
a  presumption  that  it  has  got  the  paint  stain  on  it,  and  that  it 
has  been  purposely  made  away  with,  yesterday  or  to-day,  by 
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the  person  owning  it.  Superintendent  Seegrave,"  added  the 
Sergeant,  turning  to  me,  "pointed  the  attention  of  the  women 
servants  to  the  smear,  when  they  all  crowded  into  the  room  on 
Thursda}'  morning.  That  may  turn  out,  Mr.  Betteredge,  to 
have  been  one  more  of  Superintendent  Seegrave 's  many  mis- 
takes." 

My  lady  desired  me  to  ring  the  bell  and  order  the  Avashing 
book.  She  remained  with  us  until  it  was  produced,  in  case 
Sergeant  Cuff  had  any  further  request  to  make  of  her  after 
looking  at  it. 

The  -washing  book  was  brought  in  by  Rosanna  Spearman. 
The  girl  had  come  down  to  breakfast  that  morning  miserably 
pale  and  haggard,  but  sufficiently  recovered  from  her  illness  of 
the  previous  day  to  do  her  usual  work.  Sergeant  Cuff  looked 
attentively  at  our  second  housemaid  —  at  her  face,  when  she 
came  in ;  at  her  crooked  shoulder,  when  she  Avent  out. 

"Have  you  anything  more  to  say  to  me?"  asked  the  lady, 
still  as  eager  as  ever  to  be  out  of  the  Sergeant's  society. 

The  great  Cuff  opened  the  washing  book,  understood  it  per- 
fectly in  half  a  minute,  and  shut  it  up  again.  "I  venture  to 
trouble  your  ladyship  with  one  last  question,"  he  said.  "Has 
the  young  woman  who  brought  us  this  book  been  in  your 
employment  as  long  as  the  other  servants  ?  " 

"Why  do  you  ask?"  said  my  lady. 

"The  last  time  I  saw  her,"  answered  the  Sergeant,  "she 
was  in  prison  for  theft." 

After  that  there  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  tell  him  the  truth. 
M}'-  mistress  dwelt  strongly  on  Rosanna's  good  conduct  in  her 
service,  and  on  the  high  opinion  entertained  of  her  by  the 
matron  of  the  Reformatory.  "You  don't  suspect  her,  I  hope?" 
my  lady  added,  in  conclusion,  very  earnestly. 

"1  iiave  already  told  youi-  ladyship  that  I  don't  suspect  any 
person  in  the  house  of  thieving,  up  to  the  present  time." 

After  that  answer,  my  lady  rose  to  go  upstairs  and  ask  for 
Miss  RacheFs  keys.  The  Sergeant  was  beforehand  with  me  in 
opening  the  door  for  her.  He  made  a  very  low  bow.  My  lady 
shuddered  as  she  })assed  him. 

We  waited,  and  waited,  and  no  keys  appeared.  Sergeant 
C'uff  made  no  remark  to  mc.  He  turned  liis  melancholy  face 
to  the  window;  lie  put  his  lanky  liands  into  his  pcxdcets,  and 
he  whistled  "The  Last  Rose  of  Summer"  drearily  to  liimself. 

At  last  Samuel  came  in,  wui  with  the  keys,  but  with  a  mor- 
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sel  of  paper  for  me.  I  got  at  my  spectacles,  with  some  fumbling 
and  difficulty,  feeling  the  Sergeant's  dismal  eyes  fixed  on  me 
all  the  time.  There  were  two  or  three  lines  on  the  paper, 
written  in  pencil  by  a  lady.  They  informed  me  that  Misa 
Rachel  flatly  refused  to  have  her  wardrobe  examined.  Asked 
for  her  reason,  she  had  burst  out  crying.  Asked  again,  she 
had  said:  "I  won't,  because  I  won't.  I  must  yield  to  force  if 
you  use  it,  but  I  will  yield  to  nothing  else."  I  understood  my 
lady's  disinclination  to  face  Sergeant  Cuff  with  such  an  answer 
from  her  daughter  as  that.  If  I  had  not  been  too  old  for  the 
amiable  weaknesses  of  youth,  I  believe  I  should  have  blushed 
at  the  notion  of  facing  him  myself. 

"  Any  news  of  Miss  Verinder's  keys  ?  "  asked  the  Sergeant. 

"My  young  lady  refuses  to  have  her  wardrobe  examined." 

"Ah!  "  said  the  Sergeant. 

His  voice  was  not  quite  in  such  a  perfect  state  of  discipline 
as  his  face.  When  he  said  "Ah!  "  he  said  it  in  the  tone  of  a 
man  who  had  heard  something  which  he  expected  to  hear.  He 
half  angered  and  half  frightened  me  —  why,  I  couldn't  tell,  but 
he  did  it. 

"Must  the  search  be  given  up?"  I  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  the  Sergeant,  "the  search  must  be  given  up, 
because  your  young  lady  refuses  to  submit  to  it  like  the  rest. 
We  must  examine  all  the  wardrobes  in  the  house  or  none. 
Send  Mr.  Ablewhite's  portmanteau  to  London  by  the  next 
train,  and  return  the  washing  book,  with  my  compliments  and 
thanks,  to  the  young  woman  who  brought  it  in." 

He  laid  the  washing  book  on  the  table,  and  taking  out  his 
penknife,  began  to  trim  his  nails. 

"You  don't  seem  to  be  much  disappointed,"  I  said. 

"No,"  said  Sergeant  Cuff;  "I'm  not  much  disappointed." 

I  tried  to  make  him  explain  himself. 

"Why  should  Miss  Rachel  put  an  obstacle  in  your  way?" 
I  inquired.     "  Isn't  it  her  interest  to  help  you  ?  " 

"Wait  a  little,  Mr.  Betteredge  —  wait  a  little." 

Cleverer  heads  than  mine  might  have  seen  his  drift.  Or  a 
person  less  fond  of  Miss  Rachel  than  I  was  might  have  seen  his 
drift.  My  lady's  horror  of  him  might  (as  I  have  since  thought) 
have  meant  that  she  saw  the  drift  (as  the  Scripture  says)  "  in 
a  glass  darkly."     I  didn't  see  it  yet  —  that's  all  I  know. 

"What's  to  be  done  next?"  I  asked. 

Sergeant  Cuff  finished  the  nail  on  which  he  was  then  at 
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work,  looked  at  it  for  a  moment  with  a  melancholy  interest,  and 
put  up  his  penknife. 

"  Come  out  into  the  garden,"  he  said,  "and  let's  have  a  look 
at  the  roses." 


THE   SKELETON   IN   ARMOR. 

By  henry  W.   LONGFELLOW. 

[Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  :  An  American  poet ;  born  at  Portland, 
Me.,  February  27,  1807.  He  graduated  from  Bowdoin  College  at  eighteen,  hav- 
ing Nathaniel  Hawthorne  and  Franklin  Pierce  as'classmates.  Appointed  shortly 
after  to  the  professorship  of  modern  languages  there,  he  spent  two  years  in 
European  travel  to  fit  himself  before  assuming  it.  In  1836  he  became  professor 
of  modem  languages  and  literature  at  Harvard,  and  held  the  chair  for  eighteen 
years.  He  died  at  his  home  in  Cambridge,  Mass.,  March  24,  1882.  His  chief 
volumes  of  poetry  are:  "Voices  of  the  Night"  (1839),  "Ballads,"  "Spanish 
Student,"  "Evangeline,"  "The  Golden  Legend,"  "The  Song  of  Hiawatha," 
"The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish,"  "  Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn."  He  also  wrote 
in  prose  ;  "  Outre-Mer,"  aud  the  novels  "  Hyperion"  and  "  Kavanagh."] 

"  Speak  !  speak  !  thou  fearful  guest 
Who,  with  thy  hollow  breast 
Still  iu  rude  armor  drest, 

Comest  to  daunt  me ! 
Wrapt  not  in  Eastern  balms, 
But  with  thy  fieshless  palms 
Stretched,  as  if  asking  alms, 

Why  dost  thou  haunt  me  ?  " 

Then,  from  those  cavernous  eyes 
Pale  flashes  seemed  to  rise, 
As  when  tlie  Northern  skies 

Gleam  in  December ; 
And,  like  the  water's  flow 
Under  December's  snow. 
Came  a  dull  voice  of  woe 

Fronx  the  heart's  chamber. 

"I  was  a  Viking  old  ! 
My  deeds,  though  manifold, 
No  Skald  in  song  has  told. 
No  Saga  taught  thee! 
Take  heed,  that  in  thy  verse 
Thou  dost  the  tale  rehearse, 
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Else  dread  a  dead  man's  curse ! 
For  this  1  sought  thee. 

"  Far  in  the  Northern  Land, 
By  the  wild  Baltic's  strand, 
I,  with  my  childish  hand, 

Tamed  the  gyrfalcon ; 
And,  with  my  skates  fast-bound, 
Skimmed  the  half-frozen  Sound, 
That  the  poor  whimpering  hound 

Trembled  to  walk  on. 

"  Oft  to  his  frozen  lair 
Tracked  I  the  grisly  bear, 
While  from  my  path  the  hare 

Fled  like  a  shadow ; 
Oft  through  the  forest  dark 
Followed  the  werewolf's  bark, 
Until  the  soaring  lark 

Sang  from  the  meadow. 

"  But  when  I  older  grew, 
Joining  a  corsair's  crew, 
O'er  the  dark  sea  I  flew 

With  the  marauders. 
Wild  was  the  life  we  led ; 
Many  the  souls  that  sped. 
Many  the  hearts  that  bled, 

By  our  stern  orders. 

"  Many  a  wassail  bout 
Wore  the  long  Winter  out, 
Often  our  midnight  shout 

Set  the  cocks  crowing, 
As  we  the  Berserk's  tale 
Measured  in  cups  of  ale, 
Draining  the  oaken  pail. 

Filled  to  o'erflowing. 

"  Once  as  I  told  in  glee 
Tales  of  the  stormy  sea, 
Soft  eyes  did  gaze  on  me, 
Burning  yet  tender; 
And  as  the  white  stars  shine 
On  the  dark  Norway  pine, 
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On  tliat  dark  heart  of  mine 
Fell  their  soft  splendor. 

**  I  wooed  the  blue-eyed  maid, 
Yielding,  yet  half  afraid, 
And  in  the  forest's  shade 

Our  vows  were  plighted. 
Under  its  loosened  vest 
Fluttered  her  little  breast, 
Like  birds  within  their  nest 

By  the  hawk  frighted. 

"  Bright  in  her  father's  hall 
Shields  gleamed  upon  the  wall, 
Loud  sang  the  minstrels  all, 

Chaunting  his  glory ; 
When  of  old  Hildebrand 
I  asked  his  daughter's  hand, 
Mute  did  the  minstrels  stand 

To  hear  my  story. 

"While  the  brown  ale  he  quaffed, 
Loud  then  tlie  champion  laughed, 
And  as  the  wind  gusts  waft 

Tlie  sea  foam  brightly, 
So  the  loud  laugh  of  scorn. 
Out  of  those  lips  unshorn, 
From  the  deep  drinking  horn 

Blew  the  foam  lightly. 

"  She  was  a  Prince's  child, 

I  but  a  Viking  wild, 

And  though  slie  blushed  and  smiled, 

I  was  discarded ! 
Should  not  the  dove  so  Avhite 
Follow  the  sea  mew's  flight, 
Why  did  they  leave  that  night 

Her  nest  unguarded  ? 

"Scarce  had  I  ])ut  to  sea, 
Bearing  the  maid  with  me, — 
Fairest  of  all  was  she 

Among  the  Norsemen!  — 
Wlien  on  the  white  sea  strand, 
AVaviug  liis  armed  hand. 
Saw  we  old  Hildebrand, 

With  twenty  horsemen. 
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"Then  launched  they  to  the  blast 
Bent  like  a  reed  each  mast, 
Yet  we  were  gaining  fast, 

When  the  wind  failed  us : 
And  with  a  sudden  flaw 
Came  round  the  gusty  Skaw, 
So  that  our  foe  we  saw 

Laugh  as  he  hailed  us. 

"And  as  to  catch  the  gale 
Eound  veered  the  flapping  sail, 
Death  !  was  the  helmsman's  hail, 

Death  without  quarter ! 
Midships  with  iron  keel 
Struck  we  her  ribs  of  steel ; 
Down  her  black  hulk  did  reel 

Through  the  black  water ! 

"  As  with  his  wings  aslant. 
Sails  the  fierce  cormorant, 
Seeking  some  rocky  haunt. 

With  his  prey  laden, 
So  toward  the  open  main, 
Beating  to  sea  again, 
Through  the  wild  hurricane. 

Bore  I  the  maiden. 

"  Three  weeks  we  westward  bore, 
And  when  the  storm  was  o'er. 
Cloudlike  we  saw  the  shore 

Stretching  to  leeward ; 
There  for  my  lady's  bower 
Built  I  the  lofty  tower. 
Which,  to  this  very  hour, 

Stands  looking  seaward. 

"  There  lived  we  many  years ; 
Time  dried  the  maiden's  tears ; 
She  had  forgot  her  fears. 

She  was  a  mother ; 
Death  closed  her  mild  blue  eyes, 
Under  that  tower  she  lies ; 
Ne'er  shall  the  sun  arise 

On  such  another ! 

"  Still  grew  my  bosom  then, 
Still  as  a  stagnant  fen ! 
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Hateful  to  me  were  men, 

The  sunlight  hateful ! 
In  the  vast  forest  here, 
Clad  in  my  warlike  gear, 
Fell  I  upon  my  spear, 

0,  death  was  grateful ! 

"Thus,  seamed  with  many  scars, 
Bursting  these  prison  bars, 
Up  to  its  native  stars 

My  soul  ascended ! 
There  from  the  flowing  bowl 
Deep  drinks  the  warrior's  soul, 
Skoal!  to  the  Northland !  Skoal!" 

—  Thus  the  tale  ended. 
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DEATH  OF  READY  AND  RESCUE  OF  THE  SEA- 
GRAVES. 

By  FREDERICK  MARRYAT. 

(From  "  Masterman  Ready.") 

[Frederick  Marrvat  :  An  English  novelist ;  born  at  London,  July  10, 
1792  ;  the  son  of  a  member  of  Parliament.  He  entered  the  navy  .as  a  midship- 
man (1806),  and  rose  to  the  rank  of  commander  (1815).  He  participated  in 
engagements  off  the  French  coast ;  served  in  the  Mediterranean,  the  East  and 
West  Indies,  and  off  the  coast  of  North  America,  taking  part  during  the  ^Var 
of  1812  in  a  gunboat  fight  on  Lake  Foutchartrain.  He  was  a  man  ol  great  per- 
sonal daring,  and  often  risked  his  life  to  save  drowning  men.  Resigning  from 
the  navy  in  1830,  he  devoto<:l  himself  to  wriling  nautical  romances  and  stories 
of  atlventure.  Among  his  mo.st  popular  works  are  :  "  Frank  Mildmay  "  (1829), 
"The  King's  Own,"  "  Peter  Simple,"  "Jacob  Faithful,"  "Mr.  Midshipman 
Easy,"  "  Japhet  in  Search  of  a  Father,"  "  Snarleyyow,"  "The  Phantom  Ship," 
"  Masterman  Rciwly,"  "The  Children  of  the  New  Forest."  He  died  at  Lang- 
ham,  Augusts,  1848.] 

The  loud  yells  of  the  savajOfes  struck  terror  into  the  heart 
of  Mrs.  Seaprave  ;  it  was  "\v(;ll  tliat  she  had  not  seen  their 
j)aintcd  bodies  and  fierce  appearance,  or  .slie  would  have  been 
much  more  alarmed.  Little  Al])ert  and  ('aroline  clung  round 
her  neck  with  terror  in  tlieir  faces  ;  they  did  not  cry,  but  looked 
round  and  round  to  see  from  wlience  the  horrid  noise  proceeded, 
and   then  clung  faster  to  their  mother.     Master  Tommy  was 
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very  busy  finishing  all  the  breakfast  which  had  been  left,  for 
there  was  no  one  to  check  him  as  usual ;  Juno  was  busy  out- 
side, and  was  very  active  and  courageous.  Mr.  Seagrave  had 
been  employed  making  the  holes  between  the  palisades  large 
enough  to  admit  the  barrels  of  the  muskets,  so  that  they  could 
fire  at  the  savages  without  being  exposed ;  while  William  and 
Ready,  with  their  muskets  loaded,  were  on  the  lookout  for  their 
approach. 

"  They  are  busy  with  the  old  house  just  now,  sir,"  observed 
Ready,  "but  that  won't  detain  them  long." 

"  Here  they  come,"  replied  William  ;  "  and  look.  Ready,  is 
not  that  one  of  the  women  who  escaped  from  us  in  the  canoe, 
who  is  walking  along  with  the  first  two  men  ?  Yes,  it  is,  I  am 
sure." 

"  You  are  right,  Master  William  ;  it  is  one  of  them.  Ah  ! 
they  have  stopped ;  they  did  not  expect  the  stockade,  that  is 
clear,  and  it  has  puzzled  them  ;  see  how  they  are  all  crowding 
together  and  talking  ;  they  are  holding  a  council  of  war  how 
to  proceed  ;  that  tall  man  must  be  one  of  their  chiefs.  Now, 
Master  William,  although  I  intend  to  fight  as  hard  as  I  can, 
yet  I  always  feel  a  dislike  to  begin  first ;  I  shall  therefore  show 
myself  over  the  palisades,  and  if  they  attack  me,  I  shall  then 
fire  with  a  quiet  conscience." 

"  But  take  care  they  don't  hit  you.  Ready." 

"  No  great  fear  of  that.  Master  William.     Here  they  come  !  " 

Ready  now  stood  upon  the  plank  within,  so  as  to  show  him- 
self to  the  savages,  who  gave  a  tremendous  yell  ;  and,  as  they 
advanced,  a  dozen  spears  were  thrown  at  him  with  so  true  an 
aim  that,  had  he  not  instantly  dodged  behind  the  stockade,  he 
must  have  been  killed.  Three  or  four  spears  remained  quiver- 
ing in  the  palisades,  just  below  the  top ;  the  others  went  over 
it,  and  fell  down  inside  of  the  stockade,  at  the  further  end. 

"  Now,  Master  William,  take  good  aim ;  "  but  before  Wil- 
liam could  fire,  Mr.  Seagrave,  who  had  agreed  to  be  stationed 
at  the  corner,  so  that  he  might  see  if  the  savages  went  round 
to  the  other  side,  fired  his  musket,  and  the  tall  chief  fell  to  the 
ground. 

Ready  and  William  also  fired,  and  two  more  of  the  savages 
were  seen  to  drop,  amid  the  yells  of  their  companions.  Juno 
handed  up  the  other  muskets  which  were  ready  loaded,  and 
took  those  discharged,  and  Mrs.  Seagrave,  having  desired  Caro- 
line to  take  care  of  her  little  brother,  and  Tommy  to  be  very 
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quiet  and  good,  came  out,  turned  the  key  of  the  door  upon 
them,  and  hastened  to  assist  Juno  in  reloading  the  muskets. 

The  spears  now  rushed  through  the  air,  and  it  was  well  that 
they  could  fire  from  the  stockade  without  exposing  their  per- 
sons, or  they  would  have  had  but  little  chance.  The  yells  in- 
creased, and  the  savages  now  began  to  attack  on  every  quarter  ; 
the  most  active,  who  climbed  like  cats,  actuall}''  succeeded  in 
gaining  the  top  of  the  palisades,  but,  as  soon  as  their  heads  ap- 
peared above,  they  were  fired  at  with  so  true  an  aim  that  they 
dropped  down  dead  outside.  This  combat  lasted  for  more  than 
an  hour,  when  the  savages,  having  lost  a  great  many  men,  drew 
off  from  the  assault,  and  the  parties  within  the  stockade  had 
time  to  breathe. 

"  They  have  not  gained  mucli  in  this  bout,  at  all  events," 
said  Ready  ;  "  it  was  well  fought  on  our  side,  and.  Master  Wil- 
liam, you  certainly  behaved  as  if  you  had  been  brought  up  to 
it ;  I  don't  think  you  ever  missed  your  man  once." 

"  Do  you  think  they  will  go  away  now  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Sea- 
grave. 

"  Oh,  no,  madame,  not  yet ;  tliey  will  try  us  every  way  be- 
fore they  leave  us.  You  see  these  are  very  brave  men,  and  it 
is  clear  that  they  know  what  gunpowder  is,  or  they  would  have 
been  more  astonislied." 

"  I  should  think  so  too,"  replied  Mr.  Seagrave  ;  "  tlie  first 
time  that  savages  hear  the  report  of  firearms,  they  are  usually 
thrown  into  great  consternation." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  but  such  has  not  been  the  case  with  these  peo- 
ple, and  therefore  1  reckon  it  is  not  the  first  time  that  they 
have  fought  with  Europeans." 

"  Are  tliey  all  gone.  Ready  ?  "  said  William,  wlio  had  come 
down  from  tlie  plank  to  liis  mother. 

"  No,  sir ;  I  see  them  between  the  trees  now ;  they  are  sit- 
ting round  in  a  circle,  and,  I  suppose,  making  speeches  ;  it's 
the  custom  of  these  people." 

"  Well,  I'm  very  thirsty,  at  all  events,"  said  William. 
"Juno,  bring  me  a  little  water." 

Juno  went  to  the  water  tub,  to  comply  witli  William's  re- 
quest, and  in  a  few  minutes  afterward  came  back  in  great  con- 
sternation. 

"  Oh,  massa  1  oh,  missy  I  no  water ;  water  all  gone  !  " 

"Water  uU  gone  I  "  cried  Ready,  and  all  of  them,  in  a 
breath. 
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"Yes  ;  not  one  little  drop  in  the  cask." 

"  I  filled  it  up  to  the  top  !  "  exclaimed  Ready,  very  gravely  ; 
"  the  tub  did  not  leak,  that  I  am  sure  of ;  how  can  this  have 
happened  ?  " 

"Missy,  I  tink  I  know  now,"  said  Juno;  "you  remember 
you  send  Massa  Tommy,  the  two  or  three  days  we  wash,  to 
fetch  water  from  well  in  little  bucket.  You  know  how  soon 
he  come  back,  and  how  you  say  Avhat  good  boy  he  was,  and 
how  you  tell  Massa  Seagrave  when  he  come  to  dinner.  Now, 
missy,  I  quite  certain  Massa  Tommy  no  take  trouble  go  to  well, 
but  fetch  water  from  tub  all  the  while,  and  so  he  empty  it." 

"I'm  afraid  you're  right,  Juno,"  replied  Mrs.  Seagrave. 
"What  shall  we  do?" 

"I  go  speak  Massa  Tommy,"  said  Juno,  running  to  the 
house. 

"  This  is  a  very  awkAvard  thing,  Mr.  Seagrave,"  observed 
Ready,  gravely. 

Mr.  Seagrave  shook  his  head. 

The  fact  was,  that  they  all  perceived  the  danger  of  their 
position ;  if  the  savages  did  not  leave  the  island,  they  would 
perish  of  thirst  or  have  to  surrender  ;  and  in  the  latter  case  all 
their  lives  would  most  certainly  be  sacrificed. 

Juno  now  returned ;  her  suspicions  were  but  too  true. 
Tommy,  pleased  with  the  praise  of  being  so  quick  in  bringing 
the  water,  had  taken  out  the  spigot  of  the  cask,  and  drawn  it 
all  off.  He  was  now  crying,  and  promising  not  to  take  the 
water  again. 

"  His  promises  come  too  late,"  observed  Mr.  Seagrave  ; 
"well,  it  is  the  will  of  Heaven  that  all  our  careful  arrange- 
ments and  preparations  against  this  attack  should  be  defeated 
by  the  idleness  of  a  child,  and  we  must  submit." 

"  Very  true,  sir,"  replied  Ready  ;  "  all  our  hopes  now  are 
that  the  savages  may  be  tired  out,  and  leave  the  island." 

"  If  I  had  but  a  little  for  the  children,  I  should  not  care," 
observed  Mrs.  Seagrave  ;  "but  to  see  these  poor  things  suffer 
—  is  there  not  a  drop  left,  Juno,  anywhere  ?  " 

Juno  shook  her  head.     "All  gone,  missy;  none  nowhere." 

Mrs.  Seagrave  said  she  would  go  and  examine,  and  went 
away  into  the  house,  accompanied  by  Juno. 

"  This  is  a  very  bad  business.  Ready,"  observed  Mr.  Sea- 
grave. "  AVhat  would  we  give  for  a  shower  of  rain  now,  that 
we  might  catch  the  falling  drops  ?  " 
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"  There  are  no  signs  of  it,  sir,"  replied  Ready  ;  "  we  must, 
however,  put  our  confidence  in  One  who  will  not  forsake  us." 

"  I  wish  the  savages  would  come  on  again,"  observed  Wil- 
liam ;  "  for  the  sooner  they  come,  the  sooner  the  affair  will  be 
decided." 

"  I  doubt  if  they  will  to-day,  sir  ;  at  nighttime  I  think  it 
very  probable,  and  I  fear  the  night  attack  more  than  the  day. 
We  must  make  preparations  for  it." 

"  Why,  what  can  we  do,  Ready  ?  " 

"In  the  first  place,  sir,  by  nailing  planks  from  cocoanut 
tree  to  cocoanut  tree  above  the  present  stockade,  we  may  make 
a  great  portion  of  it  much  higher,  and  more  difficult  to  climb 
over.  Some  of  them  were  nearly  in  this  time.  If  we  do  that, 
we  shall  not  have  so  large  a  space  to  watch  over  and  defend  ; 
and  then  we  must  contrive  to  have  a  large  fire  ready  for  light- 
ing, that  we  may  not  have  to  fight  altogether  in  the  dark.  It 
will  give  them  some  advantage  in  looking  through  the  pali- 
sades, and  seeing  where  we  are,  but  they  cannot  well  drive 
their  spears  through,  so  it  is  no  great  matter.  We  must  make 
the  fire  in  the  center  of  the  stockade,  and  have  plenty  of  tar 
in  it,  to  make  it  burn  bright ;  and  we  must  not,  of  course, 
light  it  until  after  we  are  attacked.  We  shall  then  see  where 
they  are  trying  for  an  entrance,  and  where  to  aim  with  our 
muskets." 

"The  idea  is  very  good.  Ready,"  said  Mr.  Seagrave  ;  "if  it 
had  not  been  for  this  unfortunate  want  of  water,  I  really  should 
be  sanguine  of  beating  them  oft'." 

"  We  may  suffer  very  much,  Mr.  Seagrave,  I  have  no  doubt ; 
but  who  knows  what  the  morrow  may  bring  forth  ?  " 

"  True,  Ready.     Do  you  see  the  savages  now  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  ;  they  have  left  the  spot  where  they  were  in  con- 
sultation, and  I  do  not  even  hear  them  ;  I  suppose  they  are 
busy  with  their  wounded  and  their  dead." 

As  Ready  had  supposed,  no  furtlier  attack  was  made  by  the 
savages  on  that  day,  and  he,  William,  and  Mr.  Seagrave  were 
very  b\isy  making  tlieir  arrangements  ;  they  nailed  the  planks 
on  the  trunks  of  the  trees  above  the  stockade  so  as  to 
make  three  sides  of  the  stockade  at  least  five  feet  higher 
and  almost  impf)Hsible  to  climb  up  ;  and  they  prepared  a 
large  fire  in  a  tar  barrel  full  of  cocoanut  leaves  mixed  with 
wood  and  tar,  so  as  to  burn  fiercely.  Dinner  or  supper  they 
liiid   noii<;,  for   there  was   nothing  but   salt  pork  and  beef  and 
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live  turtle,  and,  by  Ready's  advice,  they  did  not  eat,  as  it  vvould 
only  increase  their  desire  to  drink. 

The  poor  children  suffered  much  ;  little  Albert  wailed  and 
cried  for  "  water,  water  "  ;  Caroline  knew  that  there  was  none, 
and  was  quiet,  poor  little  girl,  although  she  suffered  much ;  as 
for  Tommy,  the  author  of  all  this  misery,  he  was  the  most  im- 
patient, and  roared  for  some  time,  till  William,  quite  angry  at 
his  behavior,  gave  him  a  smart  box  on  the  ear,  and  he  reduced 
his  roar  to  a  whimper,  from  fear  of  receiving  another.  Ready 
remained  on  the  lookout ;  indeed,  everything  was  so  miserable 
inside  of  the  house,  that  they  were  all  glad  to  go  out  of  it ; 
they  could  do  no  good,  and  poor  Mrs.  Seagrave  had  a  difficult 
and  most  painful  task  to  keep  the  children  quiet  under  such 
severe  privation,  for  the  weather  was  still  very  warm  and 
sultry. 

But  the  moaning  of  the  children  was  very  soon  after  dusk 
drowned  by  the  yells  of  the  savages,  who,  as  Ready  had  prog- 
nosticated, now  advanced  to  the  night  attack. 

Every  part  of  the  stockade  was  at  once  assailed,  and  their 
attempts  now  made  were  to  climb  into  it ;  a  few  spears  were 
occasionally  thrown,  but  it  was  evident  that  the  object  was  to 
obtain  an  entrance  by  dint  of  numbers.  It  was  well  that 
Ready  had  taken  the  precaution  of  nailing  the  deal  planks 
above  the  original  stockade,  or  there  is  little  doubt  but  that 
the  savages  would  have  gained  their  object  ;  as  it  was,  before 
the  flames  of  the  fire,  which  Juno  had  lighted  by  Ready's 
order,  gave  them  sufficient  light,  three  or  four  savages  had 
climbed  up  and  had  been  shot  by  William  and  Mr.  Seagrave, 
as  they  were  on  the  top  of  the  stockade. 

When  the  fire  burned  brightly,  the  savages  outside  were 
easily  aimed  at,  and  a  great  man}'^  fell  in  their  attempts  to  get 
over.  The  attack  continued  more  than  an  hour,  when  at  last, 
satisfied  that  they  could  not  succeed,  the  savages  once  more 
withdrew,  carrying  with  them,  as  before,  their  dead  and 
wounded. 

"I  trust  that  they  will  now  reerabark,  and  leave  the 
island,"  said  Mr.  Seagrave  to  Ready. 

"  I  only  wish  they  may,  sir  ;  it  is  not  at  all  impossible  ;  but 
there  is  no  saying.  I  have  been  thinking,  Mr.  Seagrave,  that 
we  might  be  able  to  ascertain  their  movements  by  making  a 
lookout.  You  see,  sir,  that  cocoanut  tree,"  continued  Read}^ 
pointing  to  one  of  those  to  which  the  palisades  were  fastened, 


6744      DEATH  OF  READY  AND  RESCUE  OF  THE  SEAGRAVES. 

"  is  much  taller  than  any  of  the  others  ;  now,  by  driving 
spike  nails  into  the  trunk  at  about  a  foot  apart,  we  might 
ascend  it  with  ease,  and  it  would  command  a  view  of  the 
whole  bay ;  we  then  could  know  what  the  enemy  were 
about." 

"Yes,  that  is  very  true;  but  will  not  any  one  be  very  much 
exposed  if  he  climbs  up  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  for  you  see  the  cocoanut  trees  are  cut  down  clear 
of  the  palisades  to  such  a  distance,  that  no  savage  could  come 
at  all  near  without  being  seen  by  any  one  on  the  lookout,  and 
giving  us  sufficient  time  to  get  down  again  before  he  could  use 
his  spear." 

"I  believe  that  you  are  right  there,  Ready,  but  at  all 
events,  I  would  not  attempt  to  do  it  before  daylight,  as  there 
may  be  some  of  them  still  lurking  underneath  the  stockade." 

"  Certainly,  there  may  be,  sir,  and  therefore,  until  daylight, 
we  will  not  begin.  Fortunately,  we  have  plenty  of  spike  nails 
left." 

Mr.  Seagrave  then  went  into  the  house  ;  Ready  desired 
AViliiam  to  lie  down  and  sleep  for  two  or  three  hours,  as  he 
would  watch.  In  the  morning,  when  Mr.  Seagrave  came  out, 
he  would  have  a  little  sleep  himself. 

"  I  can't  sleep.  Ready.  I'm  mad  with  thirst,"  replied 
William. 

"Yes,  sir;  it's  very  painful — I  feel  it  myself  very  much, 
but  what  must  those  poor  children  feel  ?     I  pity  them  most." 

"I  pity  my  mother  most.  Ready,"  replied  William;  "it 
must  be  agony  to  her  to  witness  their  sufferings,  and  not  be 
able  to  relieve  them." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  it  must  be  terrible,  Master  William,  to  a 
mother's  feelings  ;  but,  ])erhaps,  tliese  savages  will  be  off  to- 
morrow, and  then  we  shall  forget  all  our  privations." 

"  I  trust  in  God  that  they  may.  Ready;  but  they  seem  very 
determined." 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  iron  is  gold  to  tliem  ;  and  what  will  civilized 
men  not  do  for  gold  ?  Come,  Master  William,  lie  down  at  all 
events,  even  if  you  cannot  sleep." 

In  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Seagrave  had  gone  into  tlie  house. 
Ho  found  the  children  still  crying  for  water,  notwithstanding 
the  coaxing  and  soothing  of  Mrs.  Seagrave,  who  was  shedding 
tears  as  she  liung  over  poor  little  Albert.  Juno  had  gone  out 
and  liad  dug  with  a  spade  as  deep  as  she  could,  with  a  faint 
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hope  that  some  might  be  found,  but  in  vain,  and  she  had  just 
returned  mournful  and  disconsolate.  There  was  no  help  for 
it  but  patience ;  and  patience  could  not  be  expected  in  children 
so  young.  Little  Caroline  only  drooped,  and  said  nothing. 
Mr.  Seagrave  remained  for  two  or  three  hours  with  his  wife, 
assisting  her  in  pacifying  the  children,  and  soothing  her  to  the 
utmost  of  his  power ;  at  last  he  went  out  and  found  old  Ready 
on  the  watch. 

"  Ready,  I  had  rather  a  hundred  times  be  attacked  by  these 
savages,  and  have  to  defend  this  place,  than  be  in  that  house 
for  even  five  minutes  and  witness  the  sufferings  of  my  wife 
and  children." 

"I  do  not  doubt  it,  sir,"  replied  Ready;  "but  cheer  up, 
and  let  us  hope  for  the  best ;  I  think  it  very  probable  that  the 
savages  after  this  second  defeat  will  leave  the  island." 

"  I  wish  I  could  think  so.  Ready ;  it  would  make  me  very 
happy  ;  but  I  have  come  out  to  take  the  watch.  Ready.  Will 
you  not  sleep  for  a  while  ?  " 

"  I  will,  sir,  if  you  please,  take  a  little  sleep.  Call  me  in 
two  hours ;  it  will  then  be  daylight,  and  I  can  go  to  work,  and 
you  can  get  some  repose  yourself." 

"  I  am  too  anxious  to  sleep  ;  I  think  so,  at  least." 

"  Master  William  said  he  was  too  thirsty  to  sleep,  sir  ;  but, 
poor  fellow,  he  is  now  fast  enough." 

"  I  trust  that  boy  will  be  spared.  Ready." 

"  I  hope  so,  too,  for  he  is  a  noble  fellow ;  but  we  are  all  in 
the  hands  of  the  Almighty.     Good  night,  sir." 

"  Good  night.  Ready." 

Mr.  Seagrave  took  his  station  on  the  plank,  and  was  left  to 
his  own  reflections ;  that  they  were  not  of  the  most  pleasant 
kind  may  easily  be  imagined.  He  had,  however,  been  well 
schooled  by  adversity,  and  had  lately  brought  himself  to  such 
a  frame  of  mind  as  to  bow  in  submission  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 
whatever  it  might  be.  He  prayed  earnestly  and  fervently  that 
they  might  be  delivered  from  the  danger  and  sufferings  which 
threatened  them,  and  became  calm  and  tranquil,  prepared  for 
the  worst,  if  the  worst  was  to  happen,  and  confidently  placing 
himself  and  his  family  under  the  care  of  Him  who  orders  all 
as  He  thinks  best. 

At  daylight  Ready  woke  up  and  relieved  Mr.  Seagrave,  who 
did  not  return  to  the  house,  but  lay  down  on  the  cocoanut 
boughs,  where  Ready  had  been  lying  by  the  side  of  William. 

XII.— 25 
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As  soon  as  Readj-  had  got  out  the  spike  nails  and  hammer,  he 
summoned  William  to  his  assistance,  and  they  commenced 
driving  them  into  the  cocoanut  tree,  one  looking  out  in  case  of 
the  savages  approaching,  while  the  other  was  at  work.  In 
less  than  an  hour  they  had  gained  the  top  of  the  tree  close  to 
the  boughs,  and  had  a  very  commanding  view  of  the  bay,  as 
well  as  inland.  William,  who  was  driving  the  last  dozen 
spikes,  took  a  survey,  and  then  came  down  to  Ready. 

"  I  can  see  everything.  Ready ;  they  have  pulled  down  the 
old  house  altogether,  and  are  most  of  them  lying  down  out- 
side, covered  up  with  their  war  cloaks ;  some  women  are  walk- 
ing to  and  fro  from  the  canoes,  which  are  lying  on  the  beach 
where  they  first  landed." 

"  They  have  pulled  down  the  house  to  obtain  the  iron  nails, 
I  have  no  doubt,"  replied  Ready.  "  Did  you  see  any  of  their 
dead?" 

"  No  ;  I  did  not  look  about  very  much,  but  I  will  go  up 
Rgain  directly.  I  came  down  because  my  hands  were  jarred 
with  liammering,  and  the  hammer  was  so  heavy  to  carry.  In 
a  minute  or  two  I  shall  go  up  light  enough.  My  lips  are 
burning.  Ready,  and  swelled  ;  the  skin  is  peeling  off.  I  had 
no  idea  tliat  want  of  water  would  have  been  so  dreadful.  I 
think  poor  Tommy  is  more  than  punished  already." 

"  A  child  does  not  reflect  upon  consequences,  Master  Wil- 
liam, nor  could  we  possibly  foresee  that  his  using  up  the  water 
could  have  created  such  misery.  It  was  an  idle  trick  of  his, 
and  whatever  may  be  the  consequences,  it  still  can  be  con- 
sidered as  such,  and  nothing  more." 

"  I  was  in  the  hopes  of  finding  a  cocoanut  or  two  on  the  tree, 
but  there  was  not  one." 

"  And  if  you  had  found  one,  it  would  not  have  had  any  milk 
in  it  at  this  season  of  the  year.  However,  Master  William,  if 
tlie  savages  do  not  go  away  to-day  something  must  be  done.  I 
wish  now  that  you  would  go  up  again,  and  see  if  they  are  not 
stirring." 

William  again  mounted  to  the  top  of  the  tree,  and  remained 
up  for  some  minutes  ;  when  he  came  down,  he  said,  "  Tliey  are 
all  up  now,  and  swarming  like  bees.  I  counted  two  hundred 
and  sixty  of  the  men,  in  their  war  cloaks  and  feather  head- 
dresses; the  women  are  passing  to  and  fro  from  the  well  with 
wafer  ;  tlujre  is  nobody  at  the  canoes  except  eight  or  ten 
women,  who  are  beating  their  heads,  I  think,  or  doing  some- 
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thing  of  the  kind.  I  could  not  make  it  out  well,  but  they  seem 
all  doing  the  same  thing." 

"  I  know  what  they  are  about,  Master  William  ;  they  are 
cutting  themselves  with  knives  or  other  sharp  instruments.  It 
is  the  custom  of  these  people.  The  dead  are  all  put  into  the 
canoes,  and  these  women  are  lamenting  over  them  ;  perhaps 
they  are  going  away,  since  the  dead  are  in  the  canoes ;  but 
there  is  no  saying." 

The  second  day  was  passed  in  keeping  a  lookout  upon  the 
savages,  and  awaiting  a  fresh  attack.  They  could  perceive 
from  the  top  of  the  cocoanut  tree  that  the  savages  held  a  coun- 
cil of  war  in  the  forenoon,  sitting  round  in  a  large  circle,  while 
one  got  up  in  the  center,  and  made  a  speech,  flourishing  his 
club  and  spear  while  he  spoke.  In  the  afternoon  the  council 
broke  up,  and  the  savages  were  observed  to  be  very  busy  in  all 
directions,  cutting  down  the  cocoanut  trees,  and  collecting  all 
the  brushwood. 

Ready  watched  them  for  a  long  while,  and  at  last  came  down 
a  little  before  sunset.  "  Mr.  Seagrave,"  said  he,  "  we  shall  have, 
in  my  opinion,  no  attack  this  night,  but  to-morrow  we  must 
expect  something  very  serious ;  the  savages  are  cutting  down 
the  trees,  and  making  large  fagots  ;  they  do  not  get  on  very 
fast,  because  their  hatchets  are  made  of  stone  and  don't  cut 
very  well ;  but  perseverance  and  numbers  will  effect  every- 
thing, and  I  dare  say  that  they  will  work  all  night  till  they 
have  obtained  as  many  fagots  as  they  want." 

"  But  what  do  you  imagine  to  be  their  object.  Ready,  in  cut- 
ting down  trees,  and  making  the  fagots  ?  " 

"  Either,  sir,  to  pile  them  up  outside  the  palisades,  so  large 
as  to  be  able  to  walk  up  upon  them,  or  else  to  pile  them  up  to 
set  fire  to  them,  and  burn  us  out." 

"  Do  you  think  they  will  succeed  ?  " 

"  Not  without  very  heavy  loss  ;  perhaps  we  may  beat  them 
off,  but  it  will  be  a  hard  light,  harder  than  any  we  have  had 
yet.  We  must  have  the  women  to  load  the  muskets,  so  that 
we  may  fire  as  fast  as  we  can.  I  should  not  think  much  of 
their  attempts  to  burn  us,  if  it  were  not  for  the  smoke.  Cocoa- 
nut  wood,  especially  with  the  bark  on,  as  our  palisades  have, 
will  char  a  long  while,  but  not  burn  easily  when  standing  up- 
right ;  and  the  fire,  when  the  fagots  are  kindled,  although  it 
will  be  fierce,  will  not  last  long." 

"  But  suffering  as  we  are  now.  Ready,  for  want  of  water, 
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how  can  we  possibly  keep  up  our  strength  to  meet  them  in  a  suf- 
focating smoke  and  flame  ?  we  must  drop  with  sheer  exhaustion." 

"  We  must  hope  for  the  best,  and  do  our  best,  Mr.  Seagrave," 
replied  Ready  ;  ''  and  recollect  that,  should  anything  happen  to 
me  during  the  conflict,  if  there  is  any  chance  of  your  being  o\'er- 
powered,  you  must  take  advantage  of  the  smoke,  to  escape  hito 
the  woods,  and  find  your  way  to  the  tents.  I  have  no  doubt 
that  you  will  be  able  to  do  that ;  of  course  the  attack  will  be  to 
windward,  if  they  use  fire,  and  you  must  try  and  escape  to  lee- 
ward ;  I  have  shown  William  how  to  force  a  palisade  if  neces- 
sary. The  savages,  if  they  get  possession,  will  not  think  of 
looking  for  you  at  first,  and,  perhaps,  when  they  have  obtained 
all  that  the  house  contains,  not  even  afterward." 

"  Why  do  you  say  if  any  accident  happens  to  you,  Ready  ?  " 
said  William. 

"  Because,  Master  William,  if  they  place  the  fagots  so  as  to 
be  able  to  walk  to  the  top  of  the  palisades,  I  may  be  wounded 
or  killed,  and  so  may  you." 

"  Of  course,"  replied  William  ;  "  but  they  are  not  in  yet, 
and  they  shall  have  a  hard  fight  for  it." 

Ready  then  told  Mr.  Seagrave  that  he  would  keep  the  watch, 
and  call  him  at  twelve  o'clock.  During  these  two  days  they 
had  eaten  very  little  ;  a  turtle  had  been  killed,  and  pieces  fried ; 
but  eating  only  added  to  their  tliirst,  and  even  the  children 
refused  the  meat.  The  sufferings  were  now  really  dreadful, 
and  poor  Mrs.  Seagrave  was  almost  frantic. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Seagrave  had  gone  into  the  house,  Ready 
called  William,  and  said  :  "  Master  William,  water  we  must 
have.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  the  agony  of  the  poor  children,  and 
the  state  of  mind  which  your  poor  mother  is  in  ;  and  more, 
without  water  we  never  shall  be  able  to  beat  off  the  savages 
to-morrow.  We  shall  literally  die  of  choking  in  the  smoke, 
if  they  use  fire.  Now,  William,  I  intend  to  take  one  of  the 
seven-gallon  barricos,  and  go  down  to  the  well  for  water.  I 
may  succeed,  and  I  may  not,  but  attempt  it  I  must ;  and  if  I 
fall,  it  cannot  l)e  helped." 

"Why  not  let  me  go.  Ready?"  replied  William. 

"  For  many  reasons,  William,"  said  Ready  ;  "  and  the  chief 
one  is,  that  I  do  not  think  you  would  succeed  so  well  as  I  shall. 
1  shall  put  on  the  war  cloak  and  feathers  of  the  savage  who 
fell  dead  inside  of  the  stockade,  and  that  will  be  a  disguise  ; 
but  I  shall  take  no  arms  exco})t  this  spear,  as  they  would  only 
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be  in  my  way,  and  increase  the  weight  I  have  to  carry.  Now, 
observe,  you  must  let  me  out  of  the  door,  and  when  I  am  out, 
in  case  of  accident,  put  one  of  the  poles  across  it  inside  ;  that 
will  keep  the  door  fast,  if  they  attack  it,  until  you  can  secure 
it  with  the  others.  Watch  my  return,  and  be  all  ready  to  let 
me  in.     Do  you  understand  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  perfectly.  Ready  ;  but  I  am  now,  I  must  confess, 
really  frightened  ;  if  anything  was  to  happen  to  you,  what  a 
miser}^  it  would  be." 

"  There  is  no  help  for  it,  William.  Water  must,  if  possible, 
be  procured,  and  now  is  a  better  time  to  make  the  attempt 
than  later,  when  they  may  be  more  on  the  watch  ;  they  have 
left  off  their  work,  and  are  busy  eating ;  if  I  meet  any  one,  it 
will  only  be  a  woman." 

Ready  went  for  the  barrico,  a  little  cask,  which  held  six  or 
seven  gallons  of  water.  He  put  on  the  headdress  and  war 
cloak  of  the  savage ;  and,  taking  the  barrico  on  his  shoulder, 
and  the  spear  in  his  hand,  the  poles  which  barred  the  door 
were  softly  removed  by  William,  and  after  ascertaining  that 
no  one  was  concealed  beneath  the  palisades,  Ready  pressed 
William's  hand,  and  set  off  across  the  cleared  space  outside  of 
the  stockade,  and  gained  the  cocoanut  trees.  William,  as 
directed,  closed  the  door,  passed  one  pole  through  the  inner 
doorposts  for  security,  and  remained  on  the  watch.  He  was 
in  an  awful  state  of  suspense,  listening  to  the  slightest  noise, 
—  even  the  slight  rustling  by  the  wind  of  the  cocoanut  bouglis 
above  him  made  him  start ;  there  he  continued  for  some  min- 
utes, his  gun  ready  cocked  by  his  side. 

"  It  is  time  that  he  returned,"  thought  William  ;  "  the  dis- 
tance is  not  a  hundred  yards,  and  yet  I  have  heard  no  noise." 
At  last  he  thought  he  heard  footsteps  coming  very  softly.  Yes, 
it  was  so.  Ready  was  returning  and  without  any  accident. 
William  had  his  hand  upon  the  pole,  to  slip  it  on  one  side,  and 
open  the  door,  when  he  heard  a  scuffle  and  a  fall  close  to  the 
door.  He  immediately  threw  down  the  pole  and  opened  it, 
just  as  Ready  called  him  by  name.  William  seized  his  musket, 
and  sprung  out ;  he  found  Ready  struggling  with  a  savage, 
who  was  uppermost,  and  with  his  spear  at  Ready's  breast.  In 
a  second  William  leveled  and  fired,  and  the  savage  fell  dead  by 
the  side  of  Ready. 

"  Take  the  water  in  quick,  William,"  said  Ready,  in  a  faint 
voice  ;  "I  will  contrive  to  crawl  in  if  I  can." 
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William  caught  up  the  barrico  of  water,  and  took  it  in  ;  he 
then  hastened  to  Ready,  who  was  on  his  knees.  Mr.  Seagrave, 
hearing  the  musket  fired,  had  run  out,  and  finding  the  stock- 
ade door  open,  followed  William,  and  seeing  him  endeavoring 
to  support  Ready,  caught  hold  of  his  other  arm,  and  they  led 
him  tottering  into  the  stockade  ;  the  door  was  then  immedi- 
ately secured,  and  they  went  to  his  assistance. 

"  Are  you  hurt.  Ready?  "  said  William. 

"  Yes,  dear  boy,  yes  ;  hurt  to  death,  I  fear ;  his  spear  went 
through  my  breast.     Water,  quick,  water  !  " 

"  Alas,  that  we  had  some  I  "  said  Mr.  Seagrave. 

"We  have,  papa,"  replied  William  ;  "but  it  has  cost  us  dear." 

William  ran  for  a  pannikin,  and  taking  out  the  bung, 
poured  some  water  out  of  the  barrico,  and  gave  it  to  Ready, 
who  drank  it  with  eagerness. 

"  Now,  William,  lay  me  down  on  these  cocoanut  boughs  ; 
go  and  give  some  water  to  the  others,  and  when  you  have  all 
drunk,  then  come  to  me  again.  Don't  tell  Mrs.  Seagrave  that 
I'm  hurt.     Do  as  I  beg  of  you." 

"  Papa,  take  the  water  —  do,  pray,"  replied  William  ;  "  I 
cannot  leave  Ready." 

"  I  will,  my  boy,"  replied  Mr.  Seagrave  ;  "  but  first  drink 
yourself." 

William,  who  was  very  faint,  drank  off  the  pannikin  of 
water,  which  immediately  revived  him,  and  then,  while  Mr. 
Seagrave  hastened  with  some  water  to  the  children  and  women, 
occupied  himself  with  old  Ready,  who  breathed  heavily,  but 
did  not  speak. 

After  returning  twice  for  water,  to  satisfy  those  in  the 
house,  Mr.  Seagrave  came  to  the  assistance  of  William,  who 
had  been  removing  Ready's  clothes  to  ascertain  the  nature  and 
extent  of  the  wound  which  he  had  received. 

"We  had  l^etter  move  him  to  where  the  other  cocoanut 
boughs  lie  ;  he  will  be  more  comfortable  there,"  said  William. 
Ready  wliispered,  "More  water."  William  gave  him  some 
more,  and  then,  with  tlie  assistance  of  his  father.  Ready  was 
removed  to  a  more  comfortable  place.  As  soon  as  they  liad 
laid  him  there.  Ready  turned  on  liis  side  and  threw  up  a  quan- 
tity of  blood. 

"I  am  better  now,"  said  lie,  in  a  low  voice;  "bind  up  the 
wound,  William;  an  old  m;in  like  iiie  has  not  much  blood  to 
Bpare." 
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Mr.  Seagrave  and  William  then  opened  his  shirt,  and  ex- 
amined the  wound ;  the  spear  had  gone  deep  into  the  lungs. 
William  threw  off  his  own  shirt,  tore  it  up  into  strips,  and 
then  bound  up  tlie  wound  so  as  to  stop  the  effusion  of  blood. 

Ready,  who  at  first  appeared  much  exhausted  with  being 
moved  about,  gradually  recovered  so  as  to  be  able  to  speak 
in  a  low  voice,  when  Mrs.  Seagrave  came  out  of  the  house. 

"  Where  is  that  brave,  kind  man,"  cried  she,  "  that  I  may 
bless  him  and  thank  him  ?  " 

Mr.  Seagrave  went  to  her,  and  caught  her  by  the  arm. 

"  He  is  hurt,  my  dear ;  I  am  afraid  very  much  hurt.  I 
did  not  tell  you  at  the  time." 

Mr.  Seagrave  first  briefly  related  what  had  occurred,  and 
then  led  her  to  where  old  Ready  was  lying.  Mrs.  Seagrave 
knelt  by  his  side,  took  his  hand,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Don't  weep  for  me,  dear  madame,"  said  Ready ;  "  my 
days  have  been  numbered  ;  I'm  only  sorry  that  I  cannot  any 
more  be  useful  to  you." 

"  Dear,  good  old  man,"  said  INlrs.  Seagrave,  after  a  pause, 
"  whatever  may  be  our  fates,  and  that  is  for  the  Almighty  to 
decide  for  us,  as  long  as  I  have  life,  what  you  have  done  for 
me  and  mine  shall  never  be  forgotten." 

Mrs.  Seagrave  then  bent  over  him,  and,  kissing  his  fore- 
head, rose  from  her  knees,  and  retired  weeping  into  the  house. 

"William,"  said  Ready,  "I  can't  talk  now;  raise  my  head 
a  little,  and  then  leave  me ;  I  shall  be  better  if  I'm  quiet. 
You  have  not  looked  round  lately.  Come  again  in  about  half 
an  hour.  Leave  me  now,  Mr.  Seagrave ;  I  shall  be  better  if 
I  doze  a  little." 

William  and  Mr.  Seagrave  complied  with  Ready's  request ; 
they  went  up  to  the  planks,  and  examined  all  round  the  stock- 
ade, cautiously  and  carefully ;  at  last  they  stopped. 

"  This  is  a  sad  business,  William,"  said  Mr.  Seagrave. 

AVilliam  shook  his  head.  "  He  would  not  let  me  go," 
replied  he ;  "I  wish  he  had.  I  fear  that  he  is  much  hurt ; 
do  you  think  so,  papa  ?  " 

"  I  should  say  that  he  cannot  recover,  William.  We  shall 
miss  him  to-morrow,  if  they  attack  us ;  I  fear  much  for  the 
result." 

"  I  hardly  know  what  to  say,  papa  ;  but  this  I  feel,  that 
since  we  have  been  relieved  I  am  able  to  do  twice  as  much  as 
I  could  have  done  before." 
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"  I  feel  the  same,  my  dear  boy ;  but  still,  with  such  a  force 
against  us,  two  people  cannot  do  much," 

''  If  my  mother  and  Juno  load  the  muskets  for  us,"  replied 
William,  "  we  shall  at  all  events  do  as  much  now  as  we  should 
have  been  able  to  do  if  there  were  three,  so  exhausted  as  we 
should  have  been." 

"  Perhaps  so,  my  dear  William  ;  at  all  events  we  will  do 
our  best,  for  we  fight  for  our  lives  and  the  lives  of  those  most 
dear  to  us." 

William  went  softly  up  to  Ready,  and  found  that  the  old 
man  was  dozing,  if  irot  asleep ;  he  did  not  therefore  disturb 
him,  but  returned  to  his  father  ;  they  carried  the  barrico  of 
water  into  the  house,  and  put  it  in  Mrs.  Seagrave's  charge, 
that  it  might  not  be  wasted;  and  now  that  their  thirst  had 
been  appeased,  they  all  felt  the  calls  of  hunger.  Juno  and 
William  went  and  cut  off  steaks  from  the  turtle,  and  fried 
them ;  they  all  made  a  hearty  meal,  and  perhaps  never  had 
they  taken  one  with  so  much  relish  in  their  lives. 

It  was  nearly  daylight,  when  William,  who  had  several 
times  been  softly  up  to  Ready  to  ascertain  whether  he  slept 
or  not,  found  him  with  his  eyes  open. 

"  How  do  you  find  yourself,  Ready  ?  "  said  William. 

"  I  am  quiet  and  easy,  William,  and  without  much  pain  ; 
but  I  think  I  am  sinking,  and  shall  not  last  long.  Recollect 
that  if  you  are  obliged  to  escape  from  the  stockade,  William, 
you  take  no  heed  of  me,  but  leave  me  where  I  am.  I  cannot 
live,  and  were  you  to  move  me,  I  should  only  die  the  sooner." 

"  I  had  rather  die  with  you  than  leave  you,  Ready." 

"No,  sir;  that  is  wrong  and  foolish;  you  must  save  your 
mother  and  your  brothers  and  sisters;  promise  me  that  you 
will  do  as  I  wish." 

William  licsitated. 

"  I  point  out  to  you  your  duty.  Master  William  ;  1  know 
what  your  feelings  are,  but  you  must  not  give  way  to  them  ; 
promise  me  this,  or  you  will  make  me  very  miserable." 

William  squeezed  Ready's  hand  ;  his  heart  was  too  full  to 
speak. 

"  They  will  come  at  daylight,  William  —  I  think  so  at  least ; 
you  have  not  much  time  to  spare ;  climb  to  the  lookout,  and 
wait  there  till  day  dawns ;  watch  them  as  long  as  you  can  in 
safety,  and  then  con)e  down  to  tell  me  what  you  have 
seen." 
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Ready's  voice  became  faint  after  tliia  exertion  of  speaking 
so  much. 

He  motioned  to  William,  who  immediately  climbed  up  the 
cocoanut  tree,  and  waited  there  till  daylight. 

At  dawn  of  day,  he  perceived  that  the  savages  were  at 
work,  that  they  had  collected  all  the  fagots  together  opposite 
to  where  the  old  house  stood,  and  were  very  busy  in  making 
arrangements  for  the  attack.  At  last  he  perceived  that  they 
every  one  shouldered  a  fagot,  and  commenced  their  advance 
toward  the  stockade ;  William  immediately  descended  from 
the  tree,  and  called  his  father,  who  was  talking  with  Mrs.  Sea- 
grave.  The  muskets  were  all  loaded,  and  Mrs.  Seagrave  and 
Juno  took  their  posts  below  the  planking,  to  reload  them  as 
fast  as  they  were  fired. 

"We  must  fire  upon  them  as  soon  as  we  are  sure  of  not 
missing  them,  William,"  said  Mr.  Seagrave,  "  for  the  more  we 
check  their  advance  the  better." 

When  the  first  savages  were  within  fifty  yards,  they  both 
fired,  and  two  of  the  men  dropped ;  and  they  continued  to  fire 
as  their  assailants  came  up,  with  great  success  for  the  first  ten 
minutes ;  after  which  the  savages  advanced  in  a  larger  body, 
and  took  the  precaution  to  hold  the  fagots  in  front  of  them, 
for  some  protection  as  they  approached.  By  thege  means  they 
gained  the  stockade  in  safety,  and  commenced  laying  their 
fagots.  Mr.  Seagrave  and  William  still  kept  up  an  incessant 
fire  upon  them,  but  not  with  so  much  success  as  before. 

Although  many  fell,  the  fagots  were  gradually  heaped  up, 
till  they  almost  reached  to  the  holes  between  the  palisades, 
through  which  they  pointed  their  muskets  ;  and  as  the  savages 
contrived  to  slope  them  down  from  the  stockade  to  the  ground, 
it  was  evident  that  they  meant  to  mount  up  and  take  them  by 
escalade.  At  last,  it  appeared  as  if  all  the  fagots  had  been 
placed,  and  the  savages  retired  further  back,  to  where  the 
cocoanut  trees  were  still  standing. 

"  They  have  gone  away,  father,"  said  William ;  "  but  they 
will  come  again,  and  I  fear  it  is  all  over  with  us." 

"  I  fear  so  too,  my  noble  boy,"  replied  Mr.  Seagrave  ;  "  they 
are  only  retreating  to  arrange  for  a  general  assault,  and  they 
now  will  be  able  to  gain  an  entrance.  I  almost  wisn  they  had 
fired  the  fagots ;  we  might  have  escaped  as  Ready  pointed  out 
to  us,  but  now  I  fear  we  have  no  chance." 

"Don't  say  a  word  to  my  mother,"  said  William;   "let  us 
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defend  ourselves  to  the  last,  and  if  we  are  overpowered,  it  is 
the  will  of  God  !  " 

"I  should  like  to  take  a  farewell  embrace  of  your  dear 
mother,"  said  Mr.  Seagrave ;  "but  no;  it  will  be  weakness 
just  now ;  I  had  better  not.  Here  they  come,  William,  in  a 
swarm.  Well,  God  bless  you,  my  boy ;  we  shall  all,  I  trust, 
meet  in  Heaven." 

The  whole  body  of  savages  were  now  advancing  from  the 
cocoanut  wood  in  a  solid  mass  ;  they  raised  a  yell,  which  struck 
terror  into  the  hearts  of  Mrs.  Seagrave  and  Juno,  yet  they 
flinched  not.  The  savages  were  again  within  fifty  yards  of 
them,  when  the  fire  was  opened  upon  them  ;  this  was  answered 
by  loud  yells,  and  the  savages  had  already  reached  to  the 
bottom  of  the  sloping  pile  of  fagots,  when  the  yells  and  the 
reports  of  the  muskets  were  drowned  by  a  much  louder  report, 
followed  by  the  crackling  and  breaking  of  the  cocoanut  trees, 
Avhich  made  both  parties  start  with  surprise  ;  another  and  an- 
other followed,  the  ground  was  plowed  up,  and  the  savages  foil 
in  numbers. 

"  It  must  be  the  cannon  of  a  ship,  father  !  "  said  William  ; 
"  we  are  saved  —  we  are  saved  !  " 

"It  can  be  nothing  else  ;  we  are  saved,  and  by  a  miracle," 
replied  Mr.  Seagrave  in  utter  astonishment. 

The  savages  paused  in  the  advance,  quite  stupefied  ;  again, 
again,  again,  the  report  of  the  loud  guns  boomed  through  the 
air,  and  the  round  shot  and  grape  came  whizzing  and  tearing 
through  the  cocoanut  grove  ;  at  this  last  broadside,  the  savages 
turned  and  fled  toward  their  canoes  ;  not  one  was  left  to  be  seen. 

"  We  are  saved  !  "  cried  Mr.  Seagrave,  leaping  off  the  plank 
and  embracing  his  wife,  who  sunk  down  on  her  knees,  and  held 
up  her  clasped  liands  in  thankfulness  to  Heaven. 

William  liad  hastened  up  to  the  lookout  on  the  cocoanut 
tree,  and  now  cried  out  to  them  below,  as  the  guns  were  again 
discharged  :  — 

"  A  hirge  schooner,  father ;  slic  is  firing  at  the  savages,  who 
are  at  the  canoos  ;  tliey  are  falling  in  every  direction  ;  some 
have  plunged  into  tlie  water  ;  there  is  a  boatful  of  armed  men 
coming  on  shore ;  they  are  close  to  the  beach,  by  the  garden 
point.  Three  of  tlic  canoes  have  got  off  full  of  men  ;  there 
go  the  guns  again  ;  two  of  tlie  canoes  are  sunk,  father  ;  the 
boat  lias  landed,  and  the  people  are  coming  up  this  way." 
William  then  descended  fror.i  the  lookout  a:,  fast  as  he  could. 
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As  soon  as  he  was  down,  he  commenced  unbarring  the  door 
of  the  stockade.  He  pulled  out  the  last  pole  just  as  he  heard 
the  feet  of  their  deliverers  outside.  He  threw  open  the  door, 
and  a  second  after  found  himself  in  the  arms  of  Captain  Osborn. 


THE  TRIAL  OF  THE  KNAVE  OF  HEARTS.' 

By  lewis  CARROLL. 
(From  "  Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland.") 

[Lewis  Carroll,  pseudonym  of  Charles  Lutwidge  Dodgson :  An  English 
niaUiematician  and  humorous  writer  ;  born  in  1832,  died  in  January,  1898.  He 
graduated  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  1854,  and  was  a  tutor  and  mathematical 
lecturer  there  most  of  his  life.  In  1865  he  published  the  immortal  "Alice's 
Adventures  in  Wonderland."  This  was  succeeded  by  "  Phantasmagoria,  and 
Other  Poems,"  "  Through  the  Looking-Glass  "  (1871),  a  continuation  of  "Alice," 
"The  Hunting  of  the  Snark,"  "  Sylvie  and  Bruno,"  "Rhyme  and  Reason," 
"A  Tangled  Tale."  He  also  published  a  number  of  mathematical  text- 
books.] 

The  King  and  Queen  of  Hearts  were  seated  on  their  throne 
when  they  arrived,  with  a  great  crowd  assembled  about  them 
—  all  sorts  of  little  birds  and  beasts,  as  well  as  the  whole  pack 
of  cards  :  the  Knave  was  standing  before  them,  in  chains,  with 
a  soldier  on  each  side  to  guard  him ;  and  near  the  King  was 
the  White  Rabbit,  with  a  trumpet  in  one  hand,  and  a  scroll  of 
parchment  in  the  other.  In  the  very  middle  of  the  court  was 
a  table,  with  a  large  dish  of  tarts  upon  it :  they  looked  so 
good,  that  it  made  Alice  quite  hungry  to  look  at  them  —  ''I 
wish  they'd  get  the  trial  done,"  she  thought,  "  and  hand  round 
the  refreshments  !  "  But  there  seemed  to  be  no  chance  of  this, 
so  she  began  looking  at  everything  about  her  to  pass  away  the 
time. 

Alice  had  never  been  in  a  court  of  justice  before,  but  she 
had  read  about  them  in  books,  and  she  was  quite  pleased  to 
find  that  she  knew  the  name  of  nearly  everything  there. 
"  That's  the  judge  !  "  she  said  to  herself,  "  because  of  his  great 
wig." 

The  judge,  by  the  way,  was  the  King,  and  as  he  wore  his 
crown  over  the  wig  (look  at  the  frontispiece  if  you  want  to 
see  how  he  did  it),  he  did  not  look  at  all  comfortable,  and  it 
was  certainiy  not  becoming. 

'  By  permission  of  the  Publishers,  Macmillan  &  Co.,  Ltd. 
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"  And  that's  the  jury  box,"  thought  Alice,  "  and  those  twelve 
creatures  "  (she  was  obliged  to  say  "  creatures,"  you  see,  because 
some  of  them  were  animals,  and  some  were  birds),  "  I  suppose 
they  are  the  jurors."  She  said  this  last  word  two  or  three 
times  over  to  herself,  being  rather  proud  of  it :  for  she  thought, 
and  rightly  too,  that  very  few  little  girls  of  her  age  knew  the 
meaning  of  it  at  all.  However,  "jurymen"  would  have  done 
just  as  well. 

The  twelve  jurors  were  all  writing  very  busily  on  slates. 
"  What  are  they  doing  ? "  Alice  whispered  to  the  Gryphon. 
"  They  can't  have  anything  to  put  down  yet,  before  the  trial's 
begun." 

"  They're  putting  down  their  names,"  the  Gryphon  whis- 
pered in  reply,  "  for  fear  they  should  forget  them  before  the 
end  of  the  trial." 

"  Stupid  things  !  "  Alice  began  in  a  loud  indignant  voice, 
but  she  stopped  herself  hastily,  for  the  White  Rabbit  cried  out, 
"  Silence  in  the  court  !  "  and  the  King  put  on  his  spectacles 
and  looked  anxiously  round,  to  make  out  who  was  talking. 

Alice  could  see,  as  well  as  if  she  were  looking  over  their 
shoulders,  that  all  the  jurors  were  writing  down  "stupid 
things !  "  on  their  slates,  and  she  could  even  make  out  that 
one  of  them  didn't  know  how  to  spell  "  stupid,"  and  that  he 
had  to  ask  his  neighbor  to  tell  him.  "  A  nice  muddle  their 
slates'll  be  in  before  the  trial's  over  !  "  thought  Alice. 

One  of  the  jurors  had  a  pencil  that  squeaked.  This,  of 
course,  Alice  could  not  stand,  and  she  went  round  the  court 
and  got  behind  him,  and  very  soon  found  an  opportunity  of 
taking  it  away.  She  did  it  so  quickly  that  the  poor  little  juror 
(it  was  Bill,  the  Lizard)  could  not  make  out  at  all  what  liad 
l)ecome  of  it ;  so,  after  hunting  all  about  for  it,  he  was  obliged 
to  write  with  one  finger  for  the  rest  of  the  day  ;  and  this  was 
of  very  little  use,  as  it  left  no  mark  on  the  ;4atc. 

"  Herald,  read  the  accusation  !  "  said  the  King. 

On  this  the  White  Rabbit  blew  three  blasts  on  the  trumpet, 
and  tlien  unrolled  the  parchment  scroll,  and  road  as  follows  :  — 

"  The  Qneon  of  licarts,  she  made  some  tarts, 
All  on  a  sunnner  day  : 
The  Knave  of  Hearts,  ho  stole  those  tartS; 
And  took  them  quite  away  I  " 

"Consider  your  verdict,"  the  King  said  to  the  jury. 
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"  Not  yet,  not  yet ! "  the  Rabbit  hastily  interrupted. 
"  There's  a  great  deal  to  come  before  that  I  " 

"  Call  the  first  witness,"  said  the  King  ;  and  the  White  Rabbit 
blew  three  blasts  on  the  trumpet,  and  called  out, "  First  witness  !  " 

The  first  witness  was  the  Hatter.  He  came  in  with  a  tea- 
cup in  one  hand,  and  a  piece  of  bread  and  butter  in  the  other. 
"  I  beg  pardon,  your  Majesty,"  he  began,  "  for  bringing  these 
in  :  but  I  hadn't  quite  finished  my  tea  when  I  was  sent  for." 

"  You  ought  to  have  finished,"  said  the  King.  "  When  did 
you  begin  ?  " 

The  Hatter  looked  at  the  March  Hare,  who  had  followed 
him  into  the  court,  arm  in  arm  with  the  Dormouse.  "  Four- 
teenth of  March,  I  think  it  was,"  he  said. 

"  Fifteenth,"  said  the  March  Hare. 

"  Sixteenth,"  added  the  Dormouse. 

"  Write  that  down,"  the  King  said  to  the  jury,  and  the  jury 
eagerly  wrote  down  all  three  dates  on  their  slates,  and  then 
added  them  up  and  reduced  the  answer  to  shillings  and  pence. 

"  Take  off  your  hat,"  the  King  said  to  the  Hatter. 

"  It  isn't  mine,"  said  the  Hatter. 

'''■Stolen!'"  the  King  exclaimed,  turning  to  the  jury,  who 
instantly  made  a  memorandum  of  the  fact. 

"  I  keep  them  to  sell,"  the  Hatter  added  as  an  explanation  : 
"  I've  none  of  my  ov/n.     I'm  a  hatter." 

Here  the  Queen  put  on  her  spectacles,  and  began  staring 
hard  at  the  Hatter,  who  turned  pale  and  fidgeted. 

*'  Give  your  evidence,"  said  the  King ;  "  and  don't  be  nerv- 
ous, or  I'll  have  you  executed  on  the  spot." 

This  did  not  seem  to  encourage  the  witness  at  all :  he  kept 
shifting  from  one  foot  to  the  other,  looking  uneasily  at  the 
Queen,  and  in  his  confusion  he  bit  a  large  piece  out  of  his  tea- 
cup instead  of  the  bread  and  butter. 

Just  at  this  moment  Alice  felt  a  very  curious  sensation, 
which  puzzled  her  a  good  deal  until  she  made  out  what  it  was  : 
she  was  beginning  to  grow  larger  again,  and  she  thought  at 
first  she  would  get  up  and  leave  the  court  ;  but  on  second 
thoughts  she  decided  to  remain  where  she  was  as  long  as  there 
was  room  for  her. 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn't  squeeze  so,"  said  the  Dormouse,  who 
was  sitting  next  to  her.     ''  I  can  hardly  breathe." 

"I  can't  help  it,"  said  Alice,  very  meekly  :  "  I'm  growing." 

*'  You've  no  right  to  grow  here,'"  said  the  Dormouse. 
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"  Don't  talk  nonsense,"  said  Alice,  more  boldly  :  "  you  know 
you're  growing  too." 

"  Yes,  but  /grow  at  a  reasonable  pace,"  said  the  Dormouse  : 
"not  in  that  ridiculous  fashion."  And  he  got  up  very  sulkily 
and  crossed  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  court. 

All  this  time  the  Queen  had  never  left  off  staring  at  the 
Hatter,  and,  just  as  the  Dormouse  crossed  the  court,  she  said 
to  one  of  the  officers  of  the  court,  "  Bring  me  the  list  of  the 
sinsrers  in  the  last  concert !  "  on  which  the  wretched  Hatter 
trembled  so,  that  he  shook  both  his  shoes  off. 

"Give  your  evidence,"  the  King  repeated  angrily,  "or  I'll 
have  you  executed,  whether  you're  nervous  or  not." 

"I'm  a  poor  man,  your  Majesty,"  the  Hatter  began  in  a 
trembling  voice,  "  and  I  hadn't  but  just  begun  my  tea  —  not 
above  a  week  or  so  —  and  what  with  the  bread  and  butter 
getting  so  thin — and  the  twinkling  of  the  tea " 

"The  twinkling  of  what?'"'  said  the  King. 

"It  began  with  the  tea,"  the  Hatter  replied. 

"  Of  course  twinkling  begins  with  a  T  !  "  said  the  King, 
sharply.     "  Do  you  take  me  for  a  dunce  ?     Go  on  I  *' 

"  I'm  a  poor  man,"  the  Hatter  went  on,  "  and  most  things 
twinkled  after  that  —  only  the  March  Hare  said " 

"  I  didn't  !  "  the  March  Hare  interrupted  in  a  great  hurry. 

"  You  did  !  "  said  the  Hatter. 

"  I  deny  it !  "  said  the  March  Hare. 

"  He  denies  it,"  said  the  King  :  "leave  out  that  part." 

"Well,  at  any  rate,  the   Dormouse   said "  the  Hatter 

went  on,  looking  anxiously  round  to  see  if  he  would  deny  it 
too  :  but  the  Dormouse  denied  nothing,  being  fast  asleep. 

"  After  that,"  continued  the  Hatter,  "  I  cut  some  more  bread 
and  butter " 

"  liut  what  did  the  Dormouse  say?  "  one  of  the  jury  asked. 

"  That  I  can't  remember,"  said  the  Hatter. 

"You  viust  remember,"  remarked  the  King,  "or  I'll  liave 
you  executed." 

The  miserable  Hatter  dropped  liis  teacup  and  l)road  and 
butter  and  went  down  on  one  knee. 

"  I'm  a  poor  man,  your  Majesty,"  he  began. 

"You're  a  very  poor  speaker^"'  said  the  King. 

Here  one  of  the  guinea  pigs  cheered,  and  was  immediately 
sn[)pr(!Hsed  by  tlu^  oiric(!rs  of  tlio  court.  (As  that  is  rather 
a  hard  word,  1  will  just  explain  to  you  liow  it  was  done.     They 
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had  a  large  canvas  bag,  which  tied  up  at  the  mouth  with 
strings  :  into  this  they  slipped  the  guinea  pig,  head  first,  and 
then  sat  upon  it.) 

"  I'm  glad  I've  seen  that  done,"  thought  Alice.  "  I've 
so  often  read  ?n  the  newspapers,  at  the  end  of  trials,  '  There 
was  some  attempt  at  applause,  which  was  immediately  sup- 
pressed by  the  officers  of  the  court,'  and  I  never  understood 
what  it  meant  till  now." 

"  If  that's  all  you  know  about  it,  you  may  stand  down," 
continued  the  King. 

"  I  can't  go  no  lower,"  said  the  Hatter  :  "I'm  on  the  floor- 
as  it  is." 

"  Then  you  may  sit  down,"  the  King  replied. 

Here  the  other  guinea  pig  cheered,  and  was  suppressed. 

"  Come,  that  finishes  the  guinea  pigs !  "  thought  Alice. 
"Now  we  shall  get  on  better." 

"  I'd  rather  finish  my  tea,"  said  the  Hatter  with  an  anxious 
look  at  the  Queen,  who  was  reading  the  list  of  singers. 

"You  may  go,"  said  the  King,  and  the  Hatter  hurriedly 
left  the  court,  without  even  waiting  to  put  his  shoes  on. 

" and  just  take  his  head  off  outside,"  the  Queen  added 

to  one  of  the  officers  :  but  the  Hatter  was  out  of  sight  before 
the  officer  could  get  to  the  door. 

"  Call  the  next  witness  !  "  said  the  King. 

The  next  witness  was  the  Duchess'  cook.  She  carried  the 
pepper  box  in  her  hand ;  and  Alice  guessed  who  it  was,  even 
before  she  got  into  the  court,  by  the  way  the  people  near  the 
door  began  sneezing  all  at  once. 

"  Give  your  evidence,"  said  the  King. 

"  Shan't,"  said  the  cook. 

The  King  looked  anxiously  at  the  White  Rabbit,  who  said  in 
a  low  voice,  "Your  Majesty  must  cross-examine  this  witness." 

"  Well,  if  I  must,  I  must,"  the  King  said  with  a  melancholy 
air;  and,  after  folding  his  arms  and  frowning  at  the  cook  till 
his  eyes  were  nearly  out  of  sight,  he  said  in  a  deep  voice, 
"  What  are  tarts  made  of  ?  " 

"  Pepper,  mostly,"  said  the  cook. 

"  Treacle,"  said  a  sleepy  voice  behind  her. 

"  Collar  that  Dormouse  !  "  the  Queen  shrieked  out.  "  Be- 
head that  Dormouse!  Turn  that  Dormouse  out  of  court' 
Suppress  him  !     Pinch  him  !     Off  with  his  whiskers  !  " 

For  some  minutes  the  whole  court  was  in  confusion,  getting 
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the  Dormouse  turned  out,  and,  by  the  time  they  had  settled 
down  again,  the  cook  had  disappeared. 

"  Never  mind  !  "  said  the  King,  with  an  air  of  great  relief. 
"  Call  the  next  witness."  And  he  added  in  an  undertone  to 
the  Queen,  "  Really,  my  dear,  you  must  cross-examine  the  next 
witness.     It  quite  makes  my  forehead  ache  !  " 

Alice  watched  the  White  Rabbit  as  he  fumbled  over  the  list, 
feeling  very  curious  to  see  what  the  next  witness  would  be  like, 
"  —  for  they  haven't  got  much  evidence  yet,'"'  she  said  to  her^ 
self.  Imagine  her  surprise,  when  the  White  Rabbit  read  out, 
at  the  top  of  his  shrill  little  voice,  the  name  "  Alice  !  " 

"  Here !  "  cried  Alice,  quite  forgetting  in  the  flurry  of  the 
moment  how  large  she  had  grown  in  the  last  few  minutes,  and 
she  jumped  up  in  such  a  hurry  that  she  tipped  over  the  jury 
box  with  the  edge  of  her  skirt,  upsetting  all  the  jurymen  on  to 
the  heads  of  the  crowd  below,  and  there  they  lay  sprawling 
about,  reminding  her  very  much  of  a  globe  of  goldfish  she  had 
accidentally  upset  the  week  before. 

"  Oh,  I  heg  your  pardon  !  "  she  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  great 
dismay,  and  began  picking  them  up  again  as  quickly  as  she 
could,  for  the  accident  of  the  goldfish  kept  running  in  her 
head,  and  she  had  a  vague  sort  of  idea  that  they  must  be  col- 
lected at  once  and  put  back  mto  the  jury  box,  or  they  Avould  die. 

"  The  trial  cannot  proceed,"  said  the  King,  in  a  very  grave 
voice,  "until  all  the  jurymen  are  back  in  their  proper  places  — 
all"  he  repeated  with  great  emphasis,  looking  hard  at  Alice  as 
he  said  so. 

Alice  looked  at  tlie  jury  box,  and  saw  that,  in  her  haste,  she 
liad  put  the  Lizard  in  head  downwards,  and  the  poor  little 
thing  was  waving  its  tail  about  in  a  melancholy  way,  being 
(juitc  unable  to  move.  She  soon  got  it  out  again,  and  put  it 
riglit ;  "  not  that  it  signifies  much,"  she  said  to  herself ;  "  I 
sliould  tliink  it  would  be  quite  as  much  use  in  the  trial  one  way 
up  as  the  other." 

As  soon  as  tlic  jury  liad  a  little  recovered  from  the  shock  of 
l)eing  upset,  and  their  shitos  and  pencils  had  been  found  and 
lianded  back  to  them,  they  set  to  work  very  diligently  to  write 
out  a  liistory  of  the  accident,  all  except  the  Lizard,  who  seemed 
too  much  overcome  to  do  anything  but  sit  with  its  mouth  open, 
gazing  up  into  the  roof  of  tlu;  court. 

"What  do  you  know  about  this  business'''"  the  King  said 
to  Alice. 
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"Nothing-,"  said  Alice. 

"  Nothing  whatever  ?  "  persisted  the  King. 

"  Nothing  whatever,"  said  Alice. 

"  That's  very  important,"  the  King  said,  turning  to  the  jury. 
They  were  just  beginning  to  write  this  down  on  their  slates, 
when  the  White  Rabbit  interrupted  :  "  C/wimportant,  your 
Majesty  means,  of  course,"  he  said  in  a  very  respectful  tone, 
but  frowning  and  making  faces  at  him  as  he  spoke. 

"  C/wimportant,  of  course,  I  meant,"  the  King  hastily  said, 
and  went  on  to  himself  in  an  undertone,  "  important  —  unim- 
portant —  unimportant  —  important "  as  if  he  were  trying 

which  word  sounded  best. 

Some  of  the  jury  wrote  it  down  "important,"  and  some 
"unimportant."  Alice  could  see  this,  as  she  was  near  enough 
to  look  over  their  slates ;  "  but  it  doesn't  matter  a  bit,"  she 
thought  to  herself. 

At  this  moment  the  King,  who  had  been  for  some  time 
busily  writing  in  his  notebook,  called  out,  "  Silence  !  "  and  read 
out  from  his  book,  "  Rule  Forty-two.  All  persotis  more  than  a 
mile  high  to  leave  the  court. ''^ 

Everybody  looked  at  Alice. 

"  Tm  not  a  mile  high,"  said  Alice. 

"  You  are,"  said  the  King. 

"Nearly  tv/o  miles  high,"  added  the  Queen. 

"  Well,  I  shan't  go,  at  any  rate,"  said  Alice ;  "  besides, 
that's  not  a  regular  rule  :  you  invented  it  just  now." 

"  It's  the  oldest  rule  in  the  book,"  said  the  King. 

"  Then  it  ought  to  be  Number  One,"  said  Alice. 

The  King  turned  pale,  and  shut  his  notebook  hastily. 
"  Consider  your  verdict,"  he  said  to  the  jury,  in  a  low  trem- 
bling voice. 

"  There's  more  evidence  to  come  yet,  please  your  Majesty," 
said  the  White  Rabbit,  jumping  up  in  a  great  hurry ;  "  this 
paper  has  just  been  picked  up." 

"  What's  in  it  ?  "  said  the  Queen. 

"  I  haven't  opened  it  yet,"  said  the  White  Rabbit,  "  but  it 
seems  to  be  a  letter,  written  by  the  prisoner  to  —  to  somebody." 

"It  must  have  been  that,"  said  the  King,  "unless  it  was 
written  to  nobody,  which  isn't  usual,  you  know." 

"  Who  is  it  directed  to  ?  "  said  one  of  the  jurymen. 

"  It  isn't  directed  at  all,"  said  the  White  Rabbit ;  "  in  fact, 
there's  nothing  written  on  the  outside^     He  unfolded  the  paper 
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as  he  spoke,  and  added,  "  It  isn't  a  letter  after  all  :  it's  a  set  of 
verses." 

"  Are  they  in  the  prisoner's  handwriting  ?  "  asked  another 
of  the  jurymen. 

"  No,  they're  not,"  said  the  White  Rabbit,  "  and  that's  the 
queerest  thing  about  it."     (The  jury  all  looked  puzzled.) 

"•He  must  have  imitated  somebody  else's  hand,"  said  the 
King.     (The  jury  all  brightened  up  again.) 

"  Please  your  Majesty,"  said  the  Knave,  "  I  didn't  write  it, 
and  they  can't  prove  I  did  :  there's  no  name  signed  at  the  end." 

"  If  you  didn't  sign  it,"  said  the  King,  "  that  only  makes 
the  matter  worse.  You  must  have  meant  some  mischief,  or  else 
you'd  have  signed  your  name  like  an  honest  man." 

Tliere  was  a  general  clapping  of  hands  at  this  :  it  was  the 
first  really  clever  thing  the  King  had  said  that  day. 

"  That  proves  his  guilt,"  said  the  Queen. 

"  It  proves  nothing  of  the  sort  !  "  said  Alice.  "  Why,  you 
don't  even  know  what  they're  about  !  " 

"  Read  them  !  "  said  the  King. 

The  White  Rabbit  put  on  his  spectacles.  "  Where  shall  I 
begin,  please  your  Majesty  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Begin  at  the  beginning,"  the  King  said  gravely,  "and  go 
on  till  you  come  to  the  end  :  then  stop." 

These  were  the  verses  the  White  Rabbit  read  :  — 

"  They  told  me  you  had  been  to  her, 
And  mentioned  me  to  him : 
She  gave  me  a  good  charactei*, 
But  said  I  could  not  swim. 

"  He  sent  them  word  I  had  not  gone 
(We  know  it  to  be  true)  : 
If  she  should  push  the  matter  on, 
Wliat  would  become  of  you  ? 

"  I  gave  her  one,  tliey  gave  him  two, 
You  gave  us  three  or  more; 
They  all  returned  from  liim  to  you. 

Though  they  wore  mino  before. 

**  If  I  or  she  shonhl  chance  to  be 
Involved  in  this  alTair, 
He  trusts  to  you  to  set  them  free, 
.  Exactly  as  we  were. 
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"  My  notion  was  that  you  had  been 
(Before  she  had  this  fit) 
An  obstacle  that  came  between 
Him,  and  ourselves,  and  it. 

"  Don't  let  him  know  she  liked  them  best, 
For  this  must  ever  be 
A  secret,  kept  from  all  the  rest, 
Between  yourself  and  me." 

"  That's  the  most  important  piece  of  evidence  we've  heard  yet," 
said  the  King,  rubbing  his  hands  ;  "  so  now  let  the  jury " 

"  If  any  one  of  tliem  can  explain  it,"  said  Alice  (she  had 
grown  so  large  in  the  last  few  minutes  that  she  wasn't  a  bit 
afraid  of  interrupting  him),  "  I'll  give  him  sixpence.  I  don't 
believe  there's  an  atom  of  meaning  in  it." 

The  jury  all  wrote  down  on  their  slates,  "  She  doesn't  be- 
lieve there's  an  atom  of  meaning  in  it,"  but  none  of  them 
attempted  to  explain  the  paper. 

"  If  there's  no  meaning  in  it,"  said  the  King,  "  that  saves  a 
world  of  trouble,  you  know,  as  we  needn't  try  to  find  any.  And 
yet  I  don't  know,"  he  went  on,  spreading  out  the  verses  on  his 
knee,  and  looking  at  them  with  one  eye  :  "  I  seem  to  see  some 
meaning  in  them,  after  all.  '  —  said  I  could  not  swim  — '  you 
can't  swim,  can  you  ?  "  he  added,  turning  to  the  Knave. 

The  Knave  shook  his  head  sadly.  "  Do  I  look  like  it  ?  " 
he  said.  (Which  he  certainly  did  not,  being  made  entirely  of 
cardboard.) 

"  All  right,  so  far,"  said  the  King,  and  he  went  on  mutter- 
ing over  the  verses  to  himself  :  "  '  TTe  know  it  to  he  true  — ' 
that's  the  jury,  of  course  —  '  I  gave  her  one,  they  gave  him  two  — ' 
why,  that  must  be  what  he  did  with  the  tarts,  you  know " 

"  But  it  goes  on  '  they  all  returned  from  him  to  you,' "  said 
Alice. 

"  Why,  there  they  are  !  "  said  the  King,  triumphantly,  point- 
ing to  the  tarts  on  the  table.  "  Nothing  can  be  clearer  than 
that.  Then  again  —  '■before  she  had  this  fit — '  you  never  had 
fits,  my  dear,  I  think? "  he  said  to  the  Queen. 

"  Never  !  "  said  the  Queen,  furiously,  throwing  an  inkstand 
at  the  Lizard  as  she  spoke.  (The  unfortunate  little  Bill  had 
left  off  writing  on  his  slate  with  one  finger,  as  he  found  it  made 
no  mark  ;  but  he  now  hastily  began  again,  using  the  ink,  that 
was  trickling  down  his  face,  as  long  as  it  .lasted.) 
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"  Then  the  words  don't  fit  you,"  said  the  King,  looking  round 
the  court  with  a  smile.     There  was  a  dead  silence. 

"  It's  a  pun  !  "  the  King  added  in  an  angry  tone,  and  every- 
body laughed.  "Let  the  jury  consider  their  verdict,"  the 
King  said,  for  about  the  twentieth  time  that  day. 

"No,  no!"  said  the  Queen.  "Sentence  first  —  verdict 
afterwards." 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  !  "  said  Alice,  loudly.  "  The  idea  of 
having  the  sentence  first !  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue  !  "  said  the  Queen,  turning  purple. 

"  I  won't !  "  said  Alice. 

"  Off  with  her  head  !  "  the  Queen  shouted  at  the  top  of  her 
voice.     Nobody  moved. 

"  Who  cares  for  you  ?  "  said  Alice  (she  had  grown  to  her 
full  size  by  this  time).    "You're  nothing  but  a  pack  of  cards  !  " 

At  this  the  whole  pack  rose  up  into  the  air,  and  came  flying 
down  upon  her  ;  she  gave  a  little  scream,  half  of  fright  and  half 
of  anger,  and  tried  to  beat  them  off,  and  found  herself  lying  on 
the  bank,  with  her  head  in  the  lap  of  her  sister,  who  was  gently 
brushing  away  some  dead  leaves  that  had  fluttered  down  from 
the  trees  on  to  her  face. 

"  Wake  up,  Alice  dear  !  "  said  her  sister ;  "  why,  what  a 
long  sleep  you've  had !  " 

"  Oh,  I've  had  such  a  curious  dream  I  "  said  Alice,  and  she 
told  her  sister,  as  well  as  she  could  remember  them,  all  these 
strange  Adventures  of  hers  that  you  have  just  been  reading 
about ;  and  when  she  had  finished,  her  sister  kissed  her,  and 
said,  "  It  was  a  curious  dream,  dear,  certainly  :  but  now  run  in 
to  your  tea;  it's  getting  late."  So  Alice  got  up  and  ran  off, 
thinking  while  she  ran,  as  well  she  might,  what  a  wonderful 
dream  it  liad  been. 

But  her  sister  sat  still  just  as  she  had  left  her,  leaning  her 
head  on  her  hand,  watching  the  setting  sun,  and  thinking  of 
little  Alice  and  all  her  wonderful  Adventures,  till  she  too 
be^'an  dreaming  after  a  fashion,  and  tliis  v/as  her  dream  :  — 

°First,  she  dreamed  of  little  Alice  heryelf  :  —  once  again  the 
tiny  hands  were  clasped  upon  her  knee,  and  the  bright  eager 
eyes  were  looking  up  into  hers  —  slie  could  hear  the  very  tones  of 
lier  voice,  and  see  that  (pieiu-  little  toss  of  her  head,  to  keep  back 
the  wandering  hair  that  wow/<i  always  got  into  her  eyes  —  and 
still  as  she  listened,  or  seemed  to  listen,  the  whole  place  around 
her  became  alive  with  the  strange  creatures  of  lier  little  sister's 
dream. 


THE   HOUR  OF  DEATH.  6766 

The  long  grass  rustled  at  her  feet  as  the  White  Rabbit 
hurried  by  —  the  frightened  Mouse  splashed  his  way  througli 
the  neighboring  pool  —  she  could  hear  the  rattle  of  the  teacups 
as  the  March  Hare  and  his  friends  shared  their  never-ending 
meal,  and  the  shrill  voice  of  the  Queen  ordering  off  her  un- 
fortunate guests  to  execution  —  once  more  the  pig  baby  was 
sneezing  on  the  Duchess'  knee,  while  plates  and  dishes  crashed 
around  it  —  once  more  the  shriek  of  the  Gryphon,  the  squeak- 
ing of  the  Lizard's  slate  pencil,  and  the  choking  of  the  sup- 
pressed guinea  pigs,  filled  the  air,  mixed  up  with  the  distant 
sob  of  the  miserable  Mock  Turtle. 

So  she  sat  on,  with  closed  eyes,  and  half  believed  herself  in 
Wonderland,  though  she  knew  she  had  but  to  open  them  again 
and  all  would  change  to  dull  reality  —  the  grass  would  be  only 
rustling  in  the  wind,  and  the  pool  rippling  to  the  waving  of 
the  reeds — the  rattling  teacups  would  change  to  tinkling  sheep 
bells,  and  the  Queen's  shrill  cries  to  the  voice  of  the  shepherd 
boy  —  and  the  sneeze  of  the  baby,  the  shriek  of  the  Gryphon, 
and  all  the  other  queer  noises,  would  change  (she  knew)  to  the 
confused  clamor  of  the  busy  farmyard  —  while  the  lowing  of 
the  cattle  in  the  distance  would  take  the  place  of  the  Mock 
Turtle's  heavy  sobs. 

Lastly,  she  pictured  to  herself  how  this  same  little  sister  of 
hers  would,  in  the  after  time,  be  herself  a  grown  woman ;  and 
how  she  would  keep,  through  all  her  riper  years,  the  simple 
and  loving  heart  of  her  childhood  :  and  how  she  would  gather 
about  her  other  little  children,  and  make  their  eyes  bright 
and  eager  with  man}'-  a  strange  tale,  perhaps  even  with 
the  dream  of  Wonderland  of  long  ago  :  and  how  she  would 
feel  with  all  their  simple  sorrows,  and  find  a  pleasure  in  all 
their  simple  joys,  remembering  her  own  child  life,  and  the 
happy  summer  days. 
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By  FELICIA  D.  HEMANS. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breathy 

And  stars  to  set  —  but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  I 
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Day  is  for  mortal  care, 
Eve,  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  heartli, 

Night,  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayer  - 
But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour  — 
Its  feverish  hour,  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine ; 

There  comes  a  day  for  grief's  o'erwhelming  power, 
A  time  for  softer  tears — but  all  are  thine. 

Youth  and  the  opening  rose 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay. 

And  smile  at  thee  —  but  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  to  seize  their  prey. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set  —  but  all. 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death! 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 
When  summer  birds  from  far  shall  cross  the  sea. 

When  autumn's  hue  shall  tinge  the  golden  grain  — 
But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee ! 

Is  it  when  spring's  first  gale 
Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 
Is  it  when  roses  in  our  paths  grow  pale  !  — 
They  have  one  season  —  all  are  ours  to  die ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 
Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air; 

Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home. 
And  the  world  calls  us  forth  —  and  thou  art  there. 

Tliou  art  where  friend  meets  friend, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest  — 

Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets  rend 
The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  crest. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set  —  but  all  — 
Thou  hast  cUl  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death! 
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ROGER   MALVIN'S   BURIAL. 

By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

(From  "  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse.") 

[Nathaniel  Hawthorne:  American  story-writer;  born  at  Salem,  Mass., 
July  4,  1804  ;  died  at  Plymouth,  N.H.,  May  19,  1864.  His  official  positions,  in 
the  customhouse  at  Salem  and  as  United  States  consul  at  Liverpool,  furnished 
him  with  many  opportunities  for  the  study  of  human  nature.  His  literary 
popularity  was  of  slow  growth,  but  was  founded  on  the  eternal  verities.  His 
most  famous  novels  are  "  The  Scarlet  Letter,"  1850 ;  "  The  House  of  the  Seven 
Gables,"  1851 ;  "The  Blithedale  Romance,"  1852;  "The  Marble  Faun,"  1860; 
"  Septimius  Felton,"  posthumous.  He  wrote  a  great  number  of  short  stories, 
inimitable  in  style  and  full  of  weird  imagination.  "Twice-told  Tales,"  first 
series,  appeared  in  1837;  "The  Snow  Image  and  Other  Twice-told  Tales,"  in 
1852;  "Tangle wood  Tales,"  in  1853.] 

One  of  the  few  incidents  of  Indian  warfare  naturally  sus- 
ceptible of  the  moonlight  of  romance  was  that  expedition  un- 
dertaken for  the  defense  of  the  frontiers  in  the  year  1725,  which 
resulted  in  the  well-remembered  " Lovell's  Fight."  Imagina- 
tion, by  casting  certain  circumstances  judicially  into  the  shade, 
may  see  much  to  admire  in  the  heroism  of  a  little  band  who 
gave  battle  to  twice  their  number  in  the  heart  of  the  enemy's 
country.  The  open  bravery  displayed  by  both  parties  was  in 
accordance  with  civilized  ideas  of  valor ;  and  chivalry  itself 
might  not  blush  to  record  the  deeds  of  one  or  two  individuals. 
The  battle,  though  so  fatal  to  those  who  fought,  was  not  unfor- 
tunate in  its  consequences  to  the  country  ;  for  it  broke  the 
strength  of  a  tribe  and  conduced  to  the  peace  which  subsisted 
during  several  ensuing  years.  History  and  tradition  are  un- 
usually minute  in  their  memorials  of  this  affair  ;  and  the  cap- 
tain of  a  scouting  party  of  frontier  men  has  acquired  as  actual 
a  military  renown  as  many  a  victorious  leader  of  thousands. 
Some  of  the  incidents  contained  in  the  following  pages  will  be 
recognized,  notwithstanding  the  substitution  of  fictitious  names, 
by  such  as  have  heard,  from  old  men's  lips,  the  fate  of  the  few 
combatants  who  were  in  a  condition  to  retreat  after  "  Lovell's 
Fight." 

*  *  -Sfr  *  *  *  * 

The  early  sunbeams  hovered  cheerfully  upon  the  tree  tops, 
beneath  which  two  weary  and  wounded  men  had  stretched 
their  limbs  the  night  before.     Their  bed  of  withered  oak  leaves 


6768  ROGER  MALVIN'S  BURIAL. 

was  strewn  upon  tlie  small  level  space,  at  the  foot  of  a  rock,  sit- 
uated near  the  summit  of  one  of  the  gentle  swells  by  which  the 
face  of  the  country  is  there  diversified.  The  mass  of  granite, 
rearing  its  smooth,  flat  surface  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  above  their 
heads,  was  not  unlike  a  gigantic  gravestone,  upon  which  the 
veins  seemed  to  form  an  inscription  in  forgotten  characters. 
On  a  tract  of  several  acres  around  this  rock,  oaks  and  other 
hardwood  trees  had  supplied  the  place  of  the  pines,  which  were 
the  usual  growth  of  the  land  ;  and  a  young  and  vigorous  sap- 
ling stood  close  beside  the  travelers. 

The  severe  wound  of  the  elder  man  had  probably  deprived 
him  of  sleep  ;  for,  so  soon  as  the  first  ray  of  sunshine  rested  on 
the  top  of  the  highest  tree,  he  reared  himself  painfully  from  his 
recumbent  posture  and  sat  erect.  The  deep  lines  of  his  counte- 
nance and  the  scattered  gray  of  his  hair  marked  him  as  past  the 
middle  age  ;  but  his  muscular  frame  would,  but  for  the  effects 
of  his  wound,  have  been  as  capable  of  sustaining  fatigue  as  in 
the  early  vigor  of  life.  Languor  and  exhaustion  now  sat  upon 
his  liaggard  features  ;  and  the  despairing  glance  which  he  sent 
forward  through  the  depths  of  the  forest  proved  his  own  con- 
viction that  his  pilgrimage  was  at  an  end.  He  next  turned  his 
eyes  to  the  companion  who  reclined  by  his  side.  The  youth  — 
for  he  had  scarcely  attained  the  years  of  manhood  —  lay,  with 
his  head  upon  his  arm,  in  the  embrace  of  an  unquiet  sleep, 
which  a  thrill  of  pain  from  his  wounds  seemed  each  moment  on 
the  point  of  breaking.  His  right  liand  grasped  a  musket ;  and, 
to  judge  from  the  violent  action  of  his  features,  his  slumbers 
were  bringing  back  a  vision  of  the  conflict  of  which  he  was  one 
of  the  few  survivors.  A  shout  —  deep  and  loud  in  his  dream- 
ing fancy  —  found  its  way  in  an  imperfect  murmur  to  his  lips  ; 
and,  starting  even  at  the  slight  sound  of  his  own  voice,  he  sud- 
denly awoke.  The  first  act  of  reviving  recollection  was  to 
make  anxious  inquiries  respecting  the  condition  of  his  wounded 
fellow-traveler.     The  latter  shook  his  liead. 

"  Reuben,  my  boy,"  said  he,  "  this  rock  beneath  which  we 
sit  will  serve  for  an  old  hunter's  gravestone.  There  is  many 
and  m.any  a  long  mile  of  howling  wilderness  before  us  yet ;  nor 
would  it  avail  me  anything  if  the  smoke  of  my  own  chimney 
were  but  on  the  other  side  of  that  swell  of  land.  The  Indian 
bullet  was  deadlier  than  I  thought." 

"  You  are  weary  with  our  three  days'  travel,"  replied  the 
youth,  "  and  a  little  longer  rest  will  recruit  you.     Sit  you  here 
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while  I  search  the  woods  for  the  herbs  and  roots  that  must  be 
our  sustenance ;  and,  having  eaten,  you  shall  lean  on  me,  and 
we  will  turn  our  faces  homev/ard.  I  doubt  not  that,  with  my 
help,  you  can  attain  to  some  one  of  the  frontier  garrisons." 

"  There  is  not  two  days'  life  in  me,  Reuben,"  said  the  other, 
calmly,  "  and  I  will  no  longer  burden  you  with  my  useless  body, 
when  you  can  scarcely  support  your  own.  Your  wounds  are 
deep  and  your  strength  is  failing  fast ;  yet,  if  you  hasten  on- 
ward alone,  you  may  be  preserved.  For  me  there  is  no  hope, 
and  I  will  await  death  here." 

"  If  it  must  be  so,  I  will  remain  and  watch  by  you,"  said 
Reuben,  resolutely. 

"No,  my  son,  no,"  rejoined  his  companion.  "  Let  the  wish 
of  a  dying  man  have  weight  with  you  ;  give  me  one  grasp  of 
your  hand,  and  get  you  hence.  Think  you  that  my  last  mo- 
ments will  be  eased  by  the  thought  that  I  leave  you  to  die  a 
more  lingering  death  ?  I  have  loved  you  like  a  father,  Reuben  ; 
and  at  a  time  like  this  I  should  have  something  of  a  father's  au- 
thority.    I  charge  you  to  be  gone  that  I  may  die  in  peace." 

"  And  because  you  have  been  a  father  to  me,  should  I  there- 
fore leave  you  to  perish  and  to  lie  unburied  in  the  wilderness  ?" 
exclaimed  the  youth.  "  No  ;  if  your  end  be  in  truth  approach- 
ing, I  will  watch  by  you  and  receive  your  parting  words.  I 
will  dig  a  grave  here  by  the  rock,  in  which,  if  my  weakness 
overcome  me,  we  will  rest  together  ;  or,  if  Heaven  gives  me 
strength,  I  will  seek  my  way  home." 

"  In  the  cities  and  wherever  men  dwell,"  replied  the  other, 
"  they  bury  their  dead  in  the  earth  ;  they  hide  them  from  the 
sight  of  the  living ;  but  here,  where  no  step  may  pass  perhaps 
for  a  hundred  years,  wherefore  should  I  not  rest  beneath  the 
open  sky,  covered  only  by  the  oak  leaves  when  the  autumn 
winds  shall  strew  them?  And  for  a  monument,  here  is  this 
gray  rock,  on  which  my  dying  hand  shall  carve  the  name  of 
Roger  Malvin  ;  and  the  traveler  in  days  to  come  will  kuow  that 
here  sleeps  a  hunter  and  a  warrior.  Tarry  not,  then,  for  a  folly 
like  this,  but  hasten  away,  if  not  for  your  own  sake,  for  hers 
who  will  else  be  desolate." 

Malvin  spoke  the  last  few  words  in  a  faltering  voice,  and 
their  effect  upon  his  companion  was  strongly  visible.  They 
reminded  him  that  there  were  other  and  less  questionable  duties 
than  that  of  sharing  the  fate  of  a  man  whom  his  death  could 
not  benefit.     Nor  can  it  be  affirmed  that  no  selfish  feeling  strove 
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to  enter  Reuben's  heart,  though  the  consciousness  made  him 
more  earnestly  resist  his  companion's  entreaties. 

"  How  terrible  to  wait  the  slow  approach  of  death  in  this 
solitude  !  "  exclaimed  he.  "  A  brave  man  does  not  shrink  in 
the  battle  ;  and,  when  friends  stand  round  the  bed,  even  women 
may  die  composedly ;  but  here " 

"  I  shall  not  shrink  even  here,  Reuben  Bourne,"  interrupted 
Malvin.  "  I  am  a  man  of  no  weak  heart,  and,  if  I  were,  there 
is  a  surer  support  than  that  of  earthly  friends.  You  are  young, 
and  life  is  dear  to  you.  Your  last  moments  will  need  comfort 
far  more  than  mine  ;  and  when  you  have  laid  me  in  the  earth, 
and  are  alone,  and  night  is  settling  on  the  forest,  you  will  feel 
all  the  bitterness  of  the  death  that  may  now  be  escaped.  But 
I  will  urge  no  selfish  motive  to  your  generous  nature.  Leave 
me  for  my  sake,  that,  having  said  a  prayer  for  your  safety,  I 
may  have  space  to  settle  my  account  undisturbed  by  worldly 
sorrows." 

"And  your  daughter,  — how  shall  I  dare  to  meet  her  eye?" 
exclaimed  Reuben.  "  She  will  ask  the  fate  of  her  father,  whose 
life  I  vowed  to  defend  with  my  own.  ISIust  I  tell  her  that  he 
traveled  three  days'  march  with  me  from  the  field  of  battle  and 
tliat  then  I  left  him  to  perish  in  the  wilderness?  Were  it  not 
better  to  lie  down  and  die  by  your  side  than  to  return  safe  and 
say  this  to  Dorcas?  " 

"Tell  my  daughter,"  said  Roger  Malvin,  "that,  though 
yourself  sore  wounded,  and  weak,  and  weary,  you  led  my 
tottering  footsteps  niany  a  mile,  and  left  me  only  at  my  earnest 
entreaty,  1)ecause  1  would  not  have  your  blood  upon  my  soul. 
Tell  her  that  through  pain  and  danger  you  were  faithful,  and 
that,  if  your  lifeblood  could  have  saved  me,  it  would  have  flowed 
to  its  last  drop  ;  and  tell  her  that  you  will  be  something  dearer 
tlian  a  father,  and  that  my  blessing  is  with  you  both,  and  that 
my  dying  eyes  can  see  a  long  and  pleasant  path  in  which  you 
will  journey  together." 

As  Malvin  spoke  lie  almost  raised  liimself  from  the  ground, 
and  the  energy  of  his  concluding  words  seemed  to  fill  the  wild 
;ind  lonely  forest  with  a  vision  of  happiness ;  but,  when  he 
sank  exliaustcd  upon  his  bed  of  oak  leaves,  the  light  whicli 
liad  kindled  in  Reuben's  eye  was  quenclicd.  He  felt  as  if  it 
were  both  sin  and  folly  to  think  of  happiness  at  sucli  a  moment. 
His  companion  watched  his  changing  countenance,  and  sought 
with  generous  art  to  wile  him  to  his  own  good. 
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"  Perhaps  I  deceive  myself  in  regard  to  the  time  I  have  to 
live,"  he  resumed.  "  It  may  be  that,  with  speedy  assistance,  I 
might  recover  of  my  wound.  The  foremost  fugitives  must,  ere 
this,  have  carried  tidings  of  our  fatal  battle  to  the  frontiers, 
and  parties  will  be  out  to  succor  those  in  like  condition  with 
ourselves.  Should  you  meet  one  of  these  and  guide  them 
hither,  who  can  tell  but  that  I  may  sit  by  my  own  fireside 
again?  " 

A  mournful  smile  strayed  across  the  features  of  the  dying 
man  as  he  insinuated  that  unfounded  hope,  —  which,  however, 
was  not  without  its  effect  on  Reuben.  No  merely  selfish  motive, 
nor  even  the  desolate  condition  of  Dorcas,  could  have  induced 
him  to  desert  his  companion  at  such  a  moment  —  but  his  wishes 
seized  on  the  thought  that  Malvin's  life  might  be  preserved, 
and  his  sanguine  nature  heightened  almost  to  certainty  the 
remote  possibility  of  procuring  human  aid. 

"  Surely  there  is  reason,  weighty  reason,  to  hope  that  friends 
are  not  far  distant,"  he  said,  half  aloud.  "  There  fled  one 
coward,  unwounded,  in  the  beginning  of  the  fight,  and  most 
probably  he  made  good  speed.  Every  true  man  on  the  frontier 
would  shoulder  his  musket  at  the  news  ;  and,  though  no  party 
may  range  so  far  into  the  Avoods  as  this,  I  shall  perhaps  en- 
counter them  in  one  day's  march.  Counsel  me  faithfully,"  he 
added,  turning  to  Malvin,  in  distrust  of  his  own  motives. 
"Were  your  situation  mine,  would  you  desert  me  while  life 
remained  ?  " 

"  It  is  now  twenty  years,"  replied  Roger  Malvin,  —  sighing, 
however,  as  he  secretly  acknowledged  the  wide  dissimilarity  be- 
tween the  two  cases,  —  "  it  is  now  twenty  years  since  I  escaped 
with  one  dear  friend  from  Indian  captivity  near  Montreal.  We 
journeyed  many  days  through  the  woods,  till  at  length  over- 
come with  hunger  and  weariness,  my  friend  lay  down  and  be- 
sought me  to  leave  him  ;  for  he  knew  that,  if  I  remained, 
we  both  must  perish ;  and,  with  but  little  hope  of  obtaining 
succor,  I  heaped  a  pillow  of  dry  leaves  beneath  his  head  and 
hastened  on." 

"And  did  you  return  in  time  to  save  him?"  asked  Reuben, 
hanging  on  Malvin's  words  as  if  they  were  to  be  prophetic  of 
his  own  success. 

"  I  did,"  answered  the  other.  "  I  came  upon  the  camp  of 
a  hunting  party  before  sunset  of  the  same  day.  I  guided  them 
to  the  spot  where  my  comrade  was  expecting  death ;  and  he  M 
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now  a  hale  and  hearty  man  upon  his  own  farm,  far  within 
the  frontiers,  while  I  lie  wounded  here  in  the  depths  of  the 
wilderness." 

This  example,  powerful  in  affecting  Reuben's  decision,  was 
aided,  unconsciously  to  himself,  by  the  hidden  strength  of  many 
another  motive.  Roger  ]\Ialvin  perceived  that  the  victory  was 
nearly  won. 

"  Now,  go,  my  son,  and  Heaven  prosper  you  !  "  he  said. 
"  Turn  not  back  with  your  friends  when  you  meet  them,  lest 
your  wounds  and  weariness  overcome  you,  but  send  hither- 
ward  two  or  three,  that  may  be  spared,  to  search  for  me ;  and 
believe  me,  Reuben,  my  heart  will  be  lighter  with  every  step 
you  take  towards  home."  Yet  there  was,  perhaps,  a  change  both 
in  his  countenance  and  voice  as  he  spoke  thus ;  for,  after  all,  it 
was  a  ghastly  fate  to  be  left  expiring  in  the  wilderness. 

Reuben  Bourne,  but  half  convinced  that  lie  was  acting 
rightly,  at  length  raised  himself  from  the  ground  and  prepared 
himself  for  his  departure.  And  first,  though  contrary  to  Mal- 
vin's  wishes,  he  collected  a  stock  of  roots  and  herbs,  which  had 
been  their  only  food  during  the  last  two  days.  This  useless 
supply  he  placed  within  reach  of  the  dying  man,  for  whom, 
also,  he  swept  together  a  bed  of  dry  oak  leaves.  Then  climb- 
ing to  the  summit  of  the  rock,  which  on  one  side  was  rough 
and  broken,  he  bent  tlie  oak  sapling  downward,  and  bound  his 
handkerchief  to  the  topmost  branch.  This  precaution  was  not 
unnecessary  to  direct  any  who  niiglit  come  in  search  of  Malvin ; 
for  every  part  of  the  rock,  except  its  broad,  smooth  front,  was 
concealed  at  a  little  distance  by  the  dense  undergrowth  of  the 
forest.  The  handkerchief  had  been  the  bandage  of  a  wound 
upon  Reuben's  arm  ;  and,  as  ho  bound  it  to  the  tree,  he  vowed 
by  the  blood  that  stained  it  that  he  would  return,  either  to  save 
his  companion's  life,  or  to  lay  Ijis  body  in  tlie  grave.  He  then 
descended,  and  stood,  with  downcast  eyes,  to  receive  Roger 
Malvin's  parting  words. 

The  experience  of  the  latter  suggested  mucli  and  minute 
advice  respecting  the  youtli's  journey  through  tlie  trackless 
forest.  Upon  tliis  subject  lie  spoke  with  calm  earnestness,  as 
if  ho  were  sending  Reuben  to  the  battle  or  the  chase  while  he 
him.self  remained  secure  at  Iiome,  and  not  as  if  the  liuman 
countenance  tliat  was  about  to  leave  him  were  the  last  he 
would  ever  behold.  But  his  iirnniess  was  shaken  before  ho 
concluded. 
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"  Carry  my  blessing  to  Dorcas,  and  say  that  my  last  prayer 
shall  be  for  her  and  you.  Bid  her  to  have  no  hard  thoughts 
because  you  left  me  here,"  —  Reuben's  heart  smote  him,  —  "  for 
that  your  life  would  not  have  weighed  with  you  if  its  sacrifice 
could  have  done  me  good.  She  will  marry  you  after  she  has 
mourned  a  little  while  for  her  father  ,  and  Heaven  grant  you 
long  and  happy  days,  and  may  your  children's  children  stand 
round  your  deathbed  !  And,  Reuben,"  added  he,  as  the  weak- 
ness of  mortality  made  its  way  at  last,  "return,  when  your 
wounds  are  healed  and  your  weariness  refreshed,  —  return  to 
this  wild  rock,  and  lay  my  bones  in  the  grave,  and  say  a  prayer 
over  them." 

An  almost  superstitious  regard,  arising  perhaps  from  the 
customs  of  the  Indians,  whose  war  was  with  the  dead  as  well  as 
the  living,  was  paid  by  the  frontier  inhabitant?  to  the  rites  of 
sepulture ;  and  there  are  many  instances  of  the  sacrifice  of  life 
in  the  attempt  to  bury  those  who  had  fallen  by  the  ''  sword  of 
the  wilderness."  Reuben,  therefore,  felt  the  full  importance  of 
the  promise  which  he  most  solemnly  made  to  return  and  perform 
Roger  Malvin's  obsequies.  It  was  remarkable  that  the  latter, 
speaking  his  whole  heart  in  his  parting  words,  no  longer  en- 
deavored to  persuade  the  youth  that  even  the  speediest  succor 
might  avail  to  the  preservation  of  his  life.  Reuben  was  inter- 
nally convinced  that  he  should  see  Malvin's  living  face  no  more. 
His  generous  nature  would  fain  have  delayed  him,  at  whatever 
risk,  till  the  dying  scene  were  past ;  but  the  desire  of  existence 
and  the  hope  of  happiness  had  strengthened  in  his  heart,  and  he 
was  unable  to  resist  them. 

"It  is  enough,"  said  Roger  Malvin,  having  listened  to 
Reuben's  promise.     -'  Go,  and  God  speed  you  !  " 

Tlie  youth  pressed  his  hand  in  silence,  turned,  and  was 
departing.  His  slow  and  faltering  steps,  however,  had  borne 
him  but  a  little  way  before  Malvin's  voice  recalled  him. 

"  Reuben,  Reuben,"  said  he,  faintly ;  and  Reuben  returned 
and  knelt  down  by  the  dying  man. 

"  Raise  me,  and  let  me  lean  against  the  rock,"  was  his  last 
request.  "  My  face  will  be  turned  towards  home,  and  I  shall 
see  you  a  moment  longer  as  you  pass  among  the  trees." 

Reuben,  having  made  the  desired  alteration  in  his  compan- 
ion's posture,  again  began  his  solitary  pilgrimage.  He  walked 
more  hastily  at  first  than  was  consistent  with  his  strength ;  for 
a  sort  of  guilty  feeling,  which  sometimes  torments  men  in  their 
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most  justifiable  acts,  caused  him  to  peek  concealment  from 
IMalvin's  eyes ;  but  after  he  had  trodden  far  upon  the  rustling 
forest  leaves  he  crept  back,  impelled  by  a  wild  and  painful 
curiosity,  and,  sheltered  by  the  earthy  roots  of  an  uptorn  tree, 
gazed  earnestly  at  the  desolate  man.  The  morning  sun  was 
unclouded,  and  the  trees  and  shrubs  imbibed  the  sweet  air  of 
the  month  of  May ;  yet  there  seemed  a  gloom  on  Nature's  face, 
as  if  she  sympathized  with  mortal  pain  and  sorrow.  Roger 
Malvin's  hands  were  uplifted  in  a  fervent  prayer,  some  of  the 
words  of  which  stole  through  the  stillness  of  the  woods  and 
entered  Reuben's  heart,  torturing  it  with  an  unutterable  pang. 
They  were  the  broken  accents  of  a  petition  for  his  own  happi- 
ness and  that  of  Dorcas ;  and,  as  the  youth  listened,  conscience, 
or  something  in  its  similitude,  pleaded  strongly  with  him  to 
return  and  lie  down  again  by  the  rock.  He  felt  how  hard  was 
the  doom  of  the  kind  and  generous  being  whom  he  had  deserted 
in  his  extremity.  Death  would  come  like  the  slow  approach  of 
a  corpse,  stealing  gradually  towards  him  through  the  forest, 
and  showing  its  ghastly  and  motionless  features  from  behind  a 
nearer  and  yet  a  nearer  tree.  But  such  must  have  been  Reuben's 
own  fate  had  he  tarried  anotlier  sunset ;  and  who  shall  impute 
blame  to  him  if  he  shrink  from  so  useless  a  sacrifice  ?  As  he 
gave  a  parting  look,  a  breeze  waved  the  little  banner  upon  the 
sapling  oak  and  reminded  Reuben  of  his  vow. 

******* 
Many  circumstances  combined  to  retard  the  wounded  trav- 
eler in  his  way  to  the  frontiers.  On  the  second  day  the  clouds, 
gathering  densely  over  the  sky,  precluded  the  possibility  of 
regulating  Ids  course  by  the  position  of  the  sun  ;  and  he  knew 
not  but  that  every  effort  of  his  almost  exhausted  strength  was 
removing  him  fartlier  from  the  home  he  souglit.  His  scanty 
su.stenance  was  supplied  by  the  berries  and  other  spontaneous 
pi-oducts  of  tlie  forest.  Herds  of  deer,  it  is  true,  sometimes 
l)0unded  past  him,  and  partridges  frequently  whirred  up  before 
his  footsteps;  but  his  ammunition  liad  been  expended  in  the 
figlit,  and  he  had  no  means  of  slaying  them.  His  wounds, 
irritated  by  the  constant  exertion  in  which  lay  tlie  only  liope  of 
life,  wore  away  his  strength  and  at  intervals  confused  his  rea- 
son. But,  even  in  tlie  wanderings  of  intellect,  Reuben's  young 
heart  clung  strongly  to  existence;  and  it  was  only  through 
absolute  incapacity  of  motion  tliat  he  at  last  sank  down  beneath 
a  troe,  (!omi)cll(!d  IIktc  to  await  death. 
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In  this  situation  he  was  discovered  by  a  party  who,  upon 
the  first  intelligence  of  the  fight,  had  been  dispatched  to  the 
relief  of  the  survivors.  They  conveyed  him  to  the  nearest 
settlement,  which  chanced  to  be  that  of  his  own  residence. 

Dorcas,  in  the  simplicity  of  the  olden  time,  watched  by  the 
bedside  of  her  wounded  lover,  and  administered  all  those  com- 
forts that  are  in  the  sole  gift  of  woman's  heart  and  hand. 
During  several  days  Reuben's  recollection  strayed  drowsily 
among  the  perils  and  hardships  through  which  he  had  passed, 
and  he  was  incapable  of  returning  definite  answers  to  the  in- 
quiries with  which  many  were  eager  to  harass  him.  No  authen- 
tic particulars  of  the  battle  had  yet  been  circulated ;  nor  could 
mothers,  wives,  and  children  tell  whether  their  loved  ones  were 
detained  by  captivity  or  by  the  stronger  chain  of  death.  Dor- 
cas nourished  her  apprehensions  in  silence  till  one  afternoon 
when  Reuben  awoke  from  an  unquiet  sleep,  and  seemed  to  rec- 
ognize her  more  perfectly  than  at  any  previous  time.  She  saw 
that  his  intellect  had  become  composed,  and  she  could  no  longer 
restrain  her  filial  anxiety. 

"  My  father,  Reuben  ?  "  she  began ;  but  the  change  in  her 
lover's  countenance  made  her  pause. 

The  youth  shrank  as  if  with  a  bitter  pain,  and  the  blood 
gushed  vividly  into  his  wan  and  hollow  cheeks.  His  first 
impulse  was  to  cover  his  face  ;  but,  apparently  with  a  desperate 
effort,  he  half  raised  himself  and  spoke  vehemently,  defending 
himself  against  an  imaginary  accusation. 

"  Your  father  was  sore  wounded  in  the  battle,  Dorcas ;  and 
he  bade  me  not  burden  myself  with  him,  but  only  to  lead  him 
to  the  lake  side,  that  he  might  quench  his  thirst  and  die.  But 
I  would  not  desert  the  old  man  in  his  extremity,  and,  though 
bleeding  myself,  I  supported  him ;  I  gave  him  half  my  strength, 
and  led  him  away  with  me.  For  three  days  we  journeyed  on 
together,  and  your  father  was  sustained  beyond  my  hopes,  but, 
awaking  at  sunrise  on  the  fourth  day,  I  found  him  faint  and 
exhausted ;  he  was  unable  to  proceed  ;  his  life  had  ebbed  away 
fast ;  and " 

"  He  died  !  "  exclaimed  Dorcas,  faintly. 

Reuben  felt  it  impossible  to  acknowledge  that  his  selfish 
love  of  life  had  hurried  him  away  before  lier  father's  fate  was 
decided.  He  spoke  not ;  he  only  bowed  his  head  ;  and,  be- 
tween shame  and  exhaustion,  sank  back  and  hid  his  face  in  the 
pillow.     Dorcas  wept  when  her  fears  were  thus  confirmed  ;  but 
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the  shock,  as  it  had  been  long  anticipated,  was  on  that  account 
the  less  violent. 

"You  dug  a  grave  for  my  poor  father  in  the  wilderness, 
Reuben?"  was  the  question  by  which  her  filial  piety  mani- 
fested itself. 

"  My  hands  were  weak ;  but  I  did  what  I  could,"  replied 
the  youth  in  a  smothered  tone.  "  There  stands  a  noble  tomb- 
stone above  his  head  ;  and  I  would  to  Heaven  I  slept  as  soundly 
as  he  !  " 

Dorcas,  perceiving  the  wildness  of  his  latter  words,  inquired 
no  further  at  the  time  ;  but  her  heart  found  ease  in  the  thought 
that  Roger  Malvin  had  not  lacked  such  funeral  rites  as  it  was 
possible'^to  bestow.  The  tale  of  Reuben's  courage  and  fidelity 
lost  nothing  when  she  communicated  it  to  her  friends  ;  and  the 
poor  youth,  tottering  from  his  sick  chamber  to  breathe  the  sunny 
air,  experienced  from  every  tongue  the  miserable  and  humili- 
ating torture  of  unmerited  praise.  All  acknowledged  that  he 
might  worthily  demand  the  hand  of  the  fair  maiden  to  whose 
father  he  had  been  "  faithful  unto  death  "  ;  and,  as  my  tale  is 
not  of  love,  it  shall  suffice  to  say  that  in  the  space  of  a  few 
months  Reuben  became  the  husband  of  Dorcas  Malvin.  Dur- 
ing the  marriage  ceremony  the  bride  was  covered  with  blushes, 
but  the  bridegroom's  face  was  pale. 

There  was  now  in  the  breast  of  Reuben  Bourne  an  incom- 
municable thought  —  something  which  he  was  to  conceal  most 
hcedfully  from  her  whom  he  most  loved  and  trusted.  He  re- 
gretted, deeply  and  bitterly,  the  moral  cowardice  that  had 
restrained  his  words  when  he  was  about  to  disclose  the  truth 
to  Dorcas ;  but  pride,  the  fear  of  losing  her  affection,  the  dread 
of  universal  scorn,  forbade  him  to  rectify  this  falsehood.  He 
fidt  that  for  leaving  Roger  Malvin  lie  deserved  no  censure. 
His  presence,  the  gratuitous  sacriiice  of  his  own  life,  would 
have  added  only  another  and  a  needless  agony  to  the  last 
moments  of  the  dying  man ;  but  concealment  had  imparted  to 
a  iu,stifial)le  act  mucli  of  the  secret  effect  of  guilt;  and  Reuben, 
wiiilo  reason  told  liim  that  ho  liad  done  right,  experienced  in 
no  small  degree  the  mental  horrors  wliich  punish  the  perpe- 
trator of  undiscovered  crime.  By  a  certain  association  of 
ideas,  he  at  tiuies  almost  imagined  liiuiself  a  murderer.  For 
years,  also,  a  thought  would  occasionally  recur,  which,  though 
liu  perceived  all  its  folly  and  extravagance,  he  had  not  power 
to  banisli  from  his   mind.      It  was  a  liaunLiug   and   ti)rturiug 
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fancy  that  his  father-in-law  was  yet  sitting  at  the  foot  of  the 
rock,  on  the  withered  forest  leaves,  alive,  and  awaiting  his 
pledged  assistance.  These  mental  deceptions,  however,  came 
and  went,  nor  did  he  ever  mistake  them  for  realities ;  but  in 
the  calmest  and  clearest  moods  of  his  mind  he  was  conscious 
that  he  had  a  deep  vow  unredeemed,  and  that  an  unburied 
corpse  was  calling  to  him  out  of  the  wilderness.  Yet  such  was 
the  consequence  of  his  prevarication  that  he  could  not  obey 
the  call.  It  was  now  too  late  to  require  the  assistance  of 
Roger  Malvin's  friends  in  performing  his  long-deferred  sepul- 
ture ;  and  superstitious  fears,  of  which  none  were  more  sus- 
ceptible then  the  people  of  the  outward  settlements,  forbade 
Reuben  to  go  alone.  Neither  did  he  know  Avhere  in  the  path- 
less and  illimitable  forest  to  seek  that  smooth  and  lettered  rock 
at  the  base  of  which  the  body  lay  :  his  remembrance  of  every 
portion  of  his  travel  thence  was  indistinct,  and  the  latter  part 
had  left  no  impression  upon  his  mind.  There  was,  however, 
a  continual  impulse,  a  voice  audible  only  to  himself,  command- 
ing him  to  go  forth  and  redeem  his  vow  ;  and  he  had  a  strange 
impression  that,  were  he  to  make  the  trial,  he  would  be  led 
straight  to  Malvin's  bones.  But  year  after  year  that  summons, 
unheard  but  felt,  was  disobeyed.  His  one  secret  thought  be- 
came like  a  chain  binding  down  his  spirit  and  like  a  serpent 
gnawing  into  his  heart ;  and  he  was  transformed  into  a  sad 
and  downcast  yet  irritable  man. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  years  after  their  marriage,  changes 
began  to  be  visible  in  the  external  prosperity  of  Reuben  and 
Dorcas.  The  only  riches  of  the  former  had  been  his  stout  heart 
and  strong  arm ;  but  the  latter,  her  father's  sole  heiress,  had 
made  her  husband  master  of  a  farm,  under  older  cultivation, 
larger,  and  better  stocked  than  most  of  the  frontier  establish- 
ments. Reuben  Bourne,  however,  was  a  neglectful  husband- 
man ;  and,  while  the  lands  of  the  other  settlers  became  annually 
more  fruitful,  his  deteriorated  in  the  same  proportion.  The  dis- 
couragements to  agriculture  were  greatly  lessened  by  the  cessa- 
tion of  Indian  war,  during  which  men  held  the  plow  in  one 
hand  and  the  musket  in  the  other,  and  were  fortunate  if  the 
products  of  their  dangerous  labor  were  not  destroyed,  either  in 
the  field  or  in  the  barn,  by  the  savage  enemy.  But  Reuben  did 
not  profit  by  the  altered  condition  of  the  country  ;  nor  can  it 
be  denied  that  his  intervals  of  industrious  attention  to  his  affairs 
were  but  scantily  rewarded  with  success.  The  irritability  by 
XII. — 27 
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^vhich  he  had  recently  become  distinguished  was  another  cause 
of  his  declining  prosperity,  as  it  occasioned  frequent  quarrels  in 
his  unavoidable  intercourse  with  the  neighboring  settlers.  The 
results  of  these  were  innumerable  lawsuits  ;  for  the  people  of 
New  Eno-land,  in  the  earliest  stages  and  wildest  circumstances 
of  the  country,  adopted,  whenever  attainable,  the  legal  mode  of 
deciding  their  differences.  To  be  brief,  the  world  did  not  go 
well  with  Reuben  Bourne  ;  and,  though  not  till  many  years  after 
liis  marriage,  he  was  finally  a  ruined  man,  with  but  one  remain- 
ing expedient  against  the  evil  fate  that  had  pursued  him.  He 
was  to  throw  sunlight  into  some  deep  recess  of  the  forest,  and 
seek  subsistence  from  the  virgin  bosom  of  the  wilderness. 

The  only  child  of  Reuben  and  Uorcas  was  a  son,  now  arrived 
at  the  age  of  fifteen  years,  beautiful  in  youth,  and  giving  promise 
of  a  glorious  manhood.  He  was  peculiarly  qualified  for,  and 
already  began  to  excel  in,  the  wild  accomplishments  of  frontier 
life.  His  foot  was  fleet,  his  aim  true,  his  apprehension  quick, 
his  heart  glad  and  high  ;  and  all  who  anticipated  the  return  of 
Indian  war  spoke  of  Cyrus  Bourne  as  a  future  leader  in  the 
land.  The  boy  was  loved  by  his  father  with  a  deep  and  silent 
strength,  as  if  whatever  was  good  and  happy  in  his  own  nature 
had  been  transferred  to  his  child,  carrying  his  affections  with  it. 
Even  Dorcas,  though  loving  and  beloved,  Avas  far  less  dear  to 
him  ;  for  Reuben's  secret  thoughts  and  insulated  emotions  had 
gradually  made  him  a  selfish  man,  and  he  could  no  longer  love 
deeply  except  where  he  saw  or  imagined  some  reflection  or  like- 
ness of  his  own  mind.  In  Cyrus  he  recognized  what  he  had  him- 
self been  in  other  days  ;  and  at  intervals  he  seemed  to  partake 
of  the  boy's  spirit,  and  to  bo  revived  with  a  fresh  and  happy 
life.  Reuben  was  accompanied  by  his  son  in  the  expedition 
for  the  purj)ose  of  selecting  a  tract  of  land,  and  felling  and  burn- 
ing the  timber,  which  necessarily  preceded  the  removal  of  the 
household  gods.  Two  months  of  autumn  were  thus  occupied, 
after  which  Reuben  Bourne  and  his  young  hunter  returned  to 
sjtend  their  last  winter  in  the  settlements. 

»♦*»»** 
It  was  early  in  tlic  month  of  May  that  the  little  family 
snapped  lusunder  whatever  tendrils  of  affections  had  clung  to 
inaiiiiiiale  <)l)j(M'ts,  and  bade  farewell  to  the  few  who,  in  the 
blight  of  fortune;,  called  Ihemselves  tlieir  friends.  Tlie  sadness 
of  the  parting  monKMit  liad,  to  each  of  the  pilgrims,  its  peculiar 
alleviations.      Reuben,  a  moody  man,  and  misanthropic  because 
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unhappy,  strode  onward  witli  his  usual  stern  brow  and  downcast 
eye,  feeling  few  regrets  and  disdaining  to  acknowledge  any. 
Dorcas,  while  she  wept  abundantly  over  the  broken  ties  by  which 
her  simple  and  affectionate  nature  had  bound  itself  to  every- 
thing, felt  that  the  inhabitants  of  her  inmost  heart  moved  on 
with  her,  and  tliat  all  else  would  be  supplied  wherever  she  might 
go.  And  the  boy  dashed  one  tear  drop  from  his  eye,  and  thought 
of  the  adventurous  pleasures  of  the  untrodden  forest. 

Oh,  who,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  a  daydream,  has  not  wished 
that  lie  were  a  wanderer  in  a  world  of  summer  wilderness,  with 
one  fair  and  gentle  being  hanging  lightly  on  his  arm  ?  In  youth 
liis  free  and  exulting  step  would  know  no  barrier  but  the  roll- 
ing ocean  or  the  snow-topped  mountains  ;  calmer  manhood 
would  choose  a  home  where  Nature  had  strewn  a  double  wealth 
in  the  vale  of  some  transparent  stream  ;  and  when  hoary  age, 
after  long,  long  years  of  that  pure  life,  stole  on  and  found  him 
there,  it  would  find  him  the  father  of  a  race,  the  patriarch  of  a 
jjeople,  the  founder  of  a  mighty  nation  yet  to  be.  When  death, 
like  the  sweet  sleep  which  we  welcome  after  a  day  of  happiness, 
came  over  him,  his  far  descendants  would  mourn  over  the  ven- 
erated dust.  Enveloped  by  tradition  in  mysterious  attributes, 
the  men  of  future  generations  would  call  him  godlike  ;  and 
remote  posterity  would  see  him  standing,  dimly  glorious,  far 
up  the  valley  of  a  hundred  centuries. 

The  tangled  and  gloomy  forest  through  which  the  per- 
sonages of  my  tale  were  wandering  differed  widely  from  the 
dreamer's  land  of  fantasy  ;  yet  there  was  something  in  their  way 
of  life  that  Nature  asserted  as  her  own,  and  the  gnawing  cares 
Avhich  went  with  them  from  the  world  were  all  that  now 
obstructed  their  happiness.  One  stout  and  shaggy  steed,  the 
bearer  of  all  their  wealth,  did  not  shrink  from  the  added  weight 
of  Dorcas  ;  although  her  hardy  breeding  sustained  her,  during 
the  latter  part  of  each  day's  journey,  by  her  husband's  side. 
Reuben  and  his  son,  their  muskets  on  their  shoulders  and  their 
axes  slung  behind  them,  kept  an  unwearied  pace,  each  watch- 
ing with  a  hunter's  eye  for  the  game  that  supplied  their  food. 
When  hunger  bade,  they  halted  and  prepared  their  meal  on  the 
bank  of  some  unpolluted  forest  brook,  which,  as  they  knelt 
down  with  thirsty  lips  to  drink,  murmured  a  sweet  unwilling- 
ness, like  a  maiden  at  love's  first  kiss.  They  slept  beneath  a  hut 
of  branches,  and  awoke  at  peep  of  light  refreshed  for  the  toils 
of  another  day.    Dorcas  and  the  boy  went  on  joyously,  and  even 
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Reuben's  spirit  shone  at  intervals  with  an  outward  gladness  ; 
but  inwardly  there  was  a  cold,  cold  sorrow,  which  he  compared 
to  the  snowdrifts  lying  deep  in  the  glens  and  hollows  of  the 
rivulets  while  the  leaves  were  brightly  green  above. 

Cyrus  Bourne  was  sufficiently  skilled  in  the  travel  of  the 
woods  to  observe  that  his  father  did  not  adhere  to  the  course 
they  had  pursued  in  their  expedition  of  the  preceding  autumn. 
They  were  now  keeping  farther  to  the  north,  striking  out  more 
directly  from  the  settlements,  and  into  a  region  of  which 
savage  beasts  and  savage  men  Avere  as  3'et  the  sole  possessors. 
The  boy  sometimes  hinted  his  opinions  upon  the  subject,  and 
Reuben  listened  attentively,  and  once  or  twice  altered  the  direc- 
tion of  their  march  in  accordance  with  his  son's  counsel ;  but, 
having  so  done,  he  seemed  ill  at  ease.  His  quick  and  wander- 
ing glances  were  sent  forward,  apparently  in  search  of  enemies 
lurking  behind  the  tree  trunks  ;  and,  seeing  nothing  there,  he 
would  cast  his  eyes  backwards  as  if  in  fear  of  some  pursuer. 
Cyrus,  perceiving  that  his  father  gradually  resumed  the  old 
direction,  forbore  to  interfere  ;  nor,  though  something  began  to 
weigh  upon  his  heart,  did  his  adventurous  nature  permit  him  to 
regret  the  increased  length  and  tlie  mystery  of  their  way. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  fifth  day  they  halted,  and  made 
their  simple  encampment  nearly  an  hour  before  sunset.  Tlie 
face  of  the  country,  for  the  last  few  miles,  liad  been  diversified 
V)y  swells  of  land  resembling  huge  Avaves  of  a  petrified  sea  ;  and 
in  one  of  the  corresponding  hollows,  a  wild  and  romantic  spot, 
had  the  family  reared  "their  hut  and  kindled  their  fire.  There 
is  something  chilling,  and  yet  heart-warming,  in  the  thought  of 
tliese  tliree,  united  by  strong  bands  of  love  and  insulated  from 
all  that  breatlie  beside.  The  dark  and  gloomy  pines  looked 
down  upon  them,  and,  as  the  wind  swept  through  their  tops,  a 
])itying  sound  was  heard  in  the  forest ;  or  did  those  old  trees 
groan  in  fear  that  men  were  come  to  lay  the  ax  to  their  roots 
at  last?  Reuben  and  las  son,  wliile  Dorcas  made  ready  their 
meal,  proposed  to  wander  out  in  search  of  game,  of  wliicli  that 
day's  marcli  had  afforded  no  supply.  The  ])oy,  promising  not 
to  quit  tlie  vicinity  of  tlie  encampment,  l>ouiided  off  with  a  step 
as  light  and  elastic  as  that  of  the  deer  he  hoped  to  slay;  whilo 
his  father,  feeling  a  transient  liappiness  as  he  gazed  after  liim, 
was  about  to  pursue  an  opposite  direction.  Dorcas,  in  the 
ninau  while,  had  seated  herself  near  their  fire  of  fallen  branches, 
upon  the  moss-grown  and  moldering  trunk  of  a  troo  uprooted 
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years  before.  Her  employment,  diversified  by  an  occasional 
glance  at  the  pot,  now  beginning  to  simmer  over  the  blaze,  was 
the  perusal  of  the  current  year's  Massachusetts  Almanac,  which, 
with  the  exception  of  an  old  black-letter  Bible,  comprised  all 
the  literary  wealth  of  the  family.  None  pay  a  greater  regard 
to  arbitrary  divisions  of  time  than  those  who  are  excluded  from 
society ;  and  Dorcas  mentioned,  as  if  the  information  were  of 
importance,  that  it  was  now  the  twelfth  of  May.  Her  husband 
started. 

"  The  twelfth  of  May  !  I  should  remember  it  well,"  muttered 
he,  while  many  thoughts  occasioned  a  momentary  confusion  in 
his  mind.  "  Where  am  I  ?  Whither  am  I  wandering  ?  Where 
did  I  leave  him  ?  " 

Dorcas,  too  well  accustomed  to  her  husband's  wayward 
moods  to  note  any  peculiarity  of  demeanor,  now  laid  aside  the 
almanac  and  addressed  him  in  tliat  mournful  tone  which  the 
tender-hearted  appropriate  to  griefs  long  cold  and  dead. 

"  It  was  near  this  time  of  the  month,  eighteen  years  ago, 
that  my  poor  father  left  this  world  for  a  better.  He  had  a 
kind  arm  to  hold  his  head  and  a  kind  voice  to  cheer  him, 
Reuben,  in  his  last  moments  ;  and  the  thought  of  the  faithful 
care  you  took  of  him  has  comforted  me  many  a  time  since. 
Oh,  death  would  have  been  awful  to  a  solitary  man  in  a  wild 
place  like  this  !  " 

"  Pra,y  Heaven,  Dorcas,"  said  Reuben,  in  a  broken  voice,  — 
"pray  Heaven  that  neither  of  us  three  dies  solitary  and  lies 
unburied  in  this  howling  wilderness  !  "  And  he  hastened  away, 
leaving  her  to  watch  the  fire  beneath  the  gloomy  pines. 

Reuben  Bourne's  rapid  pace  gradually  slackened  as  the 
pang,  unintentionally  inflicted  by  the  words  of  Dorcas,  became 
less  acute.  Many  strange  reflections,  however,  thronged  upon 
him  ;  and,  straying  onward  rather  like  a  sleepwalker  than  a 
hunter,  it  was  attributable  to  no  care  of  his  own  that  his  devious 
course  kept  him  in  the  vicinity  of  the  encampment.  His  steps 
were  imperceptibly  led  almost  in  a  circle ;  nor  did  he  observe 
that  he  was  on  the  verge  of  a  tract  of  land  heavily  timbered, 
but  not  with  pine  trees.  The  place  of  the  latter  was  here  sup- 
plied by  oaks  and  other  of  the  harder  woods ;  and  around  their 
roots  clustered  a  dense  and  bushy  undergrowth,  leaving,  how- 
ever, barren  spaces  between  the  trees,  thick  strewn  with  withered 
leaves.  Whenever  the  rustling  of  the  branches  or  the  creaking 
of  the  trunks  made  a  sound,  as  if  the  forest  were  waking  from 
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slumber,  Reuben  instinctively  raised  the  musket  that  rested  on 
Ids  arm,  and  cast  a  quick,  sharp  glance  on  every  side;  but, 
convinced  by  a  partial  observation  that  no  animal  was  near,  he 
would  again  give  himself  up  to  his  thoughts.  He  was  musing 
on  the  strange  influence  that  had  led  him  away  from  his  pre- 
meditated course,  and  so  far  into  the  depths  of  the  wilderness. 
Unable  to  penetrate  to  the  secret  place  of  his  soul  where  his 
motives  lay  hidden,  he  believed  that  a  supernatural  voice  had 
called  him'  onward,  and  that  a  supernatural  power  had  ob- 
structed his  retreat.  He  trusted  that  it  was  Heaven's  intent 
to  afford  him  an  opportunity  of  expiating  his  sin;  he  hoped 
that  he  might  find  the  bones  so  long  unburied  ;  and  that,  hav- 
ing laid  the  earth  over  them,  peace  would  throw  its  sunlight 
into  the  sepulcher  of  his  heart.  From  these  thoughts  he  was 
aroused  by  a  rustling  in  the  forest  at  some  distance  from  the 
spot  to  which  he  had  wandered.  Perceiving  the  motion  of 
some  object  behind  a  thick  veil  of  undergrowth,  he  fired,  with 
the  instinct  of  a  hunter  and  the  aim  of  a  practiced  marksman. 
A  low  moan,  which  told  his  success,  and  by  which  even  animals 
can  express  their  dying  agony,  was  unheeded  by  Reuben  Bourne. 
What  were  the  recollections  now  breaking  upon  him  ? 

The  thicket  into  which  Reuben  had  fired  was  near  the  sum- 
mit of  a  swell  of  land,  and  was  clustered  around  the  base  of  a 
rock,  which,  in  the  shape  and  smoothness  of  one  of  its  surfaces, 
was  not  unlike  a  gigantic  gravestone.  As  if  reflected  in  a  mir- 
ror, its  likeness  was  in  Reuben's  memory.  He  even  recognized 
the  veins  which  seemed  to  form  an  inscription  in  forgotten 
characters  :  everything  remained  the  same,  except  that  a  thick 
covert  of  bushes  slirouded  the  lower  part  of  the  rock,  and  would 
liave  hidden  Roger  Malvin  had  he  still  been  sitting  there.  Yet 
in  tlie  next  moment  Reuben's  eye  was  caught  by  another  change 
that  time  had  effected  since  he  last  stood  where  he  was  now 
Htaiidiug  again  behind  tlie  (^artliy  roots  of  tlie  uplorn  tree.  The 
sapling  to  which  lie  h;ul  l)()iind  the  blood-stained  symbol  of  his 
vow  had  increased  and  strengthened  into  an  oak,  far  indeed 
from  its  maturity,  bnt  with  no  mean  spread  of  shadowy 
liranches.  There  wiis  one  singnlarity  observable  in  this  tree 
wliieh  )nade  Reuben  tremble.  Tlie  middle  and  lf)wer  branches 
were  in  luxuriant  life,  and  an  excess  of  vegetation  had  fringed 
the  trunk  almost  to  tlie  ground  ;  but  a  blight  liad  apj)aivn(ly 
stricken  the  upper  part  of  tlu;  oak,  and  the  very  topmost  bough 
w.'us  witlier(!d,  sapless,  and   utterly  dead.     Reuben  rememl)ered 
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how  the  little  banner  had  fluttered  on   that  topmost   bougli, 
wlien  it  was  green  and  lovely,  eighteen  years  before.      Whose 

guilt  had  blasted  it  ? 

******** 

Dorcas,  after  the  departure  of  the  two  hunters,  continued 
her  preparations  for  their  evening  repast.  Her  sylvan  table 
was  the  raoss-covered  trunk  of  a  large  fallen  tree,  on  the  broad- 
est part  of  which  she  had  spread  a  snow-white  cloth  and  ar- 
ranged what  were  left  of  the  bright  pewter  vessels  that  had 
been  her  pride  in  the  settlements.  It  had  a  strange  aspect, 
that  one  little  spot  of  homely  comfort  in  the  desolate  heart  of 
Nature.  The  sunshine  yet  lingered  upon  the  higher  branches 
of  the  trees  that  grew  on  rising  ground  ;  but  the  shadows  of 
evening  had  deepened  into  the  hollow  where  the  encampment 
was  made,  and  the  firelight  began  to  redden  as  it  gleamed  up 
the  tall  trunks  of  the  pines  or  hovered  on  the  dense  and  obscure 
mass  of  foliage  that  circled  round  the  spot.  The  heart  of  Dor- 
cas was  not  sad  ;  for  she  felt  that  it  was  better  to  journey  in 
the  wilderness  with  two  whom  she  loved  than  to  be  a  lonely 
woman  in  a  crowd  that  cared  not  for  her.  As  she  busied  her- 
self in  arranging  seats  of  moldering  wood,  covered  with 
leaves,  for  Reuben  and  her  son,  her  voice  danced  through  the 
gloomy  forest  in  the  measure  of  a  song  that  she  had  learned  in 
youth.  The  rude  melody,  the  production  of  a  bard  who  won 
no  name,  was  descriptive  of  a  winter  evening  in  a  frontier  cot- 
tage, when,  secured  from  savage  inroad  by  the  high-piled  snow- 
drifts, the  family  rejoiced  by  their  OAvn  fireside.  The  whole 
song  possessed  the  nameless  charm  peculiar  to  unborrowed 
thought,  but  four  continually  recurring  lines  shone  out  from 
the  rest  like  the  blaze  of  the  hearth  whose  joys  they  celebrated. 
Into  them,  working  magic  with  a  few  simple  words,  the  poet 
had  instilled  the  very  essence  of  domestic  love  and  household 
happiness,  and  they  were  poetry  and  picture  joined  in  one. 
As  Dorcas  sang,  the  walls  of  her  forsaken  home  seemed  to 
encircle  her  ;  she  no  longer  saw  the  gloomy  pines,  nor  heard 
the  wind  which  still,  as  she  l)egan  each  verse,  sent  a  heavy 
breath  through  the  branches,  and  died  away  in  a  hollow  moan 
from  the  burden  of  the  song.  She  was  aroused  by  the  report 
of  a  gun  in  the  vicinity  of  the  encampment ;  and  either  the 
sudden  sound,  or  her  loneliness  by  the  glowing  fire,  caused  her 
to  tremble  violently.  The  next  moment  she  laughed  in  the 
pride  of  a  mother's  heart. 
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"  My  beautiful  young  hunter  !  My  boy  has  slain  a  deer  !  " 
she  exclaimed,  recollecting  that  in  the  direction  whence  the 
shot  proceeded  Cyrus  had  gone  to  the  chase. 

She  waited  a  reasonable  time  to  hear  her  son's  light  step 
bounding  over  the  rustling  leaves  to  tell  of  his  success.  But 
he  did  not  immediately  appear;  and  she  sent  her  cheerful 
voice  among  the  trees  in  search  of  him. 

"  Cyrus  !   Cyrus  !  " 

His  coming  was  still  delayed  ;  and  she  determined,  as  the 
report  had  apparently  been  very  near,  to  seek  for  him  in  per- 
son. Her  assistance,  also,  might  be  necessary  in  bringing 
home  the  venison  which  she  flattered  herself  he  had  obtained. 
She  therefore  set  forward,  directing  her  steps  by  the  long-past 
sound,  and  singing  as  she  went,  in  order  that  the  boy  might  be 
aware  of  her  approach  and  run  to  meet  her.  From  behind  the 
trunk  of  every  tree,  and  from  every  hiding  place  in  the  thick 
foliage  of  tlie  undergrowth,  she  hoped  to  discover  the  counte- 
nance of  lier  son,  laughing  with  the  sportive  mischief  that  is 
born  of  affection.  The  sun  was  now  beneath  the  horizon,  and 
the  light  that  came  down  among  the  leaves  was  sufficiently  dim 
to  create  many  illusions  in  her  expecting  fancy.  Several  times 
she  seemed  indistinctly  to  see  his  face  gazing  out  from  among  the 
leaves  ;  and  once  she  imagined  that  he  stood  beckoning  to  her 
at  the  base  of  a  craggy  rock.  Keeping  her  eyes  on  this  object, 
liowever,  it  proved  to  be  no  more  than  the  trunk  of  an  oak 
fringed  to  the  very  ground  with  little  branches,  one  of  which, 
thrust  out  farther  than  the  rest,  was  shaken  by  the  breeze. 
Making  her  way  round  the  foot  of  tlie  rock,  she  suddenly 
found  herself  close  to  her  husband,  who  had  approached  in 
another  direction.  Leaning  upon  the  butt  of  his  gun,  the 
muzzle  of  which  rested  upon  the  withered  leaves,  he  was  appar- 
ently absorbed  in  the  contemj)lation  of  some  object  at  his  feet. 

"  How  is  this,  Kculjcn  ?  Have  you  shiin  tlie  deer  and  fallen 
asleep  over  him  ?  "  exclaimed  Dorcas,  laughing  cheerfully,  on 
lier  first  slight  observation  of  his  posture  and  appearance. 

He  stirred  not,  neither  did  he  turn  his  eyes  towards  her; 
antl  a  cold,  shuddering  fear,  indefinite  in  its  source  and  object, 
began  to  creep  into  her  blood.  She  now  perceived  that  her 
husband's  face  was  ghastly  pale,  and  his  features  were  rigid, 
as  if  incajiablc  of  assuming  any  other  expression  tlian  the 
strong  despair  which  had  hardened  upon  them.  He  gave  not 
the  slightest  evidence  that  he  was  aware  of  lier  approach. 
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"  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Reuben,  speak  to  me  !  "  cried 
Dorcas  ;  and  the  strange  sound  of  her  own  voice  affrighted  her 
even  more  than  the  dead  silence. 

Her  husband  started,  stared  into  her  face,  drew  lier  to  tlie 
front  of  the  rock,  and  pointed  with  his  finger. 

Oil,  there  lay  the  boy,  asleep,  but  dreamless,  upon  the  fallen 
forest  leaves !  His  cheek  rested  upon  his  arm  —  his  curled 
locks  were  thrown  back  from  his  brow  —  his  limbs  were 
slightly  relaxed.  Had  a  sudden  weariness  overcome  the  youtli- 
ful  hunter?  Would  his  mother's  voice  arouse  him?  She  knew 
that  it  was  death. 

"  This  broad  rock  is  the  gravestone  of  your  near  kindred, 
Dorcas,"  said  her  husband.  "  Your  tears  will  fall  at  once  over 
your  father  and  your  son." 

She  heard  him  not.  With  one  wild  shriek,  that  seemed  to 
force  its  way  from  the  sufferer's  inmost  soul,  she  sank  insensi- 
ble by  the  side  of  her  dead  boy.  At  that  moment  the  withered 
topmost  bough  of  the  oak  loosened  itself  in  the  stilly  air,  and 
fell  in  soft,  light  fragments  upon  the  rock,  upon  the  leaves, 
upon  Reuben,  upon  his  wife  and  child,  and  upon  Roger  Mal- 
vin's  bones.  Then  Reuben's  heart  was  stricken,  and  the  tears 
gushed  out  like  water  from  a  rock.  The  vow  that  tlie  wounded 
youth  had  made  the  blighted  man  had  come  to  redeem.  His 
sin  was  expiated, — the  curse  was  gone  from  him  ;  and  in  the 
hour  when  he  had  shed  blood  dearer  to  him  than  liis  own,  a 
prayer,  the  first  for  years,  went  up  to  Heaven  from  the  lips  of 
Reuben  Bourne. 


THE    RAVEN. 

By  EDGAR  A.   POE. 

[Edgar  Alt.an  Poe  :  An  American  poet  and  author ;  horn  at  Boston, 
Mass.,  1809.  Orphaned  in  his  third  year,  he  was  adopted  by  John  Allan,  a 
wealthy  merchant  of  Richmond,  Va.,  by  whom  he  was  sent  to  school  at  Stoke- 
Newington,  near  London.  He  spent  a  year  at  the  University  of  Virginia  (182()) ; 
enlisted  as  a  private  in  the  United  States  army  under  an  assumed  name,  becom- 
ing sergeant  major  (1820)  ;  and  was  admitted  to  West  Point  (1830),  receiving 
his  dismissal  the  next  year.  Thrown  upon  his  own  resources,  he  began  writing 
for  the  papers.  Subsequently  he  became  editor  of  the  Southern  Literary  Mes- 
semjer,  in  Richmond ;  was  on  the  staff  of  The  Gentleman's  Magazine  and  Gra- 
hniii\s  Magazine,  in  Philadelphia,  and  the  Brondway  Journal  in  New  York.    He 
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died  in  a  Baltimore  hospital,  October  7,  1849.  " The  Raven  "  and  " The  Bells" 
are  his  most  popular  poems.  His  fame  as  a  prose  writer  rests  on  his  tales  of 
terror  and  mystery.] 

Okce  upon  a  miduiglit  dreary,  while  I  pondered,  weak  and  weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious  volume  of  forgotten  lore  — 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping,  suddenly  there  came  a  tapping, 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping,  rapping  at  my  chamber  door. 
"  'Tis  some  visitor,"  I  muttered,  "  tapping  at  my  chamber  door  — 
Only  this  and  nothing  more." 

Ah,  distinctly  I  remember  it  was  in  the  bleak  December, 
And  each  separate  dying  ember  wrought  its  ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow ;  —  vainly  I  had  sought  to  borrow 
From  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow  —  sorroAv  for  the  lost  Lenore  — 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore  — 
Nameless  here  for  evermore. 

And  the  silken  sad  uncertain  rustling  of  each  purple  curtain 
Thrilled  me  —  filled  me  with  fantastic  terrors  never  felt  before; 
So  that  now,  to  still  the  beating  of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeating 
"'Tis  some  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber  door  — 
Some  late  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  ray  chamber  door ; 
This  it  is  and  nothing  more." 

Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger ;  hesitating  then  no  longer, 
"  Sir,"  said  I,  "or  Madam,  truly  your  forgiveness  I  implore ; 
But  the  fact  is  I  was  napping,  and  so  gently  you  came  rapping, 
And  so  faintly  you  came  tapping,  tapping  at  my  chamber  door, 
That   I  scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you "  —  here  I  opened  wide  the 
door ; — 

Darkness  there  and  nothing  more. 

Deep  into  that  darkness  peering,  long  I  stood  there  wondering,  fear- 
ing, 
Doubting,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortals  ever  dared  to  dream  before; 
l'>ut  tlie  silence  was  unbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave  no  token, 
And  the  only  word  there  spoken  was  the  wliispered  word,  "  Lenore  ?  " 
This  1  whispered,  and  an  echo  murmured  back  the  word,  "Lenore!  " 
Merely  tliis  and  nothing  more. 

Back  into  the  chamber  turning,  all  my  soul  within  me  burning, 
Soon  again  I  heard  a  tiapping,  something  louder  than  before. 
"  Surely,"  said  I,  "surely  that  is  sometliing  at  my  window  lattice; 
liCt  nic  sec,  then,  what  thereat  is  and  this  mystery  explore  — 
Let  my  heart  be  still  a  moment  and  this  mystery  explore;  — 
"'Tis  tilt'  wind  ;ind  nothing  more." 


"But  the  Kaveii,  sitting  lonely  on  that  placid  bust" 
{By  permission  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Fost) 
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Open  here  I  flung  the  shutter,  wlien,  with  many  a  flirt  and  flutter, 
In  there  stepped  a  stately  Raven  of  the  saintly  days  of  yore. 
Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he ;  not  a  minute  stopped  or  stayed  he, 
But,  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady,  perched  above  my  chamber  door  — 
Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas  just  above  my  chamber  door  — 
Perched,  and  sat,  and  nothing  more. 

Then  this  ebony  bird  beguiling  my  sad  fancy  into  smiling, 

By  the  grave  and  stern  decorum  of  the  countenance  it  wore, 

'<  Though  thy  crest  be  shorn  and  shaven,  thou,"  I  said,  "  art  sure  no 

craven. 
Ghastly,   grim,   and  ancient  Eaven,  wandering  from  the  Nightly 

shore. 
Tell  me  what  thy  lordly  name  is  on  the  Night's  Plutonian  shore ! " 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

Much  I  marveled  this  ungainly  fowl  to  hear  discourse  so  plainly, 
Though  its  answer  little  meaning —  little  relevancy  bore  ; 
For  we  cannot  help  agreeing  that  no  living  human  being 
Ever  yet  was  blessed  with  seeing  bird  above  his  chamber  door  — 
Bird  or  beast  upon  the  sculptured  bust  above  his  chamber  door. 
With  such  name  as  "  Nevermore." 

But  the  Raven,  sitting  lonely  on  that  placid  bust,  spoke  only 
That  one  word,  as  if  his  soul  in  that  one  word  he  did  outpour. 
Nothing  further  then  he  uttered;  not  a  feather  then  he  fluttered  — 
Till   I  scarcely  more  than  muttered,   *' Other   friends   have   flown 

before  — 
On  the  morrow  he  will  leave  me,  as  my  Hopes  have  flown  before," 
Then  the  bird  said  "  Nevermore." 

Startled  at  the  stillness  broken  by  reply  so  aptly  spoken, 
"  Doubtless,"  said  I,  "  what  it  utters  is  its  only  stock  and  store 
Caught  from  some  unhappy  master  whom  unmerciful  Disaster 
Followed  fast  and  followed  faster  till  his  songs  one  burden  bore  — 
Till  the  dirges  of  his  Hope  that  melancholy  burden  bore 
Of  •  Never,  —  nevermore.' " 

But  the  Raven  still  beguiling  all  my  sad  soul  into  smiling, 
Straight  I  wheeled  a  cushioned  seat  in  front  of  bird  and  bust  r.nd 

door ; 
Then,  upon  the  velvet  sinking,  I  betook  myself  to  linking 
Fancy  unto  fancy,  thinking  what  this  ominous  bird  of  yore  — 
What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly,  gaunt,  and  ominous  bird  of  yore 
Meant  in  croaking  "  Nevermore." 
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This  I  sat  engaged  in  guessing,  but  no  syllable  expressing 
To  the  fowl  whose  fiery  eyes  now  burned  into  my  bosom's  core ; 
This  and  more  I  sat  divining,  with  my  head  at  ease  reclining 
On  the  cushion's  velvet  lining  that  the  lamplight  gloated  o'er, 
But  whose  velvet  violet  lining  with  the  lamplight  gloating  o'er 
She  shall  press,  ah,  nevermore  ! 

Then,  methought,  the  air  grew  denser,  perfumed  from  an  unseen 

censer 
Swung  by  Seraphim  whose  footfalls  tinkled  on  the  tufted  floor. 
<•  ^y retch,"  I  cried,  "'  thy  God  hath  lent  thee  —  by  these  angels  he 

hath  sent  thee 
Respite  —  respite  and  nepenthe  from  thy  memories  of  Lenore ! 
Quaff,  oh  quaff  this  kind  Nepenthe  and  forget  this  lost  Lenore  1 " 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

"Prophet!"  said  I,  "thing  of  evil !  —  prophet  still,  if  bird  or  devil! 
Whether  Tempter  sent,  or  whether  tempest  tossed  thee  here  ashore, 
Desolate  yet  all  undaunted,  on  this  desert  land  enchanted  — 
On  this  Home  by  horror  haunted  —  tell  me  truly,  I  implore  — 
Is  there  —  is  there  balm  in  Gilead?  —  tell  me  —  tell  me,  I  implore ! " 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

"Prophet  1 "  said  I,  "thing  of  evil  —  prophet  still,  if  bird  or  devil ! 
By  tliat  Heaven  that  bends  above  us  —  by  that  God  we  both  adore  — 
Tell  this  soul  with  sorrow  laden  if,  within  the  distant  Aidenn, 
It  shall  clasp  a  sainted  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore  — 
Clasp  a  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore." 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "Nevermore." 

"  Be  that  word  our  sign  of  parting,  bird  or  fiend !  "  I  shrieked,  up- 
starting— 

"Get  thee  back  into  the  tempest  and  the  Night's  Plutonian  shore! 

Leave  no  black  plume  as  a  token  of  that  lie  thy  soul  hath  spoken  I 

Leave  my  loneliness  unbroken!  —  quit  the  bust  above  my  door! 

Take  thy  beak  from  out  my  heart,  and  take  thy  form  from  off'  my 
door ! " 

Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

And  the  Raven,  never  flitting,  still  is  sitting,  still  is  sitting 
On  the  pallid  bust  of  I'allas  just  above  my  chamber  door; 
And  his  eyes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon's  that  is  dreaming, 
Ami  the  lamplight  o'er  liiiii  strc^aming  throws  his  sliadow  on  the  lioor; 
And  my  soul  from  out  tliat  shadow  tliat  lies  floating  on  the  floor 
Shall  bo  lift(!(l  —  novcrmorol 
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THE   FALL   OF  THE   HOUSE   OF   USHER. 

By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

During  the  whole  of  a  dull,  dark,  and  soundless  day  in 
the  autumn  of  the  year,  when  the  clouds  hung  oppressively  low 
in  the  heavens,  I  had  been  passing  alone,  on  horseback,  through 
a  singularly  dreary  tract  of  country,  and  at  length  found  my- 
self, as  the  shades  of  evening  drew  on,  within  view  of  the  mel- 
ancholy House  of  Usher.  I  know  not  how  it  was  —  but,  with 
the  first  glimpse  of  the  building,  a  sense  of  insufferable  gloom 
pervaded  my  spirit.  I  say  insufferable ;  for  the  feeling  was 
unrelieved  by  any  of  that  half-pleasurable,  because  poetic,  sen- 
timent, with  which  the  mind  usually  receives  even  the  sternest 
natural  images  of  the  desolate  or  terrible.  I  looked  upon  the 
scene  before  me  —  upon  the  mere  house,  and  the  simple  land- 
scape features  of  the  domain  —  upon  the  bleak  Avails  —  upon  the 
vacant  eyelike  windows  —  upon  a  few  rank  sedges  — ■  and  upon 
a  few  Avhite  trunks  of  decayed  trees  —  with  an  utter  depression 
of  soul  which  I  can  compare  to  no  earthly  sensation  more  prop- 
erly than  to  the  after  dream  of  the  reveler  upon  opium  —  the 
bitter  lapse  into  everyday  life  —  the  hideous  dropping  of  the 
veil.  There  was  an  iciness,  a  sinking,  a  sickening  of  the  heart 
—  an  unredeemed  dreariness  of  thought  which  no  goading  of 
the  imagination  could  torture  into  aught  of  the  sublime.  What 
was  it  —  I  paused  to  think  —  what  was  it  that  so  unnerved  me 
in  the  contemplation  of  the  House  of  Usher  ?  It  was  a  mystery 
all  insoluble  ;  nor  could  I  grapple  with  the  shadowy  fancies  that 
crowded  upon  me  as  I  pondered.  I  was  forced  to  fall  back 
upon  the  unsatisfactory  conclusion  that  while,  beyond  doubt, 
there  are  combinations  of  very  simple  natural  objects  which 
have  the  power  of  thus  affecting  us,  still  the  analysis  of  this 
power  lies  among  considerations  beyond  our  depth.  It  was 
possible,  I  reflected,  that  a  mere  different  arrangement  of  the 
particulars  of  the  scene,  of  the  details  of  the  picture,  would  be 
sufficient  to  modify,  or  perhaps  to  annihilate  its  capacity  for 
sorrowful  impression ;  and,  acting  upon  this  idea,  I  reined  my 
horse  to  the  precipitous  brink  of  a  black  and  lurid  tarn  that 
lay  in  unruffled  luster  by  the  dwelling,  and  gazed  down  —  but 
with  a  shudder  more  thrilling  than  before  —  upon  the  remod- 
eled and  inverted  images  of  the  gray  sedge,  and  the  ghastly 
tree  stems,  and  the  vacant  and  eyelike  windows. 
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Nevertheless,  in  this  mansion  of  gloom  I  now  proposed  to 
myself  a  sojourn  of  some  weeks.  Its  proprietor,  Roderick 
Usher,  had  been  one  of  my  boon  companions  in  boyhood ;  but 
many  years  had  elapsed  since  our  last  meeting.  A  letter,  how- 
ever, had  lately  reached  me  in  a  distant  part  of  the  country  — 
a  letter  from  him  —  which,  in  its  wildly  importunate  nature,  had 
admitted  of  no  other  than  a  personal  reply.  The  MS.  gave  evi- 
dence of  nervous  agitation.  The  writer  spoke  of  acute  bodily 
illness  —  of  a  mental  disorder  which  oppressed  him  —  and  of  an 
earnest  desire  to  see  me,  as  his  best,  and  indeed  his  only  per- 
sonal friend,  with  a  view  of  attempting,  by  the  cheerfulness  of 
my  society,  some  alleviation  of  his  malady.  It  was  the  manner 
in  which  all  this,  and  much  more,  was  said  —  it  was  the  appar- 
ent heart  that  went  with  his  request  —  which  allowed  me  no 
room  for  hesitation,  and  I  accordingly  obeyed  forthwith  what 
I  still  considered  a  very  singular  summons. 

Although,  as  boys,  we  had  been  even  intimate  associates,  yet 
I  really  knew  little  of  my  friend.  His  reserve  had  been  always 
excessive  and  habitual.  I  was  aware,  however,  that  his  very 
ancient  family  had  been  noted,  time  out  of  mind,  for  a  peculiar 
sensibilit}^  of  temperament,  displaying  itself  through  long  ages 
in  many  works  of  exalted  art,  and  manifested  of  late  in  repeated 
deeds  of  munificent  yet  unobtrusive  charity,  as  well  as  in  a  pas- 
sionate devotion  to  the  intricacies,  perhaps  even  more  than  to 
the  orthodox  and  easily  recognizable  beauties,  of  musical  science. 
I  had  learned,  too,  the  very  remarkable  fact  that  the  stem  of  the 
Usher  race,  all  time-honored  as  it  was,  had  put  forth  at  no 
period  any  enduring  branch  ;  in  other  words,  that  the  entire 
family  lay  in  the  direct  line  of  descent,  and  had  always,  with 
very  trifling  and  very  temporary  variation,  so  lain.  It  Avas  this 
deficiency,  I  considered,  while  running  over  in  thought  th?  per- 
fect keeping  of  the  character  of  tlie  premises  with  the  accredited 
character  of  tlie  people,  and  while  speculating  upon  the  possible 
influence  which  the  one,  in  the  long  lapse  of  centuries,  miglit 
liave  exercised  upon  the  other  —  it  Avas  this  deficiency  perhaps 
of  collateral  issue,  and  the  consequent  undeviating  transmission 
from  sire  to  son  of  tlie  patrimony  witli  the  name,  which  had  at 
lengtli  so  identified  tlie  two  as  to  merge  the  original  title  of  the 
estate  in  the  quaint  and  equivocal  ajipellation  of  the  "House  of 
Usher"  —  an  appcsllation  which  seemed  to  include,  in  the  minds 
of  tlie  peasantry  who  used  it,  both  the  family  and  the  family 
mansion. 
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I  have  said  that  the  sole  effect  of  my  somewhat  childish 
experiment  —  that  of  looking  down  within  the  tarn  —  had  been 
to  deepen  the  first  singular  impression.  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  the  consciousness  of  the  rapid  increase  of  my  super- 
stition —  for  why  should  I  not  so  terra  it  ?  —  served  mainly  to 
accelerate  the  increase  itself.  Such,  I  have  long  known,  is  the 
paradoxical  law  of  all  sentiments  having  terror  as  a  basis ;  and 
it  might  have  been  for  this  reason  only  that,  when  I  again 
uplifted  my  eyes  to  the  house  itself  from  its  image  in  the  pool, 
there  grew  in  my  mind  a  strange  fancy  —  a  fancy  so  ridiculous 
indeed  that  I  but  mention  it  to  show  the  vivid  force  of  the  sen- 
sations which  oppressed  me.  1  had  so  worked  upon  my  imagi- 
nation as  really  to  believe  that  about  the  whole  mansion  and 
domain  there  hung  an  atmosphere  peculiar  to  themselves  and 
their  immediate  vicinity  —  an  atmosphere  which  had  no  affinity 
with  the  air  of  heaven,  but  which  had  reeked  up  from  the  de- 
cayed trees,  and  the  gray  wall,  and  the  silent  tarn  —  a  pestilent 
and  mystic  vapor,  dull,  sluggish,  faintly  discernible,  and  leaden- 
hued. 

Shaking  off  from  my  spirit  what  must  have  been  a  dream,  I 
scanned  more  narrowly  the  real  aspect  of  the  building.  Its 
principal  feature  seemed  to  be  that  of  an  excessive  antiquity. 
The  discoloration  of  ages  had  been  great.  Minute  fungi  over- 
spread the  whole  exterior,  hanging  in  a  fine  tangled  web  w^ork 
from  the  eaves.  Yet  all  this  was  apart  from  any  extraordinary 
dilapidation.  No  portion  of  the  masonry  had  fallen,  and  there 
appeared  to  be  a  wild  inconsistency  between  its  still  perfect 
adaptation  of  parts  and  the  crumbling  condition  of  the  individ- 
ual stones.  In  this  there  was  much  that  reminded  me  of  the 
spacious  totality  of  old  w^oodwork  which  has  rotted  for  long  years 
in  some  neglected  vault  with  no  disturbance  from  the  breath 
of  the  external  air.  Beyond  this  indication  of  extensive  decay, 
however,  the  fabric  gave  little  token  of  instability.  Perhaps 
the  eye  of  a  scrutinizing  observer  might  have  discovered  a 
barely  perceptible  fissure,  which,  extending  from  the  roof  of 
the  building  in  front,  made  its  way  down  the  wall  in  a  zigzag 
direction,  until  it  became  lost  in  the  sullen  waters  of  the  tarn. 

Noticing  these  things,  I  rode  over  a  short  causeway  to  the 
house.  A  servant  in  waiting  took  my  horse,  and  I  entered  the 
Gothic  archway  of  the  hall.  A  valet,  of  stealthy  step,  thence 
conducted  me  in  silence  through  many  dark  and  intricate  pas- 
sages in  my  progress  to  the  studio  of  his  master.     Much  that 
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I  encountered  on  the  way  contributed,  I  know  not  how,  to 
heighten  the  vague  sentiments  of  which  I  have  already  spoken. 
While  the  objects  around  me  —  while  the  carvings  of  the  ceil- 
ings, the  somber  tapestries  of  the  walls,  the  ebon  blackness 
of  the  floors,  and  the  phantasmagoric  armorial  trophies  which 
rattled  as  I  strode,  were  but  matters  to  which,  or  to  such  as 
which,  I  had  been  accustomed  from  my  infancy  —  while  I  hesi- 
tated not  to  acknowledge  how  familiar  was  all  this — I  still 
wondered  to  find  how  unfamiliar  were  the  fancies  which  ordi- 
nary images  were  stirring  up.  On  one  of  the  staircases  I  met 
the  physician  of  the  family.  His  countenance,  I  thought,  wore 
a  mingled  expression  of  low  cunning  and  perplexity.  He 
accosted  me  with  trepidation  and  passed  on.  The  valet  now 
threw  open  a  door,  and  ushered  me  into  the  presence  of  his 
master. 

The  room  in  which  I  found  myself  was  very  large  and  lofty. 
The  windows  were  long,  narrow,  and  pointed,  and  at  so  vast  a 
distance  from  the  black  oaken  floor  as  to  be  altogether  inacces- 
sible from  within.  Feeble  gleams  of  encrimsoned  light  made 
their  way  through  the  trellised  panes,  and  served  to  render 
sufliciently  distinct  the  more  prominent  objects  around ;  the 
eye,  however,  struggled  in  vain  to  reach  the  remoter  angles  of 
the  chamber,  or  the  recesses  of  the  vaulted  and  fretted  ceiling. 
Dark  draperies  hung  upon  the  walls.  The  general  furniture 
was  profuse,  comfortless,  antique,  and  tattered.  Many  books 
and  musical  instruments  lay  scattered  about,  but  failed  to  give 
any  vitality  to  the  scene.  I  felt  that  I  breathed  an  atmosphere 
of  sorrow.  An  air  of  stern,  deep,  and  irredeemable  gloom  hung 
over  and  pervaded  all. 

Upon  my  entrance,  Usher  arose  from  a  sofa  on  which  he 
had  been  lying  at  full  length,  and  greeted  mo  with  a  vivacious 
warmtli  which  had  much  in  it,  1  at  first  thought,  of  an  overdone 
cordiality  —  of  tlie  constrained  effort  of  the  ennuy^  man  of  the 
world.  A  glance,  however,  at  his  countenance  convinced  me  of 
his  perfect  sincerity.  We  sat  down  ;  and  for  some  moments, 
while  lie  spoke  not,  I  ga/.od  upon  him  with  a  feeling  half  of 
])ity,  half  of  awe.  Surely,  man  had  never  before  so  terribly 
altered,  in  so  brief  a  period,  as  had  Roderick  Usher !  It  was 
with  diniculty  that  I  could  bring  myscilf  to  admit  the  identity 
of  the  wan  being  before  mo  with  the  companion  of  my  early 
boyhood.  Yet  the  character  of  Ids  face  had  been  at  all  times 
remarkable.     A  cadaverousness  of  complexion  ;  an  eye  large, 
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liquid,  and  luminous  beyond  comparison  ;  lips  somewhat  thin 
and  very  pallid,  but  of  a  surpassingly  beautiful  curve  ;  a  nose  of 
a  delicate  Hebrew  model,  but  with  a  breadth  of  nostril  unusual 
in  similar  formations  ;  a  finely  molded  chin,  speaking,  in  its 
want  of  prominence,  of  a  want  of  moral  energy  ;  hair  of  a  more 
than  weblike  softness  and  tenuity  ;  these  features,  with  an 
inordinate  expansion  above  the  regions  of  the  temple,  made  up 
altogether  a  countenance  not  easily  to  be  forgotten.  And  now 
in  the  mere  exaggeration  of  the  prevailing  character  of  these 
features,  and  of  the  expression  they  were  wont  to  convey,  lay  so 
much  of  change  that  I  doubted  to  whom  I  spoke.  The  now 
ghastly  pallor  of  the  skin,  and  the  now  miraculous  luster  of  the 
eye,  above  all  things  startled  and  even  awed  me.  The  silken 
Lair,  too,  had  been  suffered  to  grow  all  unheeded,  and  as,  in  its 
wild  gossamer  texture,  it  floated  rather  than  fell  about  the  face, 
I  could  not,  even  with  effort,  connect  its  Arabesque  expression 
with  any  idea  of  simple  humanity. 

In  the  manner  of  my  friend  I  was  at  once  struck  with  an 
incoherence  —  an  inconsistency  ;  and  I  soon  found  this  to  arise 
from  a  series  of  feeble  and  futile  struggles  to  overcome  an 
habitual  trepidancy  —  an  excessive  nervous  agitation.  For 
something  of  this  nature  I  had  indeed  been  prepared,  no  less 
by  his  letter  than  by  reminiscences  of  certain  boyish  traits,  and 
by  conclusions  deduced  from  his  peculiar  physical  conformation 
and  temperament.  His  action  was  alternately  vivacious  and 
sullen.  His  voice  varied  rapidly  from  a  tremulous  indecision 
(when  the  animal  spirits  seemed  utterly  in  abeyance)  to  that 
species  of  energetic  concision  —  that  abrupt,  weighty,  unhurried, 
and  hollow-sounding  enunciation  —  that  leaden,  self-balanced, 
and  perfectly  modulated  guttural  utterance  which  may  be 
observed  in  the  lost  drunkard,  or  the  irreclaimable  eater  of 
opium,  during  the  periods  of  his  most  intense  excitement. 

It  was  thus  that  he  spoke  of  the  object  of  my  visit,  of  his 
earnest  desire  to  see  me,  and  of  the  solace  he  expected  me  to 
afford  him.  He  entered  at  some  length  into  what  he  conceived 
to  be  the  nature  of  his  malady.  It  was,  he  said,  a  constitutional 
and  a  family  evil,  and  one  for  which  he  despaired  to  find  a 
remedy  —  a  mere  nervous  affection,  he  immediately  added,  which 
would  undoubtedly  soon  pass  off.  It  displayed  itself  in  a  host 
of  unnatural  sensations.  Some  of  these,  as  he  detailed  them, 
interested  and  bewildered  me,  although  perhaps  the  terms  and 
the  general  manner  of  the  narration  had  their  weight.     He 
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suffered  much  from  a  morbid  acuteness  of  the  senses  ;  the  most 
insipid  food  was  alone  endurable  ;  he  could  wear  only  garments 
of  certain  texture  ;  the  odors  of  all  flowers  were  oppressive ; 
his  eyes  were  tortured  by  even  a  faint  light  ;  and  there  were 
but  peculiar  sounds,  and  these  from  stringed  instruments,  which 
did  not  inspire  him  with  horror. 

To  an  anomalous  species  of  terror  I  found  him  a  bounden 
slave.  "  I  shall  perish,"  said  he,  "  I  must  perish  in  this  deplor- 
able folly.  Thus,  thus,  and  not  otherwise,  shall  I  be  lost.  I 
dread  the  events  of  the  future,  not  in  themselves,  but  in  their 
results.  I  shudder  at  the  thought  of  any,  even  the  most  trivial 
incident,  which  may  operate  upon  this  intolerable  agitation  of 
soul.  I  liave  indeed  no  abhorrence  of  danger,  except  in  its 
absolute  effect  —  in  terror.  In  this  unnerved  —  in  this  pitiable 
condition  —  I  feel  that  the  period  will  sooner  or  later  arrive 
Avhen  I  must  abandon  life  and  reason  together  in  some  struggle 
with  the  grim  phantasm,  Fear." 

I  learned,  moreover,  at  intervals,  and  through  broken  and 
equivocal  hints,  another  singular  feature  of  his  mental  condi- 
tion. He  was  enchained  by  certain  superstitious  impressions 
in  regard  to  the  dwelling  which  he  tenanted,  and  whence,  for 
many  years,  he  had  never  ventured  forth  —  in  regard  to  an 
influence  whose  supposititious  force  was  conveyed  in  terms  too 
shadowy  here  to  be  restated  —  an  influence  which  some  pecul- 
iarities in  the  mere  form  and  substance  of  his  family  mansion 
had,  by  dint  of  long  sufferance,  he  said,  obtained  over  his  spirit 
—  an  effect  which  the  phi/sique  of  the  gray  walls  and  turrets, 
and  of  the  dim  tarn  into  wliich  they  all  looked  down,  had  at 
length  brought  about  upon  the  morale  of  his  existence. 

lie  admitted,  however,  although  with  liesitation,  that  much 
of  the  peculiar  gloom  which  thus  afllicted  him  could  be  traced 
to  a  more  natural  and  far  more  palpable  origin  —  to  the  severe 
and  long-continued  illness  —  indeed  to  the  evidently  approach- 
ing dissolution — of  a  tenderly  beloved  sister  —  his  sole  com- 
panion for  long  years  —  his  last  and  only  relative  on  earth. 
'  Her  decease,"  he  said,  with  a  bitterness  which  I  can  never 
forget,  "  would  leave  him  (liim  the  hopeless  and  the  frail)  the 
last  of  the  ancient  race  of  the  Ushers."  While  lie  spoke,  the 
lady  Madeline  (for  so  was  she  called)  passed  slowly  through  a 
remote  portion  of  the  apartment,  and,  without  liaving  noticed 
my  pntseiice,  disappeariid.  I  regarded  lier  with  an  utter  aston- 
ishment not  uniiiingled  with  dread  —  and  yet  I  found  it  impos- 
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sible  to  account  for  such  feelings.  A  sensation  of  stupor 
oppressed  me  as  my  eyes  followed  her  retreating  steps.  When 
a  door  at  length  closed  upon  her,  my  glance  sought  instinctively 
and  eagerly  tlie  countenance  of  the  brother  —  but  he  had  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands,  and  1  could  only  perceive  that  a  far  more 
than  ordinary  wanness  had  overspread  the  emaciated  fingers 
through  which  trickled  many  passionate  tears. 

The  disease  of  the  lady  Madeline  had  long  baffled  the  skill 
of  her  physicians.  A  settled  apathy,  a  gradual  wasting  away 
of  the  person,  and  frequent  although  transient  affections  of  a 
partially  cataleptical  character,  were  the  unusual  diagnosis. 
Hitherto  she  had  steadily  borne  up  against  the  pressure  of  her 
malady,  and  had  not  betaken  herself  finally  to  bed ;  but,  on  the 
closing  in  of  the  evening  of  my  arrival  at  the  house,  she  suc- 
cumbed (as  her  brother  told  me  at  night  Avith  inexpressible 
agitation)  to  the  prostrating  power  of  the  destroyer  ;  and  I 
learned  that  the  glimpse  I  had  obtained  of  her  person  would 
thus  probably  be  the  last  I  should  obtain  —  that  the  lady,  at 
least  while  living,  would  be  seen  by  me  no  more. 

For  several  days  ensuing  her  name  was  unmentioned  by 
either  Usher  or  myself  ;  and  during  this  period  I  was  busied 
in  earnest  endeavors  to  alleviate  the  melancholy  of  my  friend. 
We  painted  and  read  together,  or  I  listened,  as  if  in  a  dream, 
to  the  wild  improvisations  of  his  speaking  guitar.  And  thus, 
as  a  closer  and  still  closer  intimacy  admitted  me  more  unre- 
servedly into  the  recesses  of  his  spirit,  the  more  bitterly  did  I 
perceive  the  futility  of  all  attempts  at  cheering  a  mind  from 
which  darkness,  as  if  an  inherent  positive  quality,  poured  forth 
upon  all  objects  of  the  moral  and  physical  universe  in  one  un- 
ceasing radiation  of  gloom. 

I  shall  ever  bear  about  me  a  memory  of  the  many  solemn 
hours  I  thus  spent  alone  with  the  master  of  the  House  of 
Usher.  Yet  I  should  fail  in  any  attempt  to  convey  an  idea 
of  the  exact  character  of  the  studies,  or  of  the  occupations  in 
which  he  involved  me  or  led  me  the  way.  An  excited  and 
highly  distempered  ideality  threw  a  sulphureous  luster  over 
all.  His  long  improvised  dirges  will  ring  forever  in  my  ears. 
Among  other  things,  I  hold  painfully  in  mind  a  certain  sin- 
gular perversion  and  amplification  of  the  wild  air  of  the  last 
waltz  of  Von  Weber.  From  the  paintings  over  Avhich  his 
elaborate  fancy  brooded,  and  which  grew,  touch  by  touch, 
into  vaguenesses  at  which  I  shuddered  the   more   thrillingly, 
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because  I  shuddered  kno^ying  not  why  ;  —  from  these  paintings 
(vivid  as  their  images  now  are  before  me)  I  would  in  vain 
endeavor  to  educe  more  than  a  small  portion  which  should  lie 
within  the  compass  of  merely  written  words.  By  the  utter 
simplicity,  by  the  nakedness  of  his  designs,  he  arrested  and 
overawed  attention.  If  ever  mortal  painted  an  idea,  that 
mortal  was  Roderick  Usher.  For  me,  at  least  —  in  the  cir- 
cumstances then  surrounding  me  —  there  arose  out  of  the 
pure  abstractions  which  the  hypochondriac  contrived  to  throw 
upon  his  canvas  an  intensity  of  intolerable  awe,  no  shadow  of 
which  felt  I  ever  yet  in  the  contemplation  of  the  certainly 
glov,'ing  yet  too  concrete  reveries  of  Fuseli. 

One  of  the  phantasmagoric  conceptions  of  my  friend,  par- 
taking not  so  rigidly  of  the  spirit  of  abstraction,  may  be 
shadowed  forth,  although  feebly,  in  words.  A  small  picture 
presented  the  interior  of  an  immensely  long  and  rectangular 
vault  or  tunnel,  with  low  walls,  smooth,  white,  and  without 
interruption  or  device.  Certain  accessory  points  of  the  de- 
sign served  well  to  convey  the  idea  that  this  excavation  lay 
at  an  exceeding  depth  below  the  surface  of  the  earth.  No 
outlet  was  observed  in  any  portion  of  its  vast  extent,  and  no 
torch  or  other  artificial  source  of  liglit  was  discernible,  yet 
a  flood  of  intense  rays  rolled  throughout,  and  bathed  the 
whole  in  a  ghastly  and  inappropriate  splendor. 

I  have  just  spoken  of  that  morbid  condition  of  the  auditory 
nerve  which  rendered  all  music  intolerable  to  the  sufferer,  with 
the  exception  of  certain  effects  of  stringed  instruments.  It 
was  perhaps  the  narrow  limits  to  which  he  thus  confined  him- 
self upon  the  guitar  which  gave  birth,  in  great  measure,  to  the 
fantastic  character  of  his  performances.  IJut  the  f ery'idf anlifi/ 
of  his  hnpromptus  could  not  be  so  accounted  for.  They  must 
have  been  and  wore,  in  the  notes,  as  well  as  in  the  words  of 
his  wild  fantasias  (for  he  not  unfrequently  accompanied  him- 
self with  rhymed  verbal  im])rovisations),  the  result  of  that 
inteiiHe  menial  oollectedness  and  concentration  to  wliich  I 
have  previously  alluded  as  observable  only  in  particular  mo- 
ments of  the  higliest  artificial  excitement.  The  words  of  one 
of  tliese  rliapsodios  I  liave  easily  remem])ered.  I  was  perhaps 
the  more  forcibly  impressed  witli  it  as  lie  gave  it,  because,  in 
the  under  or  mystic  current  of  its  meaning,  I  fancied  that  I 
perceived,  and  for  the  first  time,  a  full  consciousness  on  tho 
part  of  Usher,  of   the  tottering  of  his  lofty  reason  upon  her 
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throne.      The   verses,   which   were    entitled   "  The    Haunted 
Palace,"  ran  very  nearly,  if  not  accurately,  thus :  — 


In  the  greenest  of  our  valleys, 

By  good  angels  tenanted, 
Ouce  a  fair  and  stately  palace  — 

Radiant  palace  —  reared  its  head. 
In  the  monarch  Thought's  dominion  — 

It  stood  there ! 
Never  seraph  spread  a  pinion 

Over  fabric  half  so  fair. 


II. 

Banners  yellow,  glorious,  golden, 

On  its  roof  did  float  and  flow ; 
(This  —  all  this — was  in  the  olden 

Time  long  ago) 
And  every  gentle  air  that  dallied 

In  that  sweet  day, 
Along  the  ramparts  plumed  and  pallid, 

A  winged  odor  went  away. 

III. 

Wanderers  in  that  happy  valley 

Through  two  luminous  windows  saw 
Spirits  moving  musically 

To  a  lute's  well-tuned  law, 
Round  about  a  throne,  where  sitting 

(Porphyrogene !) 
In  state  his  glory  well  befitting 

The  ruler  of  the  realm  was  seen. 


IV. 

And  all  with  pearl  and  ruby  glowing 

Was  the  fair  palace  door, 
Through  which  came  flowing,  flowing,  flowing, 

And  sparkling  evermore, 
A  troop  of  Echoes  whose  sAveet  duty 

Was  but  to  sing, 
In  voices  of  surpassing  beauty, 

The  wit  and  wisdom  of  their  king. 
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V. 


But  evil  things,  iu  robes  of  sorrow, 

Assailed  the  monarch's  high  estate; 
(All,  let  us  mourn,  for  never  morrow 

Shall  dawn  upon  him,  desolate !) 
And,  round  about  his  home,  the  glor}^ 

That  blushed  and  bloomed 
Is  but  a  dim  remembered  story 

Of  the  old  time  entombed. 


VI. 


And  travelers  now  within  that  valley, 

Through  the  red-litten  windows,  see 
Vast  forms  that  move  fantastically 

To  a  discordant  melody ; 
While,  like  a  rapid  ghastly  river 

Through  the  pale  door, 
A  hideous  throng  rush  out  forever, 

And  laugh  —  but  smile  no  more. 

I  well  remember  that  suggestions  arising  from  this  ballad 
led  us  into  a  train  of  thought  wherein  there  became  manifest 
an  opinion  of  Usher's,  which  I  mention  not  so  much  on  account 
of  its  novelty  (for  other  men  have  thought  thus),  as  on  account 
of  the  pertinacity  with  which  he  maintained  it.  This  opinion, 
in  its  general  form,  was  that  of  the  sentience  of  all  vegetable 
things.  But,  in  his  disordered  fancy,  the  idea  had  assumed 
a  more  daring  character,  and  trespassed,  under  certain  con- 
ditions, upon  the  kingdom  of  inorganization.  I  lack  words 
to  express  the  full  extent,  or  the  earnest  abandon  of  his  per- 
suasion. The  belief,  however,  was  connected  (as  I  have  pre- 
viously liinted)  with  the  gray  stones  of  the  home  of  his 
forefathers.  The  conditions  of  the  sentience  had  been  here, 
he  imagined,  fulfilled  in  the  method  of  collocation  of  these 
stones  —  in  tlie  order  of  their  arrangement,  as  well  as  in  that 
of  the  many  fiuuji  which  overspread  them,  and  of  the  decayed 
trees  which  stood  around  —  above  all,  in  the  long,  undisturbed 
endurance  of  this  arrangement,  and  in  its  reduplication  in  the 
still  waters  of  the  tarn.  Its  evidence  —  the  evidence  of  the 
Hciiticnce  —  was  to  be  seen,  lie  said  (and  I  here  started  as  he 
spoke),  in  the  gradual  yet  certain  condensation  of  an  atmos- 
phere   of    their    own    about    tlu^    watcsrs    .ind    the  walls.      The 
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result  was  discoverable,  he  added,  in  that  silent  yet  importu- 
nate and  terrible  influence  which  for  centuries  had  molded 
the  destinies  of  his  family,  and  which  made  him  what  1  now 
saw  him  —  what  he  was.  Such  opinions  need  no  comment, 
and  I  will  make  none. 

Our  books  —  the  books  which  for  years  had  formed  no 
small  portion  of  the  mental  existence  of  the  invalid — were, 
as  might  be  supposed,  in  strict  keeping  with  this  character 
of  phantasm.  We  pored  together  over  such  works  as  the 
"Ververt  et  Chartreuse"  of  Gresset;  the  "Belphegor"  of 
Machiavelli ;  the  "  Heaven  and  Hell "  of  Swedenborg ;  the 
"  Subterranean  Voyage  of  Nicholas  Klimm,"  by  Holberg ;  the 
"Chiromancy"  of  Robert  Flud,  of  Jean  D'Indagine,  and  of 
De  la  Chambre;  the  "Journey  into  the  Blue  Distance"  of 
Tieck;  and  the  "City  of  the  Sun"  of  Campanella.  One 
favorite  volume  was  a  small  octavo  edition  of  the  "  Directorium 
Inquisitorium,"  by  the  Dominican  Eymeric  de  Gironne ;  and 
there  were  passages  in  "  Pomponius  Mela "  about  the  old 
African  Satyrs  and  G^gipans,  over  which  Usher  would  sit 
dreaming  for  hours.  His  chief  delight,  however,  was  found 
in  the  perusal  of  an  exceedingly  rare  and  curious  book  in 
quarto  Gothic  —  the  manual  of  a  forgotten  church — the 
"Vigilfe  Mortuorum  secundum  Chorum  Ecclesias  jVIaguntinse." 

I  could  not  help  thinking  of  the  wild  ritual  of  this  work,  and 
of  its  probable  influence  upon  the  hypochondriac,  when,  one 
evening,  having  informed  me  abruptly  that  the  lady  Madeline 
was  no  more,  he  stated  his  intention  of  preserving  her  corpse 
for  a  fortnight  (previously  to  its  final  interment)  in  one  of  the 
numerous  vaults  within  the  main  walls  of  the  building.  The 
worldly  reason,  however,  assigned  for  this  singular  proceeding 
was  one  which  I  did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  dispute.  The  brother 
had  been  led  to  his  resolution  (so  he  told  me)  by  consideration 
of  the  unusual  character  of  the  malady  of  the  deceased,  of  cer- 
tain obtrusive  and  eager  inquiries  on  the  part  of  her  medical 
man,  and  of  the  remote  and  exposed  situation  of  the  burial 
ground  of  the  family.  I  will  not  deny  that  when  I  called  to 
mind  the  sinister  countenance  of  the  person  whom  I  met  upon 
the  staircase  on  the  day  of  my  arrival  at  the  house,  I  had  no 
desire  to  oppose  what  I  regarded  as  at  best  but  a  harmless  and 
by  no  means  an  unnatural  precaution. 

At  the  request  of  Usher,  I  personally  aided  him  in  the 
arrangements  for  the  temporary  entombment.     The  body  hav- 
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ing  been  encoffined,  we  two  alone  bore  it  to  its  rest.  The  vault 
in  which  we  placed  it  (and  which  had  been  so  long  unopened 
that  our  torches,  half  smothered  in  its  oppressive  atmosphere, 
gave  us  little  opportunity  for  investigation)  was  small,  damp, 
and  entirely  without  means  of  admission  for  light,  lying  at 
great  depth  immediately  beneath  that  portion  of  the  building 
in  which  was  my  own  sleeping  apartment.  It  had  been  used 
apparently  in  remote  feudal  times  for  the  worst  purposes  of  a 
donjon  keep,  and  in  later  days  as  a  place  of  deposit  for  powder 
or  some  other  highly  combustible  substance,  as  a  portion  of  its 
floor,  and  the  whole  interior  of  a  long  archway  through  which 
we  reached  it,  were  carefully  sheathed  with  copper.  The  door, 
of  massive  iron,  had  been  also  similarly  protected.  Its  immense 
weight  caused  an  unusually  sharp  grating  sound  as  it  moved 
upon  its  hinges. 

Having  deposited  our  mournful  burden  upon  trestles  within 
this  region  of  horror,  we  partially  turned  aside  the  yet  unscrewed 
lid  of  the  coffin  and  looked  upon  the  face  of  the  tenant.  A 
striking  similitude  between  the  brother  and  sister  now  first 
arrested  my  attention,  and  Usher,  divining  perhaps  my  thoughts, 
murmured  out  some  few  words  from  which  I  learned  that  the 
deceased  and  himself  had  been  twins,  and  that  sympathies  of  a 
scarcely  intelligible  nature  had  always  existed  between  them. 
Our  glances,  however,  rested  not  long  upon  the  dead  —  for  we 
could  not  regard  her  unawed.  The  disease  which  had  thus 
entombed  the  lady  in  the  maturity  of  youth  had  left,  as  usual 
in  all  maladies  of  a  strictly  cataleptical  character,  the  mockery 
of  a  faint  blush  upon  the  bosom  and  the  face,  and  that  suspi- 
ciously lingering  smile  upon  the  lip  which  is  so  terrible  in  death. 
We  replaced  and  screwed  down  the  lid,  and  having  secured  the 
door  of  iron,  made  our  way  with  toil  into  the  scarcely  less  gloomy 
apartments  of  the  upper  portion  of  the  house. 

And  now,  some  days  of  bitter  grief  having  elapsed,  an  observ- 
able change  came  over  the  features  of  the  mental  disorder  of  my 
friend.  His  ordinary  manner  had  vanished.  His  ordinary  occu- 
})ations  were  neglected  or  forgotten.  He  roamed  from  chamber 
to  chamber  with  hurried,  unequal,  and  objectless  step.  The  pal- 
lor of  his  countenance  had  assumed,  if  possible,  a  more  ghastly 
hue  —  but  the  luminousnciss  of  his  eye  had  utterly  gone  out.  The 
once  occasional  huskiness  of  his  tone  was  heard  no  more,  and  a 
tremulous  quaver,  as  if  of  extreme  terror,  habitually  characterized 
liis  utterance.      There  were  times  indeed  when  I  thought  his 
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unceasingly  agitated  mind  was  laboring  with  some  oppressive 
secret,  to  divulge  which  he  struggled  for  the  necessary  courage. 
At  times  again  I  was  obliged  to  resolve  all  into  the  mere  inex- 
plicable vagaries  of  madness,  for  I  beheld  him  gazing  upon 
vacancy  for  long  hours  in  an  attitude  of  the  profoundest  atten- 
tion, as  if  listening  to  some  imaginary  sound.  It  was  no  won- 
der that  his  condition  terrified  —  that  it  infected  me.  I  felt 
creeping  upon  me,  by  slow  yet  certain  degrees,  the  wild  influ- 
ences of  his  own  fantastic  yet  impressive  superstitions. 

It  was  especially  upon  retiring  to  bed  late  in  the  night  of 
the  seventh  or  eighth  day  after  the  placing  of  the  lady  Made- 
line within  the  donjon  that  I  experienced  the  full  power  of 
such  feelings.  Sleep  came  not  near  my  couch  —  while  the 
hours  waned  and  waned  away.  I  struggled  to  reason  off  the 
nervousness  which  had  dominion  over  me.  I  endeavored  to 
believe  that  much,  if  not  all,  of  what  I  felt  was  due  to  the 
bewildering  influence  of  the  gloomy  furniture  of  the  room  — 
of  the  dark  and  tattered  draperies  which,  tortured  into  motion 
by  the  breath  of  a  rising  tempest,  swayed  fitfully  to  and  fro 
upon  the  walls,  and  rustled  uneasily  about  the  decorations  of 
the  bed.  But  my  efforts  were  fruitless.  An  irrepressible 
tremor  gradually  pervaded  my  frame,  and  at  length  there  sat 
upon  my  very  heart  an  incubus  of  utterly  causeless  alarm. 
Shaking  this  off  with  a  gasp  and  a  struggle,  I  uplifted  myself 
upon  the  pillows,  and  peering  earnestly  within  the  intense 
darkness  of  the  chamber,  hearkened  —  I  know  not  why,  except 
that  an  instinctive  spirit  prompted  me  —  to  certain  low  and 
indefinite  sounds  which  came,  through  the  pauses  of  the  storm, 
at  long  intervals,  I  knew  not  whence.  Overpowered  by  an 
intense  sentiment  of  horror,  unaccountable  yet  unendurable,  I 
threw  on  my  clothes  with  haste  (for  I  felt  that  I  should  sleep 
no  more  during  the  night),  and  endeavored  to  arouse  myself 
from  the  pitiable  condition  into  which  I  had  fallen,  by  pacing 
rapidly  to  and  fro  through  the  apartment. 

I  had  taken  but  few  turns  in  this  manner,  when  a  light  step 
on  an  adjoining  staircase  arrested  my  attention.  I  presently 
recognized  it  as  that  of  Usher.  In  an  instant  afterward  he 
rapped  with  a  gentle  touch  at  my  door,  and  entered,  bearing 
a  lamp.  His  countenance  was  as  usual  cadaverously  wan  — 
but,  moreover,  there  was  a  species  of  mad  hilarity  in  his  eyes 
—  an  evidently  restrained  hysteria  in  his  whole  demeanor.  His 
air  appalled  me  —  but  anything  was  preferable  to  the  solitude 
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which  I  had  so  long  endured,  and  I  even  welcomed  his  presence 
as  a  relief. 

"  And  you  have  not  seen  it  ?  "  he  said  abruptly,  after  having 
stared  about  him  for  some  moments  in  silence  —  "  you  have  not 
then  seen  it? — but,  stay!  you  shall."  Thus  speaking,  and 
having  carefully  shaded  his  lamp,  he  hurried  to  one  of  the  case- 
ments, and  threw  it  freely  open  to  the  storm. 

The  impetuous  fury  of  the  entering  gust  nearly  lifted  us 
from  our  feet.  It  was  indeed  a  tempestuous  yet  sternly  beau- 
tiful night,  and  one  wildly  singular  in  its  terror  and  its  beauty. 
A  whirlwind  had  apparently  collected  its  force  in  our  vicinity, 
for  there  were  frequent  and  violent  alterations  in  the  direction 
of  the  wind,  and  the  exceeding  density  of  the  clouds  (which 
hung  so  low  as  to  press  upon  the  turrets  of  the  house)  did  not 
prevent  our  perceiving  the  lifelike  velocity  with  which  they 
flew  careering  from  all  points  against  each  other  without  pass- 
ing away  into  the  distance. 

I  say  that  even  their  exceeding  density  did  not  prevent  our 
perceiving  this  —  yet  we  had  no  glimpse  of  the  moon  or  stars 
—  nor  was  there  any  flashing  forth  of  the  lightning.  But  the 
under  surfaces  of  the  huge  masses  of  agitated  vapor,  as  well  as 
all  terrestrial  objects  immediately  around  us,  were  glowing  in 
the  unnatural  light  of  a  faintly  luminous  and  distinctly  visi- 
ble gaseous  exhalation  which  hung  about  and  enshrouded  the 
mansion. 

"  You  must  not  —  you  shall  not  behold  this  !  "  said  I,  shud- 
deringly,  to  Usher,  as  I  led  him  with  a  gentle  violence  from  the 
window  to  a  seat.  "  These  appearances  which  bewilder  you  are 
merely  electrical  phenomena  not  uncommon,  or  it  may  be  that 
they  have  their  ghastly  origin  in  the  rank  miasma  of  the  tarn. 
Let  us  close  this  casement ;  the  air  is  chilling  and  dangerous 
to  your  frame.  Here  is  one  of  your  favorite  romances.  I  will 
read,  and  you  shall  listen  ;  and  so  we  will  pass  away  this  terrible 
night  together." 

'J'lic  anti(jue  volume  which  I  liad  taken  uj)  was  the  "Mad 
Trist "  of  Sir  I-.auncelot  Caiming,  but  1  had  called  it  a  favorite 
of  Usher's  more  in  sad  jest  than  in  earnest ;  for,  in  truth,  there  is 
little  in  its  uncouth  and  unimaginative  prolixity  which  could 
have  had  int(;rest  for  tin;  lofty  and  s])i ritual  ideality  of  my 
fiitMid.  It  was,  however,  the  only  book  iumiediately  at  hand, 
and  I  indulged  a  vague  hope  tliat  the  excitement  which  now 
agitated  the  hyijochondriiu;  might  liiid  relief  (for  the  history 
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of  mental  disorder  is  full  of  similar  anomalies)  even  in  the 
extremeness  of  the  folly  which  I  should  read.  Could  1  have 
judged,  indeed,  by  the  wild  overstrained  air  of  vivacity  with 
which  he  hearkened,  or  apparently  hearkened,  to  the  words  of 
the  tale,  1  might  well  have  congratulated  myself  upon  the 
success  of  my  design. 

I  had  arrived  at  that  well-known  portion  of  the  story  where 
Ethelred,  the  hero  of  the  Trist,  having  sought  in  vain  for  peace- 
able admission  into  the  dwelling  of  the  hermit,  proceeds  to  make 
good  an  entrance  by  force.  Here,  it  will  be  remembered,  the 
words  of  the  narrative  run  thus :  — 

"  And  Ethelred,  who  was  by  nature  of  a  doughty  heart,  and 
who  was  now  mighty  withal,  on  account  of  the  powerfulness  of 
the  wine  which  he  had  drunken,  waited  no  longer  to  hold  parley 
with  the  hermit,  who  in  sooth  was  of  an  obstinate  and  maliceful 
turn,  but  feeling  the  rain  upon  his  shoulders,  and  fearing  the 
rising  of  the  tempest,  uplifted  his  mace  outright,  and  with  blows 
made  quickly  room  in  the  plankings  of  the  door  for  his  gaunt- 
leted  hand ;  and  now  pulling  therewith  sturdily,  he  so  cracked 
and  ripped,  and  tore  all  asunder,  that  the  noise  of  the  dry  and 
hollow-sounding  wood  alarumed  and  reverberated  throughout 
the  forest." 

At  the  termination  of  this  sentence  I  started,  and  for  a 
moment  paused,  for  it  appeared  to  me  (although  I  at  once  con- 
cluded that  my  excited  fancy  had  deceived  me)  that  from  some 
very  remote  portion  of  the  mansion  there  came  indistinctly  to 
my  ears  what  might  have  been,  in  its  exact  similarity  of  char- 
acter, the  echo  (but  a  stifled  and  dull  one  certainly)  of  the  very 
cracking  and  ripping  sound  which  Sir  Launcelot  had  so  par- 
ticularly described.  It  was  beyond  doubt  the  coincidence  alone 
which  had  arrested  my  attention ;  for  amid  the  rattling  of  the 
sashes  of  the  casements,  and  the  ordinary  commingled  noises  of 
the  still  increasing  storm,  the  sound  in  itself  had  nothing  surely 
which  should  have  interested  or  disturbed  me.  I  continued  the 
story  : — 

"  But  the  good  champion  Ethelred,  now  entering  within  the 
door,  was  soon  enraged  and  amazed  to  perceive  no  signal  of  the 
maliceful  hermit ;  but  in  the  stead  thereof,  a  dragon  of  a  scaly 
and  prodigious  demeanor,  and  of  a  fiery  tongue,  whicli  sate  in 
guard  before  a  palace  of  gold,  with  a  floor  of  silver  ;  and  upon 
tlie  wall  there  hung  a  shield  of  shining  brass  with  this  legend 
en  written  — 
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"  Who  entereth  herein,  a  conqueror  hath  bin ; 
VTho  slayeth  the  dragon,  the  shield  he  shall  win. 

And  Ethelred  uplifted  his  mace,  and  struck  upon  the  head  of 
the  dragon,  which  fell  before  him,  and  gave  up  his  pesty  breath, 
with  a  shriek  so  horrid  and  harsh,  and  withal  so  piercing, 
that  Ethelred  had  fain  to  close  his  ears  with  his  hands  against 
the  dreadful  noise  of  it,  the  like  whereof  was  never  before 
heard." 

Here  again  I  paused  abruptly,  and  now  Avith  a  feeling  of 
wild  amazement  —  for  there  could  be  no  doubt  whatever  that  in 
this  insta,nce  I  did  actually  hear  (although  from  what  direction 
it  proceeded  I  found  it  imj)0ssible  to  say)  a  low  and  apparently 
distant,  but  harsh,  protracted,  and  most  unusual  screaming  or 
grating  sound  —  the  exact  counterpart  of  what  my  fancy  had 
already  conjured  up  for  the  dragon's  unnatural  shriek  as  de- 
scribed by  the  romancer. 

Oppressed  as  I  certainly  was  upon  the  occurrence  of  this 
second  and  most  extraordinary  coincidence,  by  a  thousand  con- 
flictinor  sensations,  in  which  wonder  and  extreme  terror  were 
predominate,  I  still  retained  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  avoid 
exciting  by  any  observation  the  sensitive  nervousness  of  my 
companion.  I  was  by  no  means  certain  that  he  had  noticed  the 
sounds  in  question,  although,  assuredly,  a  strange  alteration 
had  during  the  last  few  minutes  taken  place  in  his  demeanor. 
From  a  position  fronting  my  OAvn,  he  had  gradually  brought 
round  his  chair,  so  as  to  sit  with  his  face  to  the  door  of  the 
chamber ;  and  thus  I  could  but  partially  perceive  his  features, 
although  I  saw  that  his  lips  trembled  as  if  he  were  murmuring 
inaudibly.  His  head  had  dropped  upon  his  breast,  yet  I  knew 
that  he  was  not  asleep,  from  the  wide  and  rigid  opening  of  the 
eye  as  I  caught  a  glance  of  it  in  profile.  The  motion  of  his 
body  too  was  at  variance  with  this  idea  —  for  he  rocked  from 
side  to  side  with  a  gentle  yet  constant  and  uniform  sway. 
Having  rapidly  taken  notice  of  all  tliis,  I  resumed  the  narrative 
of  Sir  Launcelot,  which  thus  proceeded  :  — 

"And  now,  the  cliampion  liaving  escaped  from  the  terrible 
fury  of  the  dragon,  bethinking  himself  of  the  brazen  shield,  and 
of  the  breaking  up  of  tlie  encliantment  which  Avas  upon  it, 
removed  the  carcase  from  out  of  tlie  way  before  him,  and 
approached  valorously  over  the  silver  pavement  of  the  castle 
to  where  tlie  shield  was  upon  the  wall  ;   which  in  sooth  tarried 
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not  for  his  full  coming,  but  fell  down  at  his  feet  upon  the  silver 
floor  with  a  mighty  great  and  terrible  ringing  sound." 

No  sooner  had  these  syllables  passed  my  lips,  than  —  as  if  a 
shield  of  brass  had  indeed  at  the  moment  fallen  heavily  upon  a 
floor  of  silver  —  I  became  aware  of  a  distinct,  hollow,  metallic, 
and  clangorous,  yet  apparently  muffled,  reverberation.  Com- 
pletely unnerved,  I  leaped  to  my  feet,  but  the  measured  rocking 
movement  of  Usher  was  undisturbed.  I  rushed  to  the  chair  in 
which  he  sat.  His  eyes  were  bent  fixedly  before  him,  and 
throughout  his  whole  countenance  there  reigned  a  stony  rigid- 
ity. But,  as  I  placed  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  there  came 
a  strong  shudder  over  his  whole  person  ;  a  sickly  smile  quiv- 
ered about  his  lips,  and  I  saw  that  he  spoke  in  a  low,  hurried, 
and  gibbering  murmur,  as  if  unconscious  of  my  presence. 
Bending  closely  over  him,  I  at  length  drank  in  the  hideous 
import  of  his  words. 

"  Not  hear  it  ?  —  yes,  I  hear  it,  and  have  heard  it.  Long  — 
long  —  long  —  many  minutes,  many  hours,  many  days,  have  I 
heard  it  —  yet  I  dared  not  —  oh,  pity  me,  miserable  wretch  that 
I  am  !  —  I  dared  not  —  I  dared  not  speak  !  We  have  put  her 
living  in  the  tomb  !  Said  I  not  that  my  senses  were  acute  ?  I 
now  tell  you  that  I  heard  her  first  feeble  movements  in  the 
hollow  coffin.  I  heard  them  —  many,  many  days  ago  —  yet  I 
dared  not  —  /  dared  not  speak  !  And  now  —  to-night  —  Ethel- 
red —  ha!  ha! — the  breaking  of  the  hermit's  door,  and  tlie 
death  cry  of  the  dragon,  and  the  clangor  of  the  shield !  —  say, 
rather,  the  rending  of  her  coffin,  and  the  grating  of  the  iron 
hinges  of  her  prison,  and  her  struggles  within  the  coppered 
archway  of  the  vault.  O  whither  shall  I  fly  ?  Will  she  not  be 
here  anon  ?  Is  she  not  hurrying  to  upbraid  me  for  my  haste  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  her  footstep  on  the  stair?  Do  I  not  distin- 
guish that  heavy  and  horrible  beating  of  her  heart  ?  Madman  !  " 
Here  he  sprang  furiously  to  his  feet,  and  shrieked  out  his  syl- 
lables, as  if  in  the  effort  he  were  giving  up  his  soul  —  "  Mad- 
man !  I  tell  you  that  she  now  stands  without  the  door  !  " 

As  if  in  the  superhuman  energy  of  his  utterance  there  had 
been  found  the  potency  of  a  spell  —  the  huge  antique  panels  to 
which  the  speaker  pointed  threw  slowly  back,  upon  the  instant, 
their  ponderous  and  ebony  jaws.  It  was  the  work  of  the  rush- 
inof  gust  —  but  then  without  those  doors  there  did  stand  the 
lofty  and  enshrouded  figure  of  the  lady  Madeline  of  Usher. 
There  was  blood  upon  her  white  robes,  and  the  evidence  of 
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some  bitter  struggle  upon  every  portion  of  her  emaciated  frame. 
For  a  moment  she  remained  trembling  and  reeling  to  and  fro 
upon  the  threshold  —  then,  with  a  low  moaning  cry,  fell  heavily 
inward  upon  the  person  of  her  brother,  and  in  her  violent  and 
now  final  death  agonies,  bore  him  to  the  floor  a  corpse,  and  a  vic- 
tim to  the  terrors  he  had  anticipated. 

From  that  chamber,  and  from  that  mansion,  I  fled  aghast. 
The  storm  was  still  abroad  in  all  its  wrath  as  I  found  myself 
crossing  the  old  causeway.  Suddenly  there  shot  along  the  path 
a  \^ald  light,  and  I  turned  to  see  whence  a  gleam  so  unusual 
could  have  issued,  for  the  vast  house  and  its  shadows  were 
alone  behind  me.  The  radiance  was  that  of  the  full,  setting, 
and  blood-red  moon,  which  now  shone  vividly  through  that 
once  barely  discernible  fissure,  of  which  I  have  before  spoken 
as  extending  from  the  roof  of  the  buikling  in  a  zigzag  direction 
to  the  base.  While  I  gazed,  this  fissure  rapidly  widened  ; 
there  came  a  fierce  breath  of  the  whirlwind  ;  the  entire  orb  of 
the  satellite  burst  at  once  upon  my  sight  ;  my  brain  reeled  as  I 
saw  the  mighty  walls  rushing  asunder  ;  there  was  a  long  tu- 
multuous shouting  sound  like  the  voice  of  a  thousand  waters, 
and  the  deep  and  dark  tarn  at  my  feet  closed  sullenly  and 
silently  over  the  fragments  of  the  '■'■  House  of  Usher. ^^ 

ON   THE   TRACK    OF   THE  WHITE   WHALE. 

By  HERMAN  MELVILLE. 
(From  "Moby  Dick.") 

QUEEQTJEG. 

QuEKQUEG  was  a  native  of  Rokovoko,  an  ishmd  far  away  to 
the  West  and  South.  It  is  not  down  in  any  ma}) ;  true  places 
never  are. 

When  a  ncw-hatclicd  savage  running  wild  about  his  native 
wf)0(llands  in  a  grass  ch)ut,  followed  by  the  nibbling  goats,  as 
if  lie  were  a  green  sapling,  —  even  then,  in  Qucoqueg's  and)i- 
li(/nH  so\d,  lurked  a  strong  desire  to  see  something  more  of 
("liristendom  than  a  sjtecimen  wlialer  or  two.  His  fatlier  Wiis 
a  High  Chief,  a  King;  liis  uncli;  a  Higli  l*riest ;  and  on  the 
maternal  side  liu  boasted  aunts  who  were  the  wives  of  uncon- 
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querable  Wcarriors.  There  was  excellent  blood  in  Lis  veins  — 
royal  stuff,  —  though  sadly  vitiated,  I  fear,  by  the  cannibal  pro- 
pensity he  nourished  in  his  untutored  youth. 

A  Sag  Harbor  ship  visited  his  father's  bay,  and  Queequeg 
sought  a  passage  to  Christian  lands.  But  the  ship,  having  her 
full  complement  of  seamen,  spurned  his  suit ;  and  not  all  the 
King  his  father's  influence  could  prevail.  But  Queequeg  vowed 
a  vow.  Alone  in  his  canoe,  he  paddled  off  to  a  distant  strait, 
which  he  knew  the  ship  must  pass  through  when  she  quitted 
the  island.  On  one  side  was  a  coral  reef ;  on  the  other  a  low 
tongue  of  land,  covered  with  mangrove  thickets  that  grew  out 
into  the  water.  Hiding  his  canoe,  still  afloat,  among  these 
thickets,  with  its  prow  seaward,  he  sat  down  in  the  stern,  pad- 
dle low  in  hand  ;  and  when  the  ship  was  gliding  by,  like  a 
flash  he  darted  out ;  gained  her  side  ;  with  one  backward  dash 
of  his  foot  capsized  and  sank  his  canoe  ;  climbed  up  the  chains  ; 
and  throwing  himself  at  full  length  upon  the  deck,  grappled  a 
ringbolt  there,  and  swore  not  to  let  it  go,  though  hacked  in 
pieces. 

In  vain  the  captain  threatened  to  throw  him  overboard; 
suspended  a  cutlass  over  his  naked  wrists ;  Queequeg  was 
the  son  of  a  King,  and  Queequeg  budged  not.  Struck  by  his 
desperate  dauntlessness,  and  his  wild  desire  to  visit  Christen- 
dom, the  captain  at  last  relented,  and  told  him  he  might  make 
himself  at  home.  But  this  fine  young  savage  —  this  sea  Prince 
of  Wales,  never  saw  the  captain's  cabin.  They  put  him  down 
among  the  sailors,  and  made  a  whaleman  of  him.  But  like 
Czar  Peter  content  to  toil  in  the  shipyards  of  foreign  cities, 
Queequeg  disdained  no  seeming  ignominy,  if  thereby  he  might 
happily  gain  the  power  of  enlightening  his  untutored  country- 
men. For  at  bottom — so  he  told  me — he  was  actuated  by 
a  profound  desire  to  learn,  among  the  Christians,  the  arts 
vv'hereby  to  make  his  people  still  happier  than  they  were  ;  and 
more  than  that,  still  better  than  they  were.  But,  alas  !  the 
practices  of  whalemen  soon  convinced  him  that  even  Chris- 
tians could  be  both  miserable  and  wicked,  —  infinitely  more  so, 
than  all  his  fathers  heathens.  Arrived  at  last  in  old  Sag  Har- 
bor ;  and  seeing  what  the  sailors  did  there ;  and  then  going  on 
to  Nantucket,  and  seeing  how  they  spent  their  wages  in  that 
place  also,  poor  Queequeg  gave  it  up  for  lost.  Thought  he,  it  s 
a  wicked  world  in  all  meridians  ;  I'll  die  a  pagan. 

And  thus  an  old  idolater  at  heart,  he  yet  lived  among  these 
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Christians,  wore  their  clothes,  and  tried  to  talk  their  gibberish. 
Hence  the  queer  ways  abou^.  him,  though  now  some  time  from 
home. 

By  hints,  I  asked  him  whether  he  did  not  propose  going 
back,  and  having  a  coronation  ;  since  he  might  now  consider 
his  father  dead  and  gone,  he  being  very  old  and  feeble  at  the 
last  accounts.  He  answered  no,  not  yet ;  and  added  that  he 
was  fearful  Christianity,  or  rather  Christians,  had  unfitted  him 
for  ascending  the  pure  and  undefiled  throne  of  thirty  pagan 
Kings  before  him.  But  by  and  by,  he  said,  he  would  return, 
—  as  soon  as  he  felt  himself  baptized  again.  For  the  nonce, 
however,  he  propased  to  sail  about,  and  sow  his  wild  oats  in 
all  four  oceans.  They  had  made  a  harpooner  of  him,  and  that 
barbed  iron  was  in  lieu  of  a  scepter  now. 

I  asked  him  what  might  be  his  immediate  purpose,  touch- 
ing his  future  movements.  He  answered,  to  go  to  sea  again, 
in  his  old  vocation.  Upon  this,  I  told  him  that  whaling  was 
my  own  design,  and  informed  him  of  my  intention  to  sail  out 
of  Nantucket,  as  being  the  most  promising  port  for  an  adven- 
turous whaleman  to  embark  from.  He  at  once  resolved  to  accom- 
pany me  to  that  island,  ship  aboard  the  same  vessel,  get  into  the 
same  watch,  the  same  boat,  the  same  mess  with  me,  in  short  to 
share  my  every  hap  ;  with  both  my  hands  in  his,  boldly  dip  into 
the  Potluck  of  both  worlds.  To  all  this  I  joyously  assented ; 
for  besides  the  affection  I  now  felt  for  Queequeg,  he  was  an 
experienced  harpooner,  and  as  such  could  not  fail  to  be  of  great 
usefulness  to  one  who,  like  me,  was  wholly  ignorant  of  the  mys- 
teries of  whaling,  though  well  acquainted  with  the  sea,  as  known 
to  merchant  seamen. 

His  story  being  ended  with  his  pipe's  last  dying  puff,  Quee- 
queg embraced  me,  pressed  his  forehead  against  mine,  and 
blowing  out  the  light,  we  rolled  over  from  each  other,  this  way 
and  that,  and  very  soon  were  sleeping. 

WlIEELBAKROW. 

Next  morning,  Monday,  after  disposing  of  the  embalmed 
head  to  a  bariMjr,  f(jr  a  block,  I  settled  my  own  and  comrade's 
bill,  —  using,  however,  my  comrade's  money.  The  grinning 
landlord,  as  well  as  the  boarders,  seemed  amazingly  tickled  at 
the  sudden  friendship  which  had  sj)rung  up  between  me  and 
Queequeg  —  Hspecially  as  Peter  Collin's  cock-and-bull  stories 
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about  him  had  previously  so  much  alarmed  me  concerning  the 
very  person  whom  1  now  companied  with. 

We  borrowed  a  wheelbarrow,  and  embarking  our  things, 
including  my  own  poor  carpetbag,  and  Queequeg's  canvas  sack 
and  hammock,  away  we  went  down  to  the  "Moss,"  the  little 
Nantucket  packet  schooner  moored  at  the  wharf.  As  we  were 
going  along  the  people  stared  ;  not  at  Queequeg  so  much,  — 
for  they  were  used  to  seeing  cannibals  like  him  in  their  streets, 
—  but  at  seeing  him  and  me  ujjon  such  confidential  terms. 
But  we  heeded  them  not,  going  along  wheeling  the  barrow  by 
turns,  and  Queequeg  now  and  then  stopping  to  adjust  the 
sheath  on  his  harpoon  barbs.  I  asked  him  why  he  carried  such 
a  troublesome  thing  with  him  ashore,  and  whether  all  whaling 
ships  did  not  find  their  own  harpoons.  To  this,  in  substance, 
he  replied,  that  though  what  I  hinted  was  true  enough,  yet 
he  had  a  particular  affection  for  his  own  harpoon,  because  it 
was  of  assured  stuff,  well  tried  in  many  a  mortal  combat,  and 
deeply  intimate  with  the  hearts  of  whales.  In  short,  like  many 
inland  reapers  and  mowers,  who  go  into  the  farmers'  meadows 
armed  with  their  own  scythes  —  though  in  no  wise  obliged  to 
furnish  them — even  so,  Queequeg,  for  his  own  private  reasons, 
preferred  his  own  harpoon. 

Shifting  the  barrow  from  my  hand  to  his,  he  told  me  a 
funny  story  about  the  first  wheelbarrow  he  had  ever  seen.  It 
was  in  Sag  Harbor.  The  owners  of  his  ship,  it  seems,  had  lent 
him  one,  in  which  to  carry  his  heavy  chest  to  his  boarding 
house.  Not  to  seem  ignorant  about  the  thing  —  though  in 
truth  he  was  entirely  so,  concerning  the  precise  way  in  which 
to  manage  the  barrow  —  Queequeg  puts  his  chest  upon  it; 
lashes  it  fast ;  and  then  shoulders  the  barrow  and  marches  up 
the  wharf.  "Why,"  said  I,  "Queequeg,  you  might  have 
known  better  than  that,  one  would  think.  Didn't  the  people 
laugh?" 

Upon  this,  he  told  me  another  story.  The  people  of  his 
island  of  Rokovoko,  it  seems,  at  their  Avedding  feasts  express 
the  fragrant  water  of  young  cocoanuts  into  a  large  stained 
calabash  like  a  punch  bowl ;  and  this  punch  bowl  always  forms 
the  great  central  ornament  on  the  braided  mat  where  the  feast 
is  held.  Now  a  certain  grand  merchant  ship  once  touched  at 
Rokovoko,  and  its  commander  —  from  all  accounts,  a  very 
stately  punctilious  gentleman,  at  least  for  a  sea  captain  —  this 
commander  was  invited  to  the  wedding  feast  of   Queequeg's 
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sister,  a  pretty  young  princess  just  turned  of  ten.  Well,  when 
all  the  wedding  guests  were  assembled  at  the  bride's  bamboo 
cottage,  this  Captain  marches  in,  and  being  assigned  the  post 
of  honor,  places  himself  over  against  the  punch  bowl,  and  be- 
tween the  High  Priest  and  his  majesty  the  King,  Queequeg's 
father.  Grace  being  said,  —  for  those  people  have  their  grace 
as  well  as  we  —  though  Queequeg  told  me  that  unlike  us,  who 
at  such  times  look  downwards  to  our  platters,  they,  on  the  con- 
trary, copying  the  ducks,  glance  upwards  to  the  great  Giver  of 
all  feasts  —  Grace,  I  say,  being  said,  the  High  Priest  opens  the 
banquet  by  the  immemorial  ceremony  of  the  island  :  that  is, 
dipping  his  consecrated  and  consecrating  fingers  into  the  bowl 
before  the  blessed  beverage  circulates.  Seeing  himself  placed 
next  the  Priest,  and  noting  the  ceremony,  and  thinking  himself 

—  being  Captain  of  a  ship  —  as  having  plain  precedence  over 
a  mere  island  King,  especially  in  the  King's  own  house  —  the 
Captain  coolly  proceeds  to  wash  his  hands  in  the  punch  bowl ; 

—  taking  it  I  suppose  for  a  huge  finger  glass.  "Now,"  said 
Queequeg,  "what  you  tink  now?  —  Didn't  our  people  laugh?" 

At  last,  passage  paid,  and  luggage  safe,  we  stood  on  board 
the  schooner.  Hoisting  sail,  it  glided  down  the  Acushnet 
river  On  one  side.  New  Bedford  rose  in  terraces  of  streets, 
theii  ice-covered  trees  all  glittering  in  the  clear,  cold  air. 
Huge  hills  and  mountains  of  casks  on  casks  were  piled  upon 
her  wharves,  and  side  by  side  the  world- wandering  whale  ships 
lay  silent  and  safely  moored  at  last;  while  from  others  came 
a  sound  of  carpenters  and  coopers,  with  blended  noises  of 
fires  and  forges  to  melt  the  pitch,  all  betokening  that  new 
cruises  were  on  the  start;  that  one  most  perilous  and  long 
voyage  ended,  only  begins  a  second ;  and  a  second  ended,  only 
begins  a  third,  and  so  on,  forever  and  for  aye.  Such  is  the 
endlessness,  yea,  the  intolerableness  of  all  eartlily  effort. 

Gaining  the  more  open  water,  the  bracing  breeze  waxed 
fresh  ;  the  little  "  Moss  "  tossed  the  quick  foam  from  her  bows, 
JUS  a  young  colt  his  snortings.  How  I  snuffed  that  Tartar 
air! — how  I  spurned  that  turnpike  earth! — that  common 
liigliway  all  over  dented  with  the  marks  of  slavish  heels  and 
hoofs;  and  turned  me  to  admire  the  magnanimity  of  the  sea 
which  will  permit  no  records. 

At  the  same  fo;im  fountain,  Queequeg  seemed  to  drink  and 
reel  with  me.  His  dusky  no.slrils  swelled  apart;  ho  sliowed 
liis  filed  and  pointed  teeth.     On,  on  we  flew:  and  our  oiling 
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gained,  the  "  Moss  "  did  homage  to  the  blast ;  ducked  and  dived 
her  bows  as  a  slave  before  the  Sultan.  Sideways  leaning,  we 
sideways  darted ;  every  rope-yarn  tingling  like  a  wire ;  the  two 
tall  masts  buckling  like  Indian  canes  in  land  tornadoes.  So 
full  of  this  reeling  scene  were  we,  as  we  stood  by  the  plunging 
bowsprit,  that  for  some  time  we  did  not  notice  the  jeering 
glances  of  the  passengers,  a  lubberlike  assembly,  who  mar- 
veled that  two  fellow-beings  should  be  so  companionable ;  as 
though  a  white  man  were  anything  more  digni£ed  than  a 
whitewashed  negro.  But  there  were  some  boobies  and  bump- 
kins there,  who,  by  their  intense  greenness,  must  have  come 
from  the  heart  and  center  of  all  verdure.  Queequeg  caught 
one  of  these  young  saplings  mimicking  him  behind  his  back. 
I  thought  the  bumpkin's  hour  of  doom  was  come.  Dropping 
his  harpoon,  the  brawny  savage  caught  him  in  his  arms,  and 
by  an  almost  miraculous  dexterity  and  strength  sent  him  high 
up  bodily  into  the  air ;  then  slightly  tapping  his  stern  in  mid 
somerset,  the  fellow  landed  with  bursting  lungs  upon  his  feet, 
while  Queequeg,  turning  his  back  upon  him,  lighted  his  toma- 
hawk pipe  and  passed  it  to  me  for  a  puff. 

"  Capting !  Capting !  "  yelled  the  bumpkin,  running  towards 
that  officer;  "Capting,  Capting,  here's  the  devil." 

"  Hallo,  you  sir,"  cried  the  Captain,  a  gaunt  rib  of  the  sea, 
stalking  up  to  Queequeg,  "what  in  thunder  do  you  mean  by 
that  ?     Don't  you  know  you  might  have  killed  that  chap  ?  " 

"  What  him  say  ? "  said  Queequeg,  as  he  mildly  turned 
to  me. 

"  He  say,"  said  I,  "  that  you  came  near  kill-e  that  man 
there,"  pointing  to  the  still  shivering  greenhorn. 

"Kill-e,"  cried  Queequeg,  twisting  his  tattooed  face  into 
an  unearthly  expression  of  disdain,  "  ah !  him  bevy  small-e 
fish-e ;  Queequeg  no  kill-e  so  small-e  fish-e ;  Queequeg  kill-e 
big  whale  !  " 

"  Look  you,"  roared  the  Captain,  "  I'll  kill-e  you^  you  can- 
nibal, if  you  try  any  more  of  your  tricks  aboard  here ;  so  mind 
your  eye." 

But  it  so  happened  just  then  that  it  was  high  time  for  the 
Captain  to  mind  his  own  eye.  The  prodigious  strain  upon 
the  mainsail  had  parted  the  weather  sheet,  and  the  tremendous 
boom  was  now  flying  from  side  to  side,  completely  sweeping 
the  entire  after  part  of  the  deck.  The  poor  fellow  whom  Quee- 
queg had  handled  so  roughly  was  swept  overboard ;  all  hands 
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were  in  a  panic ;  and  to  attempt  snatching  at  the  boom  to  stay 
it,  seemed  madness.  It  flew  from  right  to  left,  and  back  again, 
almost  in  one  ticking  of  a  watch,  and  every  instant  seemed  on 
the  point  of  snapping  into  splinters.  Nothing  was  done,  and 
nothing  seemed  capable  of  being  done  ;  those  on  deck  rushed 
towards  the  bows,  and  stood  eying  the  boom  as  if  it  were 
the  lower  jaw  of  an  exasperated  Avhale.  In  the  midst  of  this 
consternation,  Queequeg  dropped  deftly  to  his  knees,  and 
crawling  under  the  path  of  the  boom,  whipped  hold  of  a  rope, 
secured  one  end  to  the  bulwarks,  and  then  flinging  the  other 
like  a  lasso,  caught  it  round  the  boom  as  it  swept  over  his 
head,  and  at  the  next  jerk,  the  spar  was  that  way  trapped, 
and  all  was  safe.  The  schooner  was  run  into  the  wind,  and 
while  the  hands  were  clearing  away  the  stern  boat,  Queequeg, 
stripped  to  the  waist,  darted  from  the  side  with  a  long  living 
arc  of  a  leap.  For  three  minutes  or  more  he  was  seen  swim- 
ming like  a  dog,  throwing  his  long  arms  straight  out  before 
him,  and  by  turns  revealing  his  brawny  shoulders  through  the 
freezing  foam.  I  looked  at  the  grand  and  glorious  fellow, 
but  saw  no  one  to  be  saved.  The  greenhorn  had  gone  down. 
Shooting  himself  perpendicularly  from  the  water,  Queequeg 
now  took  an  instant's  glance  around  him,  and  seeming  to  see 
just  how  matters  were,  dived  down  and  disappeared.  A  few 
minutes  more,  and  he  rose  again,  one  arm  still  striking  out, 
and  with  the  other  dragging  a  lifeless  form.  The  boat  soon 
picked  them  up.  The  poor  bumpkin  was  restored.  All  hands 
voted  Queequeg  a  nol^le  trump  ;  the  captain  begged  his  pardon. 
From  that  hour  I  clove  to  Queequeg  like  a  barnacle ;  yea,  till 
poor  Queequeg  took  his  last  long  dive. 

Was  there  ever  such  unconsciousness  ?  He  did  not  seem  to 
think  that  he  at  all  deserved  a  medal  from  the  Humane  and 
Magnanimous  Societies.  He  only  asked  for  water  —  fresh 
water  —  something  to  wipe  the  brine  off  ;  that  done,  he  put  on 
dry  clotlies,  lighted  his  pipe,  and  leaning  against  the  bulwarks, 
and  mildly  eying  those  around  him,  seemed  to  be  saying  to 
himself  —  "  It's  a  mutual,  joint-stock  world,  in  all  meridians. 
We  cannibals  must  help  these  Christians." 

Nantucket. 

Nothing  morn  haj)pcned  on  tlic  passage  worthy  the  mention- 
ing ;  so,  after  a  line  jim,  wu  safely  an-ivcd  in  Nantucket. 
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Nantucket  !  Take  out  your  map  and  look  at  it.  See  what 
a  real  corner  of  the  world  it  occupies ;  how  it  stands  there, 
away  offshore,  more  lonely  than  the  Eddystone  lighthouse. 
Look  at  it  —  a  mere  hillock,  and  elbow  of  sand  ;  all  beach, 
without  a  background.  There  is  more  sand  there  than  you 
would  use  in  twenty  years  as  a  substitute  for  blotting  paper. 
Some  gamesome  wights  will  tell  you  that  they  have  to  plant 
weeds  there,  they  don't  grow  naturally ;  that  they  import 
Canada  thistles  ;  that  they  have  to  send  beyond  seas  for  a 
spile  to  stop  a  leak  in  an  oil  cask ;  that  pieces  of  wood  in 
Nantucket  are  carried  about  like  bits  of  the  true  cross  in 
Rome  ;  that  people  there  plant  toadstools  before  their  houses, 
to  get  under  the  shade  in  summer  time  ;  that  one  blade  of 
grass  makes  an  oasis,  three  blades  in  a  day's  walk  a  prairie  ; 
that  they  wear  quicksand  shoes,  something  like  Laplander 
snowshoes ;  that  they  are  so  shut  up,  belted  about,  every  way 
inclosed,  surrounded,  and  made  an  utter  island  of  by  the  ocean, 
that  to  their  very  chairs  and  tables  small  clams  will  sometimes 
be  found  adhering,  as  to  the  backs  of  sea  turtles.  But  these 
extravaganzas  only  show  that  Nantucket  is  no  Illinois. 

Look  now  at  the  wondrous  traditional  story  of  how  this 
island  was  settled  by  the  red  men.  Thus  goes  the  legend.  In 
olden  times  an  eagle  swooped  down  upon  the  New  England 
coast,  and  carried  off  an  infant  Indian  in  his  talons.  With 
loud  lament  the  parents  saw  their  child  borne  out  of  sight  over 
the  wide  waters.  They  resolved  to  follow  in  the  same  direc- 
tion- Setting  out  in  their  canoes,  after  a  perilous  passage  they 
discovered  the  island,  and  there  they  found  an  empty  ivory 
casket,  —  the  poor  little  Indian's  skeleton. 

What  wonder,  then,  that  these  Nantucketers,  born  on  a 
beach,  should  take  to  the  sea  for  a  livelihood  !  They  first 
caught  crabs  and  quahogs  in  the  sand;  grown  bolder,  they 
waded  out  with  nets  for  mackerel ;  more  experienced,  they 
pushed  off  in  boats  and  captured  cod  ;  and  at  last,  launching 
a  navy  of  great  ships  on  the  sea,  explored  this  watery  world ; 
put  an  incessant  belt  of  circumnavigation  round  it ;  peeped  in 
at  Behring's  Straits ;  and  in  all  seasons  and  all  oceans  declared 
everlasting  war  with  the  mightiest  animated  mass  that  has 
survived  the  flood  ;  most  monstrous  and  most  mountainous  ! 
That  Himmalehan,  salt-sea  Mastodon,  clothed  with  such  porten- 
tousness  of  unconscious  power  that  his  very  panics  are  more 
to  be  dreaded  than  his  most  fearless  and  malicious  assaults ! 
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And  thus  have  these  naked  Nantucketers,  these  sea  hermits, 
issuing  from  their  ant-hill  in  the  sea,  overrun  and  conquered 
the  watery  world  like  so  many  Alexanders;  parceling  out 
among  them  the  Atlantic,  Pacific,  and  Indian  oceans,  as  the 
three  pirate  powers  did  Poland.  Let  America  add  Mexico  to 
Texas,  and  pile  Cuba  upon  Canada ;  let  the  English  overs  warm 
all  India,  and  hang  out  their  blazing  banner  from  the  sun  ;  two 
thirds  of  this  terraqueous  globe  are  the  Nantucketer's.  For 
the  sea  is  his;  he  owns  it,  as  Emperors  own  empires,  —  other 
seamen  having  but  a  right  of  way  through  it.  Merchant  ships 
are  but  extension  bridges  ;  armed  ones  but  floating  forts ;  even 
pirates  and  privateers,  though  following  the  sea  as  highway- 
men the  road,  but  plunder  other  ships,  other  fragments  of  the 
land  like  themselves,  without  seeking  to  draw  their  living  from 
the  bottomless  deep  itself.  The  Nantucketer,  he  alone  resides 
and  riots  on  the  sea ;  he  alone,  in  Bible  language,  goes  down 
to  it  in  ships,  —  to  and  fro  plowing  it  as  his  own  special  plan- 
tation. There  is  his  home;  there  lies  his  business,  which  a 
Noah's  flood  would  not  interrupt,  though  it  overwhelmed  all 
the  millions  in  China.  He  lives  on  the  sea,  as  prairie  cocks  in 
the  prairie  ;  he  hides  among  the  waves,  he  climbs  them  as 
chamois  hunters  climb  the  Alps.  For  years  he  knows  not  the 
land  ;  so  that  when  he  comes  to  it  at  last,  it  smells  like  another 
world,  more  strangely  than  the  moon  would  to  an  Earthsman. 
With  the  landless  gull,  that  at  sunset  folds  her  wings  and  is 
rocked  to  sleep  between  billows;  so  at  nightfall,  the  Nan- 
tucketer, out  of  sight  of  land,  furls  his  sails,  and  lays  him  to 
his  rest,  while  under  his  very  pillow  rush  herds  of  walruses 
and  whales. 

Chowder. 

It  was  quite  late  in  the  evening  when  the  little  "Moss"  came 
snugly  to  anchor,  and  Queequeg  and  I  went  ashore  ;  so  we 
could  attend  to  no  business  that  day,  at  least  none  but  a  supper 
and  a  bed.  The  landlord  of  the  Spouter  Inn  had  recommended 
us  to  his  cousin  Hosea  Hussey  of  tlie  Try  Pots,  whom  he 
asserted  to  bo  the  proprietor  of  one  of  the  best-kept  hotels  in 
all  Nantucket,  and  moreover  he  had  assured  us  that  cousin 
Hosea,  a.s  he  called  him,  was  famous  for  his  chowders.  In  sort, 
be  ])lainly  hinted  th;it  we  could  not  possibly  do  better  than  try 
potluck  at  the  Try  Pots.      liut  the  directions  he  had  given  us 
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about  keeping  a  yellow  warehouse  on  our  starboard  hand  till 
we  opened  a  white  church  to  the  larboard,  and  then  keeping 
that  on  the  larboard  hand  till  we  made  a  corner  three  points  to 
the  starboard,  and  that  done,  then  ask  the  first  man  we  met 
where  the  place  was  :  these  crooked  directions  of  his  very 
much  puzzled  us  at  first,  especially  as,  at  the  outset,  Queequeg 
insisted  that  the  yellow  warehouse  —  our  first  point  of  depar- 
ture —  must  be  left  on  the  larboard  hand,  whereas  I  had  under- 
stood Peter  Coffin  to  say  it  was  on  the  starboard.  However, 
by  dint  of  beating  about  a  little  in  the  dark,  and  now  and  then 
knocking  up  a  peaceable  inhabitant  to  inquire  the  way,  we  at 
last  came  to  something  which  there  was  no  mistaking. 

Two  enormous  wooden  pots  painted  black,  and  suspended 
by  asses'  ears,  swung  from  the  crosstrees  of  an  old  topmast, 
planted  in  front  of  an  old  doorway.  The  horns  of  the  cross- 
trees  were  sawed  off  on  the  other  side,  so  that  this  old  top- 
mast looked  not  a  little  like  a  gallows.  Perhaps  I  was  over- 
sensitive to  such  impressions  at  the  time,  but  1  could  not  help 
staring  at  this  gallows  with  a  vague  misgiving.  A  sort  of  crick 
was  in  my  neck  as  I  gazed  up  to  the  two  remaining  horns ;  yes, 
tivo  of  them,  one  for  Queequeg,  and  one  for  me.  It's  ominous, 
thinks  I.  A  Coffin  my  Innkeeper  upon  landing  in  my  first 
whaling  port ;  tombstones  staring  at  me  in  the  whalemen's 
chapel ;  and  here  a  gallows !  and  a  pair  of  prodigious  black 
pots  too  !  Are  these  last  throwing  out  oblique  hints  touching 
Tophet  ? 

I  was  called  from  these  reflections  by  the  sight  of  a  freckled 
woman  with  yellow  hair  and  a  yellow  gown,  standing  in  the 
porch  of  the  inn,  under  a  dull  red  lamp  swinging  there,  that 
looked  much  like  an  injured  eye,  and  carrying  on  a  brisk  scold- 
ing with  a  man  in  a  purple  woolen  shirt. 

"  Get  along  with  ye,"  said  she  to  the  man, "  or  I'll  be  comb- 
ing ye  ! " 

"  Come  on,  Queequeg,"  said  I,  "  all  right.  There's  Mrs. 
Hussey." 

And  so  it  turned  out,  Mr.  Hosea  Hussey  being  from  hoine, 
but  leaving  Mrs.  Hussey  entirely  competent  to  attend  to  all  his 
affairs.  Upon  making  known  our  desires  for  a  supper  and  a 
bed,  Mrs.  Hussey,  postponing  further  scolding  for  the  present, 
ushered  us  into  a  little  room,  and  seating  us  at  a  table  spread 
with  the  relics  of  a  recently  concluded  repast,  turned  round  to 
us  and  said  —  "  Clam  or  Cod  ?  " 
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"  What's  that  about  Cods,  ma'am  ?  "  said  I,  with  much  polite- 


ness. 


"  Clam  or  Cod  ?  "  she  repeated. 

"  A  clam  for  supper  ?  a  cold  clam  ?  is  that  what  you  mean, 
Mrs.  Hussey  ?  "  says  I  :  "  but  that's  a  rather  cold  and  clammy 
reception  in  the  winter  time,  ain  t  it,  Mrs.  Hussey  ?  " 

But  being  in  a  great  hurry  to  resume  scolding  the  man  in 
the  purple  shirt,  who  was  waiting  for  it  in  the  entry,  and  seem- 
ing to  hear  nothing  but  the  word  "  clam,"  Mrs.  Hussey  hurried 
towards  an  open  door  leading  to  the  kitchen,  and  bawling  out 
"  clam  for  two,"  disappeared. 

"  Queequeg,"  said  I,  "  do  you  think  that  we  can  make  out  a 
supper  for  us  both  on  one  clam  ?  " 

However,  a  warm  savory  steam  from  the  kitchen  served  to 
belie  the  apparently  cheerless  prospect  before  us.  But  when 
that  smoking  chowder  came  in,  the  mystery  was  delightfully 
explained.  Oh,  sweet  friends  !  hearken  to  me.  It  was  made 
of  small  juicy  clams,  scarcely  bigger  than  hazelnuts,  mixed 
with  pounded  ship  biscuit,  and  salted  pork  cut  up  into 
little  flakes  ;  the  whole  enriched  with  butter,  and  plentifully 
seasoned  with  pepper  and  salt.  Our  appetites  being  sharpened 
by  the  frosty  voyage,  and,  in  particular,  Queequeg  seeing  his 
favorite  fishing  food  before  him,  and  the  chowder  being  sur- 
passingly excellent,  we  dispatched  it  with  great  expedition: 
when  leaning  back  a  moment  and  bethinking  me  of  INlrs.  Hus- 
sey's  clam  and  cod  announcement,  I  thouglit  I  would  try  a 
little  experiment.  Stepping  to  the  kitchen  door,  I  uttered  the 
word  "  cod  "  with  great  emphasis,  and  resumed  my  seat.  In  a 
few  moments  the  savory  steam  came  forth  again,  but  with  a 
different  flavor,  and  in  good  time  a  fine  cod  chowder  was  placed 
before  us. 

We  resumed  business  ;  and  while  plying  our  spoons  in  the 
bowl,  thinks  I  to  myself,  I  wonder  now  if  this  hero  has  any 
effect  on  the  head?  What's  that  stultifying  saying  about 
chowder-headed  people  ?  "  But  look,  Queequeg,  ain't  that  a 
live  eel  in  your  bowl  ?     Where's  your  liarpoon  ?  " 

Fishiest  of  all  fishy  places  was  the  Try  Pots,  which  well 
deserved  its  name  ;  for  the  pots  there  wore  always  boiling 
cliowders.  Cliowdor  for  breakfast,  and  chowder  for  dinner,  and 
chowder  for  supper,  till  you  began  to  look  for  fish  bones  com- 
ing through  your  clothes.  The  area  before  the  house  was 
paved  with  clam  shells.     Mrs.  Hussey  wore  a  polished  necklace 
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of  codfish  vertebra  ;  and  Hosea  Hussey  had  his  account  bool^s 
bound  in  superior  old  shark  skin.  There  was  a  fishy  flavor  to 
the  milk,  too,  which  I  could  not  at  all  account  for,  till  one 
morning  happening  to  take  a  stroll  along  the  beach  among  some 
fishermen's  boats,  I  saw  Hosea's  brindle  cow  feeding  on  fish 
remnants,  and  marching  along  the  sand  with  each  foot  in  a 
cod's  decapitated  head,  looking  very  slipshod,  I  assure  ye. 

Supper  concluded,  we  received  a  lamp,  and  directions  from 
Mrs.  Hussey  concerning  the  nearest  way  to  bed  ;  but,  as  Quee- 
queg  was  al30ut  to  precede  me  up  the  stairs,  the  lady  reached 
forth  her  arm,  and  demanded  his  harpoon ;  she  allowed  no  har- 
poon in  her  chambers.  "Why  not?"  said  I;  "every  true 
whaleman  sleei)S  with  his  harpoon  —  but  why  not  I "  "  Because 
it's  dangerous,"  says  she.  "  Ever  since  young  Stiggs  coming 
from  that  unfort'nate  v'y'ge  of  his,  when  he  was  gone  four  years 
and  a  half,  with  only  three  barrels  of  He,  was  found  dead  in  my 
first  floor  back,  with  his  harpoon  in  his  side  ;  ever  since  then  I 
allow  no  boarders  to  take  sich  dangerous  weepons  in  their 
rooms  at  night.  So,  Mr.  Queequeg  "  (for  she  had  learned  his 
name),  "  I  will  just  take  this  here  iron,  and  keep  it  for  you  tilJ 
morning.  But  the  chowder  ;  clam  or  cod  to-morrow  for  break- 
fast, men  ?  " 

"  Both,"  says  I ;  "and  let's  have  a  couple  of  smoked  herring 
by  way  of  variety." 

The  Ship. 

In  bed  we  concocted  our  plans  for  the  morrow.  But  to  my 
surprise  and  no  small  concern,  Queequeg  now  gave  me  to  under- 
stand  that  he  had  been  diligently  consulting  Yojo— the  name 
of  his  black  little  god  —  and  Yojo  had  told  him  two  or  three 
times  over,  and  strongly  insisted  upon  it  every  way,  that  instead 
of  our  going  together  among  the  whaling  fleet  in  harbor,  and 
in  concert  selecting  our  craft ;  instead  of  this,  I  say,  Yojo 
earnestly  enjoined  that  the  selection  of  the  ship  should  rest 
wholly  with  me,  inasmuch  as  Yojo  purposed  befriending  us; 
and,  in  order  to  do  so,  had  already  pitched  upon  a  vessel  which, 
if  left  to  myself,  I,  Ishmael,  should  infallibly  light  upon,  for  all 
the  world  as  though  it  had  turned  out  by  chance  ;  and  in  that 
vessel  I  must  immediately  ship  myself,  for  the  present  irrespec- 
tive of  Queequeg. 

I  have  forgotten  to  mention  that,  in  many  things,  Queequeg 
placed  great  confidence  in  the  excellence  of  Yojo's  judgment 


5818  ON    THE   TRACK   OF   THE    WHITE    WHALE. 

and  surprising  forecast  of  things ;  and  cherished  Yojo  with  con- 
siderable esteem,  as  a  rather  good  sort  of  god,  who  perhaps 
meant  well  enough  upon  the  whole,  but  in  all  cases  did  not  suc- 
ceed in  his  benevolent  designs. 

Now  when  I  looked  about  the  quarter-deck,  for  some  one 
having  authority,  in  order  to  propose  myself  as  a  candidate  for 
the  voyage,  at  first  I  saw  nobody  ;  but  I  could  not  well  over- 
took a  strange  sort  of  tent,  or  rather  wigwam,  pitched  a  little 
behind  the  mainmast.  It  seemed  only  a  temporary  erection 
used  in  port.  It  was  of  a  conical  shape,  some  ten  feet  high  ; 
consisting  of  the  long,  huge  slabs  of  limber  black  bone  taken 
from  the  middle  and  highest  part  of  the  jaws  of  the  right 
whale.  Planted  with  their  broad  ends  on  the  deck,  a  circle  of 
these  slabs  laced  together  mutually  sloped  towards  each  other, 
and  at  the  apex  united  in  a  tufted  point,  where  the  loose  hairy 
fibers  waved  to  and  fro  like  the  topknot  on  some  old  Pottawot- 
tomi  sachem's  head.  A  triangular  opening  faced  towards  the 
bows  of  the  ship  so  that  the  insider  commanded  a  complete  view 
forward. 

And  half  concealed  in  this  queer  tenement,  I  at  length  found 
one  who  by  his  aspect  seemed  to  have  authority  ;  and  who,  it 
being  noon,  and  the  sliip's  work  suspended,  was  now  enjoying 
respite  from  the  burden  of  command.  He  was  seated  on  an  old- 
fashioned  oaken  chair,  wriggling  all  over  with  curious  carving  ; 
and  the  bottom  of  which  was  formed  of  a  stout  interlacing  of  the 
same  elastic  stuff  of  which  the  wigwam  was  constructed. 

There  was  nothing  so  very  particular,  perhaps,  about  the 
appearance  of  the  elderly  man  I  saw;  he  was  brown  and  brawny, 
like  most  old  seamen,  and  heavily  rolled  up  in  blue  pilot  cloth, 
cut  in  the  Quaker  style  ;  only  there  was  a  fine  and  almost  mi- 
croscopic network  of  the  minutest  wrinkles  interlacing  round 
liis  eyes,  which  must  have  arisen  from  his  continual  sailings  in 
many  hard  gales,  and  always  looking  to  windward  ;  —  for  this 
causes  the  muscles  about  the  eyes  to  become  pursed  together. 
Such  eye  wrinkles  are  very  effectual  in  a  scowl. 

"  Is  this  tlic  Captain  of  the  '  Poquod '  ?  "  said  I,  advancing 
to  the  door  of  the  tent. 

"  Supposing  it  be  the  Captain  of  the  '  Pequod,'  what  dost 
thou  want  of  him  ?"  lie  demanded. 

"  I  was  thinking  of  shipping." 

"Thou  wast,  wast  thou?  I  see  thou  art  no  Nantucketer  — 
ever  been  in  a  stove  boat?" 
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"No,  sir,  I  never  have." 

"Dost  know  nothing  at  all  about  whaling,  I  dare  say  — 
eh  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  sir  ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  soon  learn.  I've 
been  several   voyages  in   the  merchant   service,  and   I   think 

that " 

"Marchant  service  be  damned.  Talk  not  that  lingo  to  me. 
Dost  see  that  leg  ?  —  I'll  take  that  leg  away  from  thy  stern,  if 
ever  thou  talkest  of  the  marchant  service  to  me  again.  Mar- 
chant  service  indeed  1  I  suppose  now  ye  feel  considerable 
proud  of  having  served  in  those  marchant  ships.  But  flukes  1 
man,  what  makes  thee  want  to  go  a  whaling,  eh  ?  —  it  looks  a 
little  suspicious,  don't  it,  eh  ?  —  Hast  not  been  a  pirate,  hast 
thou  ?  Didst  not  rob  thy  last  Captain,  didst  thou  ?  —  Dost  not 
think  of  murdering  the  officers  when  thou  gettest  to  sea  ?  " 

I  protested  my  innocence  of  these  things.  I  saw  that 
under  the  mask  of  these  half-humorous  innuendoes,  this  old  sea- 
man, as  an  insulated  Quakerish  Nantucketer,  was  full  of  his 
insular  prejudices,  and  rather  distrustful  of  all  aliens,  unless 
they  hailed  from  Cape  Cod  or  the  Vineyard. 

"But  what  takes  thee  a  whaling?  I  want  to  know  that 
before  I  think  of  shipping  ye." 

"  Well,  sir,  I  want  to  see  what  whaling  is.  I  want  to  see 
the  world." 

"  Want  to  see  what  whaling  is,  eh  ?  Have  ye  clapped  eye 
on  Captain  Ahab  ?  " 

"  Who  is  Captain  Ahab,  sir  ?  " 

"  Aye,  aye,  I  thought  so.  Captain  Ahab  is  the  Captain  of 
this  ship." 

"I  am  mistaken  then.  I  thought  I  was  speaking  to  the 
Captain  himself." 

"Thou  art  speaking  to  Captain  Peleg  —  that's  who  ye  are 
speaking  to,  young  man.  It  belongs  to  me  and  Captain  Bildad 
to  see  the  '  Pequod '  fitted  out  for  the  voyage,  and  supplied  with 
all  her  needs,  including  crew.  We  are  part  owners  and  agents. 
But  as  I  was  going  to  say,  if  thou  wantest  to  know  what  whal- 
ing is,  as  thou  tellest  ye  do,  I  can  put  ye  in  a  way  of  finding 
it  out  before  ye  bind  yourself  to  it  past  backing  out.  Clap 
eye  on  Captain  Ahab,  young  man,  and  thou  wilt  find  that  he 
has  only  one  leg." 

"What  do  you  mean,  sir?  Was  the  other  one  lost  by  a 
whale?" 
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"  Lost  bj  a  whale  I  Young  man,  come  nearer  to  me  :  it 
was  devoured,  chewed  up,  crunched  by  the  monstrousest  par- 
macetty  that  ever  chipped  a  boat  !  — ah,  ah  !  " 

I  was  a  little  alarmed  by  his  energy,  perhaps  also  a  little 
touched  at  the  hearty  grief  in  his  concluding  exclamation,  but 
said  as  calmly  as  I  could,  "  What  you  say  is  no  doubt  true 
enough,  sir  ;  but  how  could  I  know  there  was  any  peculiar 
ferocity  in  that  particular  whale,  though  indeed  I  might  have 
inferred  as  much  from  the  simple  fact  of  the  accident." 

"  Look  ye  now,  young  man,  thy  lungs  are  a  sort  of  soft, 
d'ye  see  ;  thou  dost  not  talk  shark  a  bit.  Su7'e  ye've  been  to 
sea  before  now  ;  sure  of  that  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  "  I  thought  I  told  you  that  I  liad  been  four 
voyages  in  the  merchant " 

"  Hard  down  out  of  that  !  Mind  what  I  said  about  the 
marchant  service  —  don't  aggravate  me  —  I  won't  have  it. 
But  let  us  understand  each  other.  I  have  given  thee  a  hint 
about  what  whaling  is  ;  do  ye  yet  feel  inclined  for  it  ?  " 

"I  do,  sir." 

"  Very  good.  Now,  art  thou  the  man  to  pitch  a  harpoon 
down  a  live  whale's  throat,  and  then  jump  after  it?  Answer, 
quick  !  " 

''  I  am,  sir,  if  it  should  be  positively  indispensable  to  do 
so ;  not  to  be  got  rid  of,  that  is ;  which  I  don't  take  to  be  the 
fact." 

"  Good  again.  Now  then,  thou  not  only  wantest  to  go  a 
whaling,  to  find  out  by  experience  what  whaling  is,  but  ye  also 
want  to  go  in  order  to  see  the  world  ?  Was  not  that  what  ye 
said?  I  thought  so.  Well  then,  just  step  forward  there,  and 
take  a  peep  over  the  weather  bow,  and  then  back  to  me  anil 
tell  me  what  ye  see  there." 

For  a  moment  I  stood  a  little  puz/Jcd  by  this  curious  re- 
quest, not  knowing  exactly  how  to  take  it,  whetlier  humorousl} 
or  in  earnest.  But  concentrating  all  his  crow's  feet  into  one 
scowl,  Captain  Peleg  started  me  on  the  errand. 

Going  forward  and  glancing  over  the  weather  bow,  I  per- 
ceived that  the  ship,  swinging  to  her  anchor  with  the  flood  tide, 
was  now  obliquely  pointing  towards  the  open  ocean.  The  pros- 
pect was  unlimited,  but  exceedingly  monotonous  and  forbidding  ; 
not  the  slightest  variety  that  I  could  see. 

"  Well,  what's  the  report  ?  "  said  Pcleg  when  I  came  back  ; 
"  what  did  vo  see?" 
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"  Not  much,"  I  replied  — ''  nothing  but  water  ;  considerable 
horizon  though,  and  there's  a  squall  coming  up,  I  think." 

"  Well,  what  dost  thou  think  then  of  seeing  the  world  ?  Do 
ye  wish  to  go  round  Cape  Horn  to  see  any  more  of  it,  eh? 
Can't  ye  see  the  world  where  you  stand  ?  " 

1  was  a  little  staggered,  but  go  a  whaling  I  must,  and  I 
would ;  and  the  "Pequod"  was  as  good  a  ship  as  any  —  I  thought 
the  best  —  and  all  this  I  now  repeated  to  Peleg.  Seeing  me  so 
determined,  he  expressed  his  willingness  to  ship  me. 

"And  thou  mayest  as  well  sign  the  papers  right  off,"  he 
added  — "come  along  with  ye."  And  so  saying,  he  led  the 
way  below  deck  into  the  cabin. 

Seated  on  the  transom  was  what  seemed  to  me  a  most  un- 
common and  surprising  figure.  It  turned  out  to  be  Captain 
Bildad,  who  along  with  Captain  Peleg  was  one  of  the  largest 
owners  of  the  vessel ;  the  other  shares,  as  is  sometimes  the 
case  in  these  ports,  being  held  by  a  crowd  of  old  annuitants : 
widows,  fatherless  children,  and  chancery  wards  ;  each  owning 
about  the  value  of  a  timber  head,  or  a  foot  of  plank,  or  a  nail 
or  two  in  the  ship.  People  in  Nantucket  invest  their  money 
in  whaling  vessels,  the  same  way  that  you  do  yours  in  approved 
state  stocks  bringing  in  good  interest. 

Now,  Bildad,  like  Peleg,  and  indeed  many  other  Nan- 
tucketers,  was  a  Quaker,  the  island  having  been  originally 
settled  by  that  sect;  and  to  this  day  its  inhabitants  in  gen- 
eral retain  in  an  uncommon  measure  the  peculiarities  of  the 
Quaker,  only  variously  and  anomalously  modified  by  things 
altogether  alien  and  heterogeneous.  For  some  of  these  same 
Quakers  are  the  most  sanguinary  of  all  sailors  and  whale 
hunters.  They  are  fighting  Quakers ;  they  are  Quakers  with 
a  vengeance.   .  .  . 

Like  Captain  Peleg,  Captain  Bildad  was  a  well-to-do,  retired 
whaleman.  But  unlike  Captain  Peleg  —  who  cared  not  a  rush 
for  what  are  called  serious  things,  and  indeed  deemed  those 
selfsame  serious  things  the  veriest  of  all  trifles  —  Captain  Bil- 
dad had  not  only  been  originally  edficated  according  to  the 
strictest  sect  of  Nantucket  Quakerism,  but  all  his  subsequent 
ocean  life,  and  the  sight  of  many  unclad,  lovely  island  crea- 
tures, round  the  Horn — all  that  had  not  moved  this  native- 
born  Quaker  one  single  jot,  had  not  so  much  as  altered  one 
angle  of  his  vest.  Still,  for  all  this  immutableuess,  was  there 
some  lack  of  common  consistency  about  worthy  Captain  Peleg. 
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Though  refusing,  from  conscientious  scruples,  to  bear  arms 
against  land  invaders,  yet  hira.self  had  illimitably  invaded  the 
Atlantic  and  Pacific  ;  and  though  a  sworn  foe  to  human  blood- 
shed, yet  had  he,  in  his  straight-bodied  coat,  spilled  tuns  upon 
tuns  of  leviathan  gore.  How  now,  in  the  contemplative  even- 
ing of  his  days,  the  pious  Bildad  reconciled  these  things  in 
the  reminiscence,  I  do  not  know ;  but  it  did  not  seem  to  con- 
cern him  much,  and  very  probably  he  had  long  since  come  to 
the  sage  and  sensible  conclusion  that  a  man's  religion  is  one 
thing,  and  this  practical  world  quite  another.  This  world  pays 
dividends.  Rising  from  a  little  cabin  boy  in  short  clothes  of 
the  drabbest  drab,  to  a  harpooner  in  a  broad  shad-bellied  waist- 
coat ;  from  that  becoming  boat  header,  chief  mate,  and  captain, 
and  finally  a  shipowner  ;  Bildad,  as  I  hinted  before,  had  con- 
cluded his  adventurous  career  by  wholly  retiring  from  active 
life  at  the  goodly  age  of  sixty,  and  dedicating  his  remaining 
days  to  the  quiet  receiving  of  his  well-earned  income. 

Now  Bildad,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  had  the  reputation  of  being 
an  incorrigible  old  hunks,  and  in  his  seagoing  days  a  bitter, 
hard  taskmaster.  They  told  me  in  Nantucket,  though  it  cer- 
tainly seems  a  curious  story,  that  when  he  sailed  the  old  "  Cate- 
gut "  whaleman,  his  crew,  upon  arriving  home,  were  mostly  all 
carried  ashore  to  the  hospital,  sore  exhausted  and  worn  out. 
For  a  pious  man,  especially  for  a  Quaker,  he  was  certainly  rather 
hard  hearted,  to  say  the  least.  He  never  used  to  swear,  though, 
at  his  men,  they  said  ;  but  someliow  he  got  an  inordinate  quan- 
tity of  cruel,  unmitigated  hard  work  out  of  them.  When 
Bildad  was  a  chief  mate,  to  have  his  drab-colored  eye  intently 
looking  at  you,  made  you  feel  completely  nervous,  till  you 
could  clutch  something  —  a  hammer  or  a  marline  spike,  and  go 
to  work  like  mad,  at  something  or  other,  never  mind  what. 
Indolence  and  idleness  perished  from  before  him.  His  own 
person  was  tlie  exact  embodiment  of  his  utilitarian  character. 
On  his  long,  gaunt  body,  he  carried  no  spare  flesh,  no  super- 
fluous beard,  liis  cliin  liaving  a  soft,  ccononiioal  nap  to  it,  like 
the  worn  nap  of  liis  ])road-brimined  liat. 

vSucli,  then,  was  the  person  that  I  saw  seated  on  the  tran- 
som when  I  followed  Captain  Peleg  down  into  the  cabin.  The 
space  between  the  docks  was  small ;  and  there,  bolt  upright, 
sat  old  Jiildiid,  who  always  sat  so,  and  never  leaned,  and 
this  to  save  his  coat  tails.  His  broadbrim  was  placed  beside 
liim  ;  his  legs  were  stidly  crossed  ;  his  drab  vesture  was  buttoned 
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up  to  his  chin;  and  spectacles  on  nose,  he  seemed  absorbed  in 
reading  from  a  ponderous  volume. 

"Bildad,"  cried  Captain  Peleg,  "at  it  again,  Bildad,  eh? 
Ye  have  been  studying  those  Scriptures,  now,  for  the  last  tliirty 
years,  to  my  certain  knowledge.     How  far  ye  got,  Bildad  ?  " 

As  if  long  habituated  to  such  profane  talk  from  his  old  ship- 
mate, Bildad,  without  noticing  his  present  irreverence,  quietly 
looked  up,  and  seeing  me,  glanced  again  inquiringly  towards 
Peleg. 

"  He  says  he's  our  man,  Bildad,"  said  Peleg,  "  he  wants  to 

ship." 

"Dost  thee?"  said  Bildad,  in  a  hollow  tone,  and  turning 

round  to  me. 

"  I  c?os«,"  said  I,  unconsciously,  he  was  so  intense  a  Quaker. 

"What  do  ye  think  of  him,  Bildad?"  said  Peleg. 

"  He'll  do,"  said  Bildad,  eying  me,  and  then  went  on  spell- 
ing away  at  his  book  in  a  mumbling  tone  quite  audible. 

I  thought  him  the  queerest  old  Quaker  I  ever  saw,  espe- 
cially as  Peleg,  his  friend  and  old  shipmate,  seemed  such  a 
blusterer.  But  I  said  nothing,  only  looking  round  me  sharply. 
Peleg  now  threw  open  a  chest,  and  drawing  forth  the  ship's 
articles,  placed  pen  and  ink  before  him,  and  seated  himself  at 
a  little  table.  I  began  to  think  it  v/as  high  time  to  settle  with 
myself  at  what  terms  I  would  be  willing  to  engage  for  the 
voyage.  I  was  already  aware  that  in  the  whaling  business 
they  paid  no  wages  ;  but  all  hands,  including  the  captain,  re- 
ceived certain  shares  of  the  profits  called  lays,  and  that  these 
lays  were  proportioned  to  the  degree  of  importance  pertaining 
to  the  respective  duties  of  the  ship's  company.  I  was  also 
aware  that  being  a  green  hand  at  whaling,  my  own  lay  would 
not  be  very  large  ;  but  considering  that  I  was  used  to  the  sea, 
could  steer  a  ship,  splice  a  rope,  and  all  that,  I  made  no  doubt 
that  from  all  I  had  heard  I  should  be  offered  at  least  the  275th 
lay  —  that  is,  the  275th  part  of  the  clear  net  proceeds  of  the 
voyage,  whatever  thii";  might  eventually  amount  to.  And  though 
the  275th  lay  was  what  they  called  a  rather  long  lay,  yet  it  was 
better  than  nothing;  and  if  we  had  a  lucky  voyage,  might 
pretty  nearly  pay  for  the  clothing  I  would  wear  out  on  it,  not 
to  speak  of  my  three  years'  beef  and  board,  for  which  I  would 
not  have  to  pay  one  stiver. 

It  might  be  thought  that  this  was  a  poor  way  to  accumulate 
a  princely  fortune  —  and  so  it  was,  a  very  poor  way  indeed.     But 
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I  am  one  of  those  that  never  take  on  about  princel}'  fortunes, 
and  am  quite  content  if  the  world  is  ready  to  board  and  lodge 
me,  while  I  am  putting  up  at  this  grim  sign  of  the  Thunder 
Cloud.  Upon  the  whole,  I  thought  that  the  276th  lay  would 
be  about  the  fair  thing,  but  would  not  have  been  surprised  had 
I  been  offered  the  200th,  considering  I  was  of  a  broad-shoul- 
dered make. 

But  one  thing,  nevertheless,  that  made  me  a  little  distrust- 
ful about  receiving  a  generous  share  of  the  profits  was  this  : 
Ashore,  I  had  heard  something  of  both  Captain  Peleg  and  his 
unaccountable  old  crony  Bildad ;  how  that  they  being  the  prin- 
cipal proprietors  of  the  "  Pequod,"  therefore  the  other  and  more 
inconsiderable  and  scattered  owners  left  nearly  the  whole  man- 
agement of  the  ship's  affairs  to  these  two.  And  I  did  not  know 
but  what  the  stingy  old  Bildad  might  have  a  mighty  deal  to 
say  about  shipping  hands,  especially  as  I  now  found  him  on 
board  the  "Pequod,"  quite  at  home  there  in  the  cabin,  and  read- 
ing his  Bible  as  if  at  his  own  fireside.  Now  while  Peleg  was 
vainly  trying  to  mend  a  pen  with  his  jackknife,  old  Bildad,  to 
my  no  small  surprise,  considering  that  he  was  such  an  interested 
party  in  these  proceedings,  Bildad  never  heeded  us,  but  went 
on  mumbling  to  himself  out  of  his  book.  "  ^Lay  not  up  for 
yourselves  treasures  upon  earth,  where  moth '  " 

"  Well,  Captain  Bildad,"  interrupted  Peleg,  "  what  d'ye  say, 
what  lay  shall  we  give  this  young  man  ?  " 

"  Thou  knowest  best,"  was  the  sepulchral  repl}-,  "  the  seven 
hundred  and  seventy-seventh  wouldn't  be  too  much,  would  it  ? 
—  'where  moth  and  rust  do  corrupt,  but  la^j '" 

Lay^  indeed,  thought  I,  and  such  a  lay  !  the  seven  hundred 
and  seventy-seventh  !  "Well,  old  Bildad,  you  are  determined 
that  I,  for  one,  shall  not  lay  up  many  lays  here  below,  where 
moth  and  rust  do  corrupt.  It  was  an  exceedingly  lony  lay  that, 
indeed  ;  and  though  from  the  magnitude  of  the  ligure  it  might 
at  first  deceive  a  landsman,  yet  the  slightest  consideration  will 
show  that  though  seven  hundred  and  seventy-seven  is  a  pretty 
large  number,  }ct,  when  you  come  to  make  a  teenth  of  it,  you 
will  then  see,  I  say,  that  the  seven  hundred  and  seventy -seventh 
part  of  a  farthing  is  a  good  deal  less  than  seven  hundred  and 
seventy-seven  gold  doubloons  ;  and  so  I  thought  at  the  time. 

"Why,  blast  your  eyes,  Bildad,"  cried  Peleg,  "thou  dost 
not  want  to  swindle  this  young  man  I  ho  must  have  more  than 
that." 


Oii   THE   TKACk   OF   THE   WHITE    WHALE.  5825 

"Seven  hundred  and  seventy-seventh,"  again  said  Bildad, 
without  lifting  his  eyes  ;  and  then  went  on  mumbling  —  "  '  for 
where  your  treasure  is,  there  will  your  heart  be  also.'  " 

"  I  am  going  to  put  him  down  for  the  three  hundreth,"  said 
Peleg,  "  do  ye  hear  that,  Bildad  !  The  three  hundreth  lay,  I 
say." 

Bildad  laid  down  his  book,  and  turning  solemnly  towards 
him  said,  "  Captain  Peleg,  thou  hast  a  generous  heart ;  but  thou 
must  consider  the  duty  thou  owest  to  the  other  owners  of  this 
ship  —  widows  and  orphans,  many  of  them  —  and  that  if  we  too 
abundantly  reward  the  labors  of  this  young  man,  we  may  be 
taking  the  bread  from  those  widows  and  those  orphans.  The 
seven  hundred  and  seventy-seventh  lay.  Captain  Peleg." 

"  Thou,  Bildad  !  "  roared  Peleg,  starting  up  and  clattering 
about  the  cabin.  "  Blast  ye.  Captain  Bildad,  if  I  had  followed 
thy  advice  in  these  matters,  I  would  afore  now  had  a  conscience 
to  lug  about  that  would  be  heavy  enough  to  founder  the  largest 
ship  that  ever  sailed  round  Cape  Horn." 

"  Captain  Peleg,"  said  Bildad,  steadily,  "  thy  conscience  may 
be  drawing  ten  inches  of  water,  or  ten  fathoms,  I  can't  tell ;  but 
as  thou  art  still  an  impenitent  man,  Captain  Peleg,  I  greatly 
fear  lest  thy  conscience  be  but  a  leaky  one  and  will  in  the  end 
sink  thee  foundering  down  to  the  fiery  pit.  Captain  Peleg." 

"  Fiery  pit !  fiery  pit !  ye  insult  me,  man  ;  past  all  natural 
bearing,  ye  insult  me.  It's  an  all-fired  outrage  to  tell  any 
human  creature  that  he's  bound  to  hell.  Flukes  and  flames  ! 
Bildad,  say  that  again  to  me,  and  start  my  soul  bolts,  but  I'll 
—  I'll  —  yes,  I'll  swallow  a  live  goat  with  all  his  hair  and  horns 
on.  Out  of  the  cabin,  ye  canting,  drab-colored  son  of  a  wooden 
gun  —  a  straight  wake  with  ye  !  " 

As  he  thundered  out  this  he  made  a  rush  at  Bildad,  but 
with  a  marvelous  oblique,  sliding  celerity,  Bildad  for  that  time 
eluded  him. 

Alarmed  at  this  terrible  outburst  between  the  two  princi- 
pal and  responsible  owners  of  the  ship,  and  feeling  half  a  mind 
to  give  up  all  idea  of  sailing  in  a  vessel  so  questionably  owned 
and  temporarily  commanded,  I  stepped  aside  from  the  door  to 
give  egress  to  Bildad,  who  I  made  no  doubt  was  all  eagerness 
to  vanish  from  before  the  awakened  wrath  of  Peleg.  But  to  my 
astonishment,  he  sat  down  again  on  the  transom  very  quietly, 
and  seemed  to  have  not  the  slightest  intention  of  withdrawing. 
He  seemed  quite  used  to  impenitent  Peleg  and  his  ways.     As 
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for  Peleg,  after  letting  off  his  rage  as  he  had,  there  seemed  no 
more  left  in  him,  and  he,  too,  sat  down  like  a  lamb,  though  he 
twitched  a  little  as  if  still  nervously  agitated.  "  Whew  !  "  he 
whistled  at  last — ''the  squall's  gone  off  to  leeward,  I  think. 
Bildad,  thou  used  to  be  good  at  sharpening  a  lance,  mend  that 
pen,  will  ye.  My  jackknife  here  needs  the  grindstone.  That's 
he  ;  thank  ye,  Bildad.  Now  then,  my  young  man,  Ishmael's 
thy  name,  didn't  ye  say  ?  Well  then,  down  ye  go  here,  Ish- 
mael,  for  the  three  hundreth  lay." 

"  Captain  Peleg,"  said  I,  "  I  have  a  friend  with  me  who 
M-ants  to  ship  too  — shall  I  bring  him  down  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Peleg.  "  Fetch  him  along,  and  we'll 
look  at  him." 

"  What  lay  does  he  want  ? "  groaned  Bildad,  glancing  up 
from  the  book  in  which  he  had  again  been  burying  himself. 

"Oh!  never  thee  mind  about  that,  Bildad,"  said  Peleg. 
"  Has  he  ever  whaled  it  any  ?  "  turning  to  me. 

"  Killed  more  whales  than  I  can  count,  Captain  Peleg." 

"Well,  bring  him  along  then." 

And,  after  signing  the  papers,  off  I  went,  nothing  doubt- 
ing but  that  I  had  done  a  good  morning's  work,  and  that  the 
"  Pequod  "  was  the  identical  ship  that  Yojo  had  provided  to  carry 
Queequeg  and  me  round  the  Cape. 

The  Rajviadan. 

As  Queequeg's  Ramadan,  or  Fasting  and  Humiliation,  was 
to  continue  all  day,  I  did  not  choose  to  disturb  him  till  towards 
nightfall ;  for  I  cherish  the  greatest  respect  towards  every- 
body's religious  obligations,  never  mind  how  comical,  and 
could  not  find  it  in  my  heart  to  undervalue  even  a  congrega- 
tion of  ants  worshiping  a  toadstool  ;  or  those  other  creatures 
in  certain  parts  of  our  earth,  who  with  a  degree  of  footmanism 
quite  unprecedented  in  other  planets,  bow  down  before  the 
torso  of  a  deceased  landed  proprietor  merely  on  account  of  the 
inordinate  possessions  yet  owned  and  rented  in  his  name. 

I  say,  we  good  Presljyterian  Christ ians  shonUl  be  charitable 
iji  these  things,  and  not  fancy  ourselves  so  vastly  superior  to 
other  mortals,  Pagans  and  what  not,  because  of  their  lialf-crazy 
conceits  on  these  subjects.  'JMiere  was  Queequeg,  now,  certainly 
entertaining  the  most  absurd  notions  about  Yojo  and  his  Rama- 
dan ; —but  what  of  tliat?     Queequeg  thought  ho  knew  what 
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he  was  about,  I  suppose ;  he  seemed  to  be  content ;  and  there 
let  him  rest.  All  our  arguing  with  him  would  not  avail ;  let 
him  be,  I  say  :  and  Heaven  have  mercy  on  us  all  —  Presbyte- 
rians and  Pagans  alike  —  for  we  are  all  somehow  dreadfully 
cracked  about  the  head,  and  sadly  need  mending. 

Towards  evening,  when  I  felt  assured  that  all  his  perform- 
ances and  rituab  must  be  over,  I  went  up  to  his  room  and 
knocked  at  the  door  ;  but  no  answer.  I  tried  to  open  it,  but 
it  was  fastened  inside.  "  Queequeg,"  said  I,  softly,  through  the 
keyhole: — all  silent.  "I  say,  Queequeg!  why  don't  you 
speak?  It's  I  —  Ishmael."  But  all  remained  still  as  before. 
I  began  to  grow  alarmed.  I  had  allowed  him  such  abundant 
time ;  I  thought  he  might  have  had  an  apoplectic  fit.  I  looked 
through  the  keyhole  ;  but  the  door  opening  into  an  odd  corner 
of  the  room,  the  keyhole  prospect  was  but  a  crooked  and  sin- 
ister one.  I  could  only  see  part  of  the  footboard  of  the  bed 
and  a  line  of  the  wall,  but  nothing  more.  I  was  surprised  to 
behold  resting  against  the  wall  the  wooden  shaft  of  Queequeg's 
harpoon,  which  the  landlady  the  evening  previous  had  taken 
from  him,  before  our  mounting  to  the  chamber.  That's  strange, 
thought  I ;  but  at  any  rate,  since  the  harpoon  stands  yonder, 
and  he  seldom  or  never  goes  abroad  without  it,  therefore  he 
must  be  inside  here,  and  no  possible  mistake. 

"  Queequeg  !  —  Queequeg  !  "  —  all  still.  Something  must 
have  happened.  Apoplexy  !  I  tried  to  burst  open  the  door ; 
but  it  stubbornly  resisted.  Running  downstairs,  I  quickly 
stated  my  suspicions  to  the  first  person  I  met  —  the  chamber- 
maid. "  La  !  la  !  "  she  cried,  "  I  thought  something  must  be 
the  matter.  I  went  to  make  the  bed  after  breakfast,  and  the 
door  was  locked ;  and  not  a  mouse  to  be  heard ;  and  it's  been 
just  so  silent  ever  since.  But  I  thought,  maybe  you  had  both 
gone  off  and  locked  your  baggage  in  for  safe-keeping.  La  !  la, 
ma'am  !  —  INIistress  !  murder  !  Mrs.  Hussey  !  apoplexy  !  "  — 
and  with  these  cries,  she  ran  towards  the  kitchen,  I  following. 

Mrs.  Hussey  soon  appeared,  with  a  mustard  pot  in  one 
hand  and  a  vinegar  cruet  in  the  other,  having  just  broken  away 
from  the  occupation  of  attending  to  the  casters,  and  scolding 
her  little  black  boy  meanwhile. 

"  Woodhouse  !  "  cried  I,  "which  way  to  it?  Run  for  God's 
sake,  and  fetch  something  to  pry  open  the  door  —  the  ax  I  —  the 
ax  !  — he's  had  a  stroke  ;  depend  upon  it !  "  —  and  so  saying  I 
was  unmethodically  rushing  upstairs  again  empty-handed,  when 
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Mrs.  Hussey  interposed  the  mustard  pot  and  vinegar  cruet,  and 
the  entire  caster  of  her  countenance. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you,  young  man?" 

'•  Get  the  ax  !  For  God's  sake,  run  for  the  doctor,  some  one, 
while  I  pry  it  open  !  " 

''  Look  here,"  said  the  landhidy,  quickly  putting  down  the 
vinegar  cruet,  so  as  to  have  one  hand  free  ;  "look  here  :  are  you 
talking  about  prying  open  any  of  my  doors?  "  —  and  with  that 
she  seized  my  arm.  "What's  the  matter  with  you?  What's 
the  matter  with  you,  shipmate?" 

In  as  calm  but  rapid  a  manner  as  possible,  1  gave  her  to 
understand  the  whole  case.  Unconsciously  clapping  the  vine- 
gar cruet  to  one  side  of  her  nose,  she  ruminated  for  an  instant ; 
then  exclaimed  —  "  No  !  I  haven't  seen  it  since  I  put  it  there." 
Running  to  a  little  closet  under  the  landing  of  the  stairs,  she 
glanced  in,  and  returning,  told  me  that  Queequeg's  harpoon 
was  missing.  "  He's  killed  himself,"  she  cried.  "  It's  unfort'- 
nate  Stiggs  done  over  again  —  there  goes  another  counterpane 
—  God  pity  his  poor  mother  !  — it  will  be  the  ruin  of  my  house. 
Has  the  poor  lad  a  sister?  Where's  that  girl?  —  there,  Betty, 
go  to  Snarles  the  Painter,  and  tell  him  to  paint  me  a  sign, 
^vith  —  'no  suicides  permitted  here,  and  no  smoking  in  the 
parlor' ;  — might  as  well  kill  both  birds  at  once.  Kill?  The 
Lord  be  merciful  to  his  ghost !  What's  that  noise  there  ?  You, 
young  man,  avast  there  !  " 

And  running  up  after  me,  she  caught  me  as  I  was  again 
trying  to  force  open  the  door. 

"  I  don't  allow  it  ;  I  Avon't  have  my  premises  spoiled.  Go 
for  the  locksmith,  there's  one  about  a  mile  from  here.  But 
avast  I  "  putting  her  hand  in  her  side  pocket,  "  here's  a  key 
that'll  fit,  I  guess;  let's  see."  And  with  that,  she  turned  it  in 
the  lock  ;  but,  alas !  Queequeg's  supplemental  bolt  remained 
unwithdrav/n  within. 

"Have  to  burst  it  open,"  said  1,  and  was  running  down 
the  entry  a  little,  f<jr  a  good  start,  when  the  landlady  caught  at 
me,  again  vowing  I  should  not  break  down  her  ])remises  ;  but 
I  tore  from  her,  and  with  a  sudden  bodily  rush  dashed  myself 
full  against  tlu;  mark. 

With  a  prodigious  noise  the  door  flew  open,  and  the  knoi) 
slamming  against  tlic  wall,  sent  the  plaster  to  the  ceiling;  and 
there,  good  lieavens  !  there  sat  Queequeg,  altogether  cool  and 
self-collected;   riglit  in  the  middle  of  the  room;   scjuatting  on 
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his  hams,  and  holding  Yojo  on  the  top  of  his  head.  He  looked 
neither  one  way  nor  the  other  way,  but  sat  like  a  carved  image 
with  scarce  a  sign  of  active  life. 

"  Queequeg,"  said  I,  going  up  to  him,  "  Queequeg,  what's 
the  matter  with  you?  " 

"He  hain't  been  a  sittin'  so  all  day,  has  he?"  said  the 
landlady. 

But  all  we  said,  not  a  word  could  we  drag  out  of  him ;  I 
almost  felt  like  pushing  him  over,  so  as  to  change  his  posi- 
tion, for  it  was  almost  intolerable,  it  seemed  so  painfully  and 
unnaturally  constrained;  especially,  as  in  all  probability  he 
had  been  sitting  so  for  upwards  of  eight  or  ten  hours,  going 
too  without  his  regular  meals. 

"  Mrs.  Hussey,"  said  I,  "  he's  alive  at  all  events  ;  so  leave  us, 
if  you  please,  and  I  will  see  to  this  strange  affair  myself." 

Closing  the  door  upon  the  landlady,  I  endeavored  to  prevail 
upon  Queequeg  to  take  a  chair ;  but  in  vain.  There  he  sat ; 
and  all  I  could  do  —  for  all  my  polite  arts  and  blandishments 
—  he  would  not  move  a  peg,  nor  say  a  single  word,  nor  even 
look  at  me,  nor  notice  my  presence  in  the  slightest  way. 

I  wonder,  thought  I,  if  this  can  possibly  be  a  part  of  his 
Ramadan ;  do  they  fast  on  their  hams  that  way  in  his  native 
island.  It  must  be  so ;  yes,  it's  part  of  his  creed,  I  suppose ; 
well,  then,  let  him  rest ;  he'll  get  up  sooner  or  later,  no  doubt. 
It  can't  last  forever,  thank  God,  and  his  Ramadan  only  comes 
once  a  year  ;  and  I  don't  believe  it's  very  punctual  then. 

I  went  down  to  supper.  After  sitting  a  long  time  listen- 
ing to  the  long  stories  of  some  sailors  who  had  just  come  from 
a  plum-pudding  voyage,  as  they  called  it  (that  is,  a  short  whal- 
ing voyage  in  a  schooner  or  brig,  confined  to  the  north  of  the 
line,  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean  only)  ;  after  listening  to  these  plum- 
puddingers  till  nearly  eleven  o'clock,  I  went  upstairs  to  go  to 
bed,  feeling  quite  sure  by  this  time  Queequeg  must  certainly 
have  brought  his  Ramadan  to  a  termination.  But  no ;  there 
he  was  just  where  I  had  left  him ;  he  had  not  stirred  an  inch. 
I  began  to  grow  vexed  with  him  ;  it  seemed  so  downright  sense- 
less and  insane  to  be  sitting  there  all  day  and  half  the  night  on 
his  hams  in  a  cold  room,  holding  a  piece  of  wood  on  his  head. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  Queequeg,  get  up  and  shake  yourself ; 
get  up  and  have  some  supper.  You'll  starve ;  you'll  kill  your- 
self, Queequeg."    But  not  a  word  did  he  reply. 

Despairing  of  him,  therefore,  I  determined  to  go  to  bed  and 
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to  sleep ,  and  no  doubt,  before  a  great  while,  he  would  follow 
me.  But  previous  to  turning  in,  I  took  my  heavy  bearskin 
jacket,  and  threw  it  over  him,  as  it  promised  to  be  a  very  cold 
night,  and  he  had  nothing  but  his  ordinary  round  jacket  on. 
For  some  time,  do  all  I  would,  I  could  not  get  into  the  faintest 
doze.  I  had  blown  out  the  candle  ;  and  the  mere  thought  of 
Queequeg  —  not  four  feet  off  —  sitting  there  in  that  uneasy 
position,  stark  alone  in  the  cold  and  dark  ;  this  made  me  really 
wretched.  Think  of  it ;  sleeping  all  night  in  the  same  room 
with  a  Avide-awake  Pagan  on  his  hams  in  this  dreary,  unac- 
countable Ramadan ! 

But  somehow  I  dropped  off  at  last,  and  knew  nothing  more 
till  break  of  day ;  wlien,  looking  over  the  bedside,  there 
squatted  Queequeg,  as  if  he  had  been  screwed  down  to  the 
floor.  But  as  soon  as  the  first  glimpse  of  sun  entered  the  win- 
dow, up  he  got,  with  stiff  and  grating  joints,  but  with  a  cheer- 
ful look  ;  limped  towards  me  where  I  lay  ;  pressed  his  forehead 
again  against  mine ;  and  said  his  Ramadan  was  over. 

Now,  as  I  before  hinted,  I  have  no  objection  to  any  person's 
religion,  be  it  what  it  may,  so  long  as  that  person  does  not  kill 
or  insult  any  other  person,  because  that  other  person  doesn't 
l)elieve  it  also.  But  when  a  man's  religion  becomes  really 
frantic  ;  Avhen  it  is  a  positive  torment  to  him  ;  and,  in  fine, 
makes  this  earth  of  ours  an  uncomfortable  inn  to  lodge  in  ; 
then  I  think  it  high  time  to  take  that  individual  aside  and 
argue  the  point  with  him. 

And  just  so  I  now  did  with  Queequeg.  "  Queequeg,"  said 
I,  "get  into  bed  now  and  lie  and  listen  to  me."  I  then  went 
on,  beginning  with  the  rise  and  progress  of  the  primitive  re- 
ligions, and  coming  down  to  the  various  religions  of  the  pres- 
ent time,  during  whicli  time  I  labored  to  sliow  Queequeg  tliat 
all  these  Lents,  Ramadans,  and  prolonged  liam  sipiattings  in 
cold,  cheerless  rooms  were  stark  nonsense  ;  bad  for  the  health  ; 
useless  for  the  soul ;  opposed,  in  short,  to  the  obvious  laws  of 
liygiene  and  common  sense.  I  told  him,  too,  that  he  being  in 
otlier  things  such  an  extremely  sensible  and  sagacious  savage,  it 
pained  me,  very  badly  pained  me,  to  see  him  now  so  deplorably 
foolish  about  this  ri<liculonH  Ramadan  of  his.  Besides,  argued 
I,  fasting  makes  the  body  cave  in  ;  hence  the  spirit  caves  in  ; 
and  all  thouglits  born  of  a  fast  must  necessarily  be  half-starved. 
This  is  the  reason  why  most  dyspeptic  religionists  cherish  such 
melancholy  notions  about  their  hereafters.     In  one  word,  Quee- 
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queg,  said  I,  rather  digressively,  hell  is  an  idea  first  born  <jii 
an  undigested  apple  dumpling,  and  since  then  perpetuated 
through  the  hereditary  dyspepsias  nurtured  by  Ramadans. 

I  then  asked  Queequeg  whether  he  himself  was  ever 
troubled  with  dyspepsia ;  expressing  the  idea  very  plainly,  so 
that  he  could  take  it  in.  He  said  no  ;  only  upon  one  memora- 
ble occasion.  It  was  after  a  great  feast  given  by  his  father  the 
King,  on  the  gaining  of  a  great  battle,  wherein  fifty  of  the  en- 
emy had  been  killed  by  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and 
all  cooked  and  eaten  that  very  evening. 

"No  more,  Queequeg,"  said  I,  shuddering  ;  "that  will  do  ;" 
for  I  knew  the  inferences  without  his  further  hinting  them.  I 
had  seen  a  sailor  who  had  visited  that  very  island,  and  he  told 
me  that  it  was  the  custom,  when  a  great  battle  had  been  gained 
there,  to  barbecue  all  the  slain  in  the  yard  or  garden  of  the  vic- 
tor ;  and  then,  one  by  one,  they  were  placed  in  great  wooden 
trenchers,  and  garnished  round  like  a  pilau,  with  breadfruit 
and  cocoanuts ;  and  with  some  parsley  in  their  mouths,  were 
sent  round  with  the  victor's  compliments  to  all  his  friends,  just 
as  though  these  presents  were  so  many  Christmas  turkeys. 

After  all,  I  do  not  think  that  my  remarks  about  religion 
made  much  impression  upon  Queequeg.  Because,  in  the  first 
place,  he  somehow  seemed  dull  of  hearing  on  that  important 
subject,  unless  considered  from  his  own  point  of  view ;  and,  in 
the  second  place,  he  did  not  more  than  one  third  understand 
me,  couch  my  ideas  simply  as  I  would ;  and,  finally,  he  no 
doubt  thought  he  knevv^  a  good  deal  more  about  the  true  re- 
lio-ion  than  I  did.  He  looked  at  me  with  a  sort  of  condescend- 
ing  concern  and  compassion,  as  though  he  thought  it  a  great 
pity  that  such  a  sensible  young  man  should  be  so  hopelessly 
lost  to  evangelical  Pagan  piety. 

At  last  we  rose  and  dressed ;  and  Queequeg,  taking  a  pro- 
digiously hearty  breakfast  of  chowders  of  all  sorts,  so  that  the 
landlady  should  not  make  much  profit  by  reason  of  his  Rama- 
dan, we  sallied  out  to  board  the  "  Pequod,"  sauntering  along, 
and  picking  our  tee^h  with  halibut  bones. 

His  Mark. 

As  we  were  walking  down  the  end  of  the  wharf  towards 
the  ship,  Queequeg  carrying  his  harpoon.  Captain  Peleg  in  his 
gruff  voice  loudly  hailed  us  from  his  wigwam,  saying  he  had 
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not  suspected  my  friend  was  a  cannibal,  and  furthermore 
announcing  that  he  let  no  cannibals  on  board  that  craft,  unless 
they  previously  produced  their  papers. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Captain  Peleg  ?  "  said  I,  now- 
jumping  on  the  bulwarks,  and  leaving  my  comrade  standing  on 
the  wharf. 

"I  mean,"  he  replied,  "he  must  show  his  papers." 

"  Yes,"  said  Captain  Bildad  in  his  hollow  voice,  sticking  his 
head  from  behind  Peleg's,  out  of  the  wigwam.  "  He  must  show 
that  he's  converted.  Son  of  darkness,"  he  added,  turning  to 
Queequeg,  "  art  thou  at  present  in  communion  with  any  Chris- 
tian church?" 

"  Why,"  said  I,  "  he's  a  member  of  the  First  Congregational 
Church."  Here  be  it  said  that  many  tattooed  savages  sailing  in 
Nantucket  ships  at  last  come  to  be  converted  into  the  churches. 

"  First  Congregational  Church,"  cried  Bildad,  "  what  !  that 
worships  in  Deacon  Deuteronomy  Coleman's  meetinghouse?" 
and  so  saying,  taking  out  his  spectacles,  he  rubbed  them  with 
his  great  yellow  bandanna  handkerchief,  and  putting  them  on 
very  carefully,  came  out  of  the  wigwam,  and  leaning  stiffly 
over  the  bulwarks,  took  a  good  long  look  at  Queequeg. 

'"  How  long  hath  he  been  a  member  ?  "  he  then  said,  turning 
to  me  ;  "not  very  long,  I  rather  guess,  young  man." 

"  No,"  said  Peleg,  "  and  he  hasn't  been  baptized  right 
either,  or  it  would  have  washed  some  of  that  devil's  blue  off  his 
face." 

"Do  tell,  now,"  cried  Bildad,  "is  this  Philistine  a  regular 
member  of  Deacon  Deuteronomy's  meeting  ?  I  never  saw  liim 
going  there,  and  I  pass  it  every  Lord's  day." 

"  I  don't  know  anything  about  Deacon  Deuteronomy  or  his 
meeting,"  said  I ;  "  all  I  know  is  that  Queequeg  here  is  a  born 
member  of  tlie  First  Congregational  Church.  He  is  a  deacon 
himself,  Queequeg  is." 

"  Young  man,"  said  Bildad,  sternly,  "  thou  art  skylarking 
with  me  —  explain  thyself,  tliou  young  Hittite.  What  churcli 
(lost  thee  mean?  answer  me." 

Finding  myself  thus  hard  pushed,  I  replied.  "  I  mean,  sir,  the 
same  ancient  Catholic  Cliurcli  to  whicli  you  and  I,  and  Captain 
Peleg  there,  and  Queequeg  here,  and  all  of  us,  and  every 
mother's  son  and  soul  of  us  belong  ;  the  great  and  everlasting 
First  Congreoration  of  this  whole  worshiping  world  ;  we  all 
belong  to  that ;  only  some  of  us  clierish  some  queer  crotchets 


ON    THE   TRACK   OF   THE   WHITE   WHALE.  6833 

noways  touching  the  grand  belief ;  in  that  we  all  join 
hands." 

"  Splice,  thou  mean'st  splice  hands,"  cried  Peleg,  drawing 
nearer.  "  Young  man,  you'd  better  ship  for  a  missionary, 
instead  of  a  foremast  hand ;  I  never  heard  a  better  sermon. 
Deacon  Deuteronomy  —  why,  Father  Mapple  himself  couldn't 
beat  it,  and  he's  reckoned  something.  Come  aboard,  come 
aboard ;  never  mind  about  the  papers.  I  say,  tell  Quohog 
there  —  what's  that  you  call  him  ?  tell  Quohog  to  step  along. 
By  the  great  anchor,  what  a  harpoon  he's  got  there  !  looks  like 
good  stuff  that ;  and  he  handles  it  about  right.  I  say,  Quohog, 
or  whatever  your  name  is,  did  you  ever  stand  in  the  head  of  a 
whaleboat?  did  you  ever  strike  a  fish?  " 

Without  saying  a  word,  Queequeg,  in  his  wild  sort  of  way, 
jumped  upon  the  bulwarks,  from  thence  into  the  bows  of  one 
of  the  whaleboats  hanging  to  the  side ;  and  then  bracing  his 
left  knee,  and  poising  his  harpoon,  cried  out  in  some  such  way 
as  this  :  — 

"  Cap'ain,  you  see  him  small  drop  tar  on  water  dere  ?  You 
see  him?  well,  spose  him  one  whale  eye,  well,  den  !  "  and  tak- 
ing sharp  aim  at  it,  he  darted  the  iron  right  over  old  Bildad's 
broadbrim,  clean  across  the  ship's  decks,  and  struck  the  glisten- 
ing tar  spot  out  of  sight. 

"  Now,"  said  Queequeg,  quietly  hauling  in  the  line,  "  spose-e 
him  whale-e  eye;  why,  dad  whale  dead." 

"Quick,  Bildad,"  said  Peleg,  his  partner,  who,  aghast  at 
the  close  vicinity  of  the  flying  harpoon,  had  retreated  towards 
the  cabin  gangway.  "  Quick,  I  say,  you  Bildad,  and  get  the 
ship's  papers.  We  must  have  Hedgehog  there,  I  mean  Quohog, 
in  one  of  our  boats.  Look  ye,  Quohog,  we'll  give  ye  the  nine- 
tieth lay,  and  that's  more  than  ever  was  given  a  harpooner  yet 
out  of  Nantucket." 

So  down  we  went  into  the  cabin,  and  to  my  great  joy  Quee- 
queg was  soon  enrolled  among  the  same  ship's  company  to 
which  I  myself  belonged. 

When  all  preliminaries  were  over  and  Peleg  had  got  every- 
thing ready  for  signing,  he  turned  to  me  and  said,  "  I  guess 
Quohog  there  don't  know  how  to  write,  does  he  ?  I  say, 
Quohog,  blast  ye !  dost  thou  sign  thy  name  or  make  thy 
mark  ?  " 

But  at  this  question,  Queequeg,  who  had  twice  or  thrice 
before  taken  part  in  similar  ceremonies,  looked  noways  abashed; 
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but  taking  the  offered  pen,  copied  upon  the  paper,  in  the  proper 
place,  an  exact  counterpart  of  a  queer  round  figure  which  was 
tattooed  upon  his  arm  ;  so  that  through  Captain  Peleg's  obsti- 
nate mistake  touching  his  appellative,  it  stood  something  like 
this  :  — 

Quohog. 
his    X   mark. 

Meanwhile  Captain  Bildad  sat  earnestly  and  steadfastly 
eying  Queequeg,  and  at  last  rising  solemnly  and  fumbling 
in  the  huge  pockets  of  his  broad-skirted  drab  coat,  took  out 
a  bundle  of  tracts,  and  selecting  one  entitled  "The  Latter 
Day  Coming ;  or.  No  Time  to  Lose,"  placed  it  in  Queequeg's 
hands,  and  then  grasping  them  and  the  book  with  both  his, 
looked  earnestly  into  his  eyes,  and  said,  "  Son  of  darkness,  I 
must  do  my  duty  by  thee ;  I  am  part  owner  of  this  ship,  and 
feel  concerned  for  the  souls  of  all  its  crew ;  if  thou  still  cling- 
est  to  thy  Pagan  ways,  which  I  sadly  fear,  I  beseech  thee, 
remain  not  for  aye  a  Belial  bondsman.  Spurn  the  idol  Bel, 
and  the  hideous  dragon  ;  turn  from  the  wrath  to  come  ;  mind 
thine  eye,  I  say  ;  oh  !  goodness  gracious !  steer  clear  of  the 
fiery  pit !  " 

Something  of  the  salt  sea  yet  lingered  in  old  Bildad's  lan- 
guage, heterogeneously  mixed  with  Scriptural  and  domestic 
phrases. 

"Avast  there,  avast  there,  Bildad,  avast  now  spoiling  our 
harpooner,"  cried  Peleg.  "  Pious  harpooners  never  make  good 
voyagers  —  it  takes  the  shark  out  of  'em,  no  harpooner  is  worth 
a  straw  who  ain't  pretty  sliarkisli.  There  was  young  Nat 
Swaine,  once  the  bravest  boat  header  out  of  all  Nantucket  and 
the  Vineyard  ;  he  joined  the  meeting,  and  never  came  to  good. 
IIo  got  so  frightened  about  his  plaguy  soul,  that  he  shrinked 
and  sheered  away  from  whales,  for  fear  of  afterclaps,  in  case 
lie  got  stove  aijd  went  to  Davy  Jones." 

"  Peleg  i  Peleg  I  "  said  Bildad,  lifting  his  eyes  aiul  hands, 
"thou  thyself,  as  I  myself,  hast  seen  many  a  perilous  time; 
thou  knowest,  Peleg,  wliat  it  is  to  have  the  fear  of  death;  liow, 
tlien,  canst  Ihou  prate  in  this  ungodly  guise.  Tiiou  belicst 
thino  own  heart,  Peleg.  Tell  me,  when  this  same  '  Pequod ' 
h(.'ro  had  her  three  masts  overljoai'd  in  that  typhoon  on  Japan, 
that  same  voyage  wlion  thou  went  mate  with  Captain  Ahab, 
didst  Ihou  not  think  of  Death  and  tlie  Judgment  then?" 
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"Hear  him,  hear  him  now,"  cried  Peleg,  marching  across 
the  cabin,  and  thrusting  his  hands  far  down  into  his  pockets, 

—  "  hear  him,  all  of  ye.  Think  of  that !  When  every  moment 
we  thought  the  ship  would  sink  I  Death  and  the  Judgment 
then  ?  What  ?  With  all  three  masts  making  such  an  ever- 
lasting thundering  against  the  side ;  and  every  sea  breaking 
over  us,  fore  and  aft  ?  Think  of  Death  and  the  Judgment  then  ? 
No  !  no  time  to  think  about  Death  then.  Life  was  what  Cap- 
tain Ahab  and  I  was  thinking  of ;  and  how  to  save  all  hands 

—  how  to  rig  jury  masts  —  how  to  get  into  the  nearest  port ; 
that  was  what  I  was  thinking  of." 

Bildad  said  no  more,  but  buttoning  up  his  coat,  stalked  on 
deck,  where  we  followed  him.  There  he  stood,  very  quietly 
overlooking  some  sailmakers  who  were  mending  a  topsail  in 
the  waist.  Now  and  then  he  stooped  to  pick  up  a  patch,  or 
save  an  end  of  the  tarred  twine,  which  otherwise  might  have 
been  wasted. 

«)J»{o« — 

THE  SOLDIEE'S  DREAM. 
By  THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 

Our  bugles  sang  truce,  for  the  night  cloud  had  lowered, 
And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky ; 

And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpowered, 
The  weary  to  sleep,  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw 
By  the  wolf-scaring  fagot  that  guarded  the  slain, 

At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  Vision  I  saw ; 
And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it  again. 

IMethought  from  the  battlefield's  dreadful  array 
Far,  far,  I  had  roamed  on  a  desolate  track : 

'Twas  Autumn,  and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way 

To  the  home  of  my  fathers,  that  welcomed  me  back. 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields  traversed  so  oft 

In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  young ; 

I  heard  my  own  mountain  goats  bleating  aloft. 

And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  corn  reapers  sung. 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine  cup,  and  fondly  I  swore 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to  part  ,• 
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^ly  little  ones  kissed  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  my  -vrife  sobbed  aloud  in  her  fullness  of  heart. 

"  Stay  —  stay  with  us  !  —  rest !  —  thou  art  weary  and  worn! " — 
And  fain  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay ;  — 

But  sorrow  returned  with  the  dawning  of  morn, 
And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away. 

A   PASSION   IN   THE   DESERT.' 

By  HONORE  DE  BALZAC. 

"  The  whole  show  is  dreadful,"  she  cried,  coming  out  of  the 
menagerie  of  ]\I.  Martin.  She  had  just  been  looking  at  that 
daring  speculator  "  working  with  his  hyena,"  —  to  speak  in  the 
style  of  the  programme. 

"  By  what  means,"  she  continued,  "  can  he  have  tamed  these 
animals  to  such  a  point  as  to  be  certain  of  their  affection 
for " 

"  What  seems  to  you  a  problem,"  said  I,  interrupting,  "  is 
really  quite  natural." 

"Oh!  "  she  cried,  letting  an  incredulous  smile  wander  over 
her  lips. 

"You  think  that  beasts  are  wholly  without  passions?"  I 
asked  her.  "  Quite  the  reverse ;  we  can  communicate  to  them 
all  the  vices  arising  in  our  own  state  of  civilization." 

She  looked  at  me  with  an  air  of  astonishment. 

"  Nevertheless,"  I  continued,  "  the  first  time  I  saw  M.  Mar- 
tin, I  admit,  like  you,  I  did  give  vent  to  an  exclamation  of 
surprise.  I  found  myself  next  to  an  old  soldier  with  the  right 
leg  amputated,  who  had  come  in  with  me.  His  face  had  struck 
me.  He  had  one  of  those  intrepid  heads,  stamped  with  the 
seal  of  warfare,  and  on  which  the  battles  of  Napoleon  are 
written.  Besides,  he  had  that  frank  good-humored  expression 
which  alw.iys  impresses  me  favorably.  He  was  without  doubt 
one  of  those  troopers  who  are  surprised  at  nothing,  who  find 
matter  for  laughter  in  the  contortions  of  a  dying  comrade, 
who  l)ury  or  plunder  him  quite  light-heartedly,  who  stand 
intrepidly  in  the  way  of  bullets;  —  in  fact,  one  of  those  men 
wlio  waste  no  time  in  deliberation,  and  would  not  hesitate  to 
make  frienda  with  the  devil  himself.     After  looking  very  at- 

'   Fn-m  "  Shorlor  Stfirics  from  Bnlziu!."     Cumf-lot  P^t'kh.     Ry  pcrmiBsion  of  Walfor 
Rcott.  I,f(l.     I'li.-f  |«  (•„!. 
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tentively  at  the  proprietor  of  the  meuagerie  getting  out  of  his 
box,  my  companion  pursed  up  his  lips  with  an  air  of  mockery 
and  contempt,  witli  that  peculiar  and  expressive  twist  which  supe- 
rior people  assume  to  show  they  are  not  taken  in.  Then,  when 
1  was  expatiating  on  the  courage  of  M.  Martin,  he  smiled, 
shook  his  head  knowingly,  and  said,  '  Well  known.'  " 

" '  How  "  well  known " ?'  I  said.  '  If  you  would  only  explain 
me  the  mystery,  I  should  be  vastly  obliged.' 

"After  a  few  minutes,  during  which  we  made  acquaintance, 
we  went  to  dine  at  the  first  restaurateur  s  whose  shop  caught 
our  eye.  At  dessert  a  bottle  of  champagne  completely  refreshed 
and  brightened  up  the  memories  of  this  odd  old  soldier.  He 
told  me  his  story,  and  I  said  that  he  had  every  reason  to  exclaim 

'Well  known.'" 

*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

When  she  got  home,  she  teased  me  to  that  extent,  and  made 
so  many  promises,  that  I  consented  to  communicate  to  her  the 
old  soldier's  confidences.  Next  day  she  received  the  following 
episode  of  an  epic  which  one  might  call  "  The  Frenchman  in 
Egypt." 

During  the  expedition  in  Upper  Egypt  under  General 
Desaix,  a  Provengal  soldier  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Man- 
grabins,  and  was  taken  by  these  Arabs  into  the  deserts  beyond 
the  falls  of  the  Nile. 

In  order  to  place  a  sufficient  distance  between  themselves 
and  the  French  army,  the  Mangrabins  made  forced  marches, 
and  only  rested  during  the  night.  They  camped  round  a  well 
overshadowed  by  palm  trees  under  which  they  had  previously 
concealed  a  store  of  provisions.  Not  surmising  that  the  notion 
of  flight  would  occur  to  their  prisoner,  they  contented  them- 
selves with  binding  his  hands,  and  after  eating  a  few  dates, 
and  giving  provender  to  their  horses,  went  to  sleep. 

When  the  brave  Provengal  saw  that  his  enemies  were  no 
longer  watching  him,  he  made  use  of  his  teeth  to  steal  a  scimi- 
tar, fixed  the  blade  between  his  knees,  and  cut  the  cords  which 
prevented  him  using  his  hands  ;  in  a  moment  he  v/as  free.  He 
at  once  seized  a  rifle  and  a  dagger,  then  taking  the  precaution 
to  provide  himself  with  a  sack  of  dried  dates,  oats,  and  powder 
and  shot,  and  to  fasten  a  scimitar  to  his  waist,  he  leapt  on  to  a 
horse,  and  spurred  on  vigorously  in  the  direction  where  he 
thought  to  find  the  French  army.  So  impatient  was  he  to  see 
a  bivouac  again  tliat  he  pressed  on  the  already  tired  courser  at 
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such  speed,  that  its  flanks  were  lacerated  with  his  spurs,  aud 
at  last  the  poor  animal  died,  leaving  the  Frenchman  alone  in 
the  .desert.  After  walking  some  time  in  the  sand  with  all  the 
courage  of  an  escaped  convict,  the  soldier  was  obliged  to  stop, 
as  the  day  had  already  ended.  In  spite  of  the  beauty  of  an 
oriental  sky  at  night,  he  felt  he  had  not  strength  enough  to  go 
on.  Fortunately  he  had  been  able  to  find  a  small  hill,  on  the 
summit  of  which  a  few  palm  trees  shot  up  into  the  air  ;  it  was 
their  verdure  seen  from  afar  which  had  brought  hope  and  con- 
solation to  his  heart.  His  fatigue  was  so  great  that  he  lay 
down  upon  a  rock  of  granite,  capriciously  cut  out  like  a  camp- 
bed  ;  there  he  fell  asleep  without  taking  any  precaution  to  de- 
fend himself  while  he  slept.  He  had  made  the  sacrifice  of  his 
life.  His  last  thought  was  one  of  regret.  He  repented  having 
left  the  Mangrabins,  whose  nomad  life  seemed  to  smile  on  him 
now  that  he  was  far  from  them  and  without  help.  He  was 
awakened  b}-  the  sun,  whose  pitiless  rays  fell  with  all  their 
force  on  the  granite  and  produced  an  intolerable  heat  —  for  he 
had  had  the  stupidity  to  place  himself  inversely  to  the  shadow 
thrown  by  the  verdant  majestic  heads  of  the  palm  trees.  He 
looked  at  the  solitary  trees  and  shuddered  —  they  reminded 
him  of  the  graceful  shafts  crowned  with  foliage  which  charac- 
terize the  Saracen  columns  in  the  cathedral  of  Aries. 

But  when,  after  counting  the  palm  trees,  he  cast  his  eyes 
around  him,  the  most  horrible  despair  was  infused  into  his  soul. 
Before  him  stretched  an  ocean  without  limit.  The  dark  sand 
of  the  desert  spread  further  than  sight  could  reach  in  every 
direction,  and  glittered  like  steel  struck  with  bright  light.  It 
might  have  been  a  sea  of  looking-glass,  or  lakes  melted 
together  in  a  mirror.  A  fiery  vapor  carried  up  in  streaks 
made  a  perpetual  whirlwind  over  the  quivering  land.  The  sky 
was  lit  with  an  oriental  sj)lendor  of  insupportable  purity, 
leaving  naught  for  the  imagination  to  desire.  Heaven  and 
earth  were  on  iire. 

The  silence  was  awful  in  its  wild  and  terrible  majesty. 
Infinity,  immensity,  closed  in  upon  the  soul  from  every  side. 
Not  a  cloud  in  the  sky,  not  a  breath  in  the  air,  not  a  flaw  on 
llie  bosom  of  tlie  sand,  ever  moving  iti  diminutive  waves  ;  the 
horizon  ended  as  at  sea  on  a  clear  day,  with  one  line  of  light, 
definite  as  the  cut  of  a  sword. 

The  Provengal  tlirew  his  arms  round  the  trunk  of  one  of 
the  palm  trees,  as  tliougli  it  were  the  body  of  a  friend,  an<l  then 
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in  the  shelter  of  the  thin  straight  shadow  that  the  palm  cast 
upon  the  granite,  he  wept.  Then  sitting  down  he  remained  as 
he  was,  contemplating  with  profound  sadness  the  implacable 
scene,  which  was  all  he  had  to  look  upon.  He  cried  aloud,  to 
measure  the  solitude.  His  voice,  lost  in  the  hollows  of  the  Mil, 
sounded  faintly,  and  aroused  no  echo  —  the  echo  was  in  his 
own  heart.  The  Provengal  was  twenty-two  years  old  ;  —  he 
loaded  his  carbine. 

"There'll  be  time  enough,"  he  said  to  himself,  laying  on 
the  ground  the  weapon  which  alone  could  bring  hi)n  deliverance. 

Looking  by  turns  at  the  black  expanse  and  the  blue  expanse, 
the  soldier  dreamt  of  France  —  he  smelt  with  delight  the  gut- 
ters of  Paris  —  he  remembered  the  towns  through  which  he 
had  passed,  the  faces  of  his  fellow-soldiers,  the  most  minute 
details  of  his  life.  His  southern  fancy  soon  showed  him  the 
stones  of  his  beloved  Provence,  in  the  play  of  the  heat  which 
waved  over  the  spread  sheet  of  the  desert.  Fearing  the  danger 
of  this  cruel  mirage,  he  went  down  the  opposite  side  of  the  hill 
to  that  by  which  he  had  come  up  the  day  before.  The  remains 
of  a  rug  showed  that  this  place  of  refuge  had  at  one  time  been 
inhabited ;  at  a  short  distance  he  saw  some  palm  trees  full  of 
dates.  Then  the  instinct  which  binds  us  to  life  awoke  again 
in  his  heart.  He  hoped  to  live  long  enough  to  await  the  pass- 
ing of  some  Arabs,  or  perhaps  he  might  hear  the  sound  of 
cannon ;  for  at  this  time  Bonaparte  was  traversing  Egypt. 

This  thought  gave  him  new  life.  The  palm  tree  seemed  to 
bend  with  the  weight  of  the  ripe  fruit.  He  shook  some  of  it 
down.  When  he  tasted  this  unhoped-for  manna,  he  felt  sure 
that  the  palms  had  been  cultivated  by  a  former  inhabitant  — 
the  savory,  fresh  meat  of  the  dates  was  proof  of  the  care  of 
his  predecessor.  He  passed  suddenly  from  dark  despair  to  an 
almost  insane  joy.  He  went  up  again  to  the  top  of  the  hill, 
and  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  in  cutting  down  one  of  the  sterile 
palm  trees  which  the  night  before  had  served  him  for  shelter. 
A  vague  memory  made  him  think  of  the  animals  of  the  desert ; 
and  in  case  they  might  come  to  drink  at  the  spring,  visible 
from  the  base  of  the  rocks,  but  lost  further  .^down,  he  resolved 
to  guard  himself  from  their  visits  by  placing  a  barrier  at  the 
entrance  of  his  hermitage. 

In  spite  of  his  diligence,  and  the  strength  which  the  fear  of 
being  devoured  asleep  gave  him,  he  was  unable  to  cut  the  palm 
in  pieces,  though  he  succeeded  in  cutting  it  down.     At  even- 
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tide  the  king  of  the  desert  fell;  the  sound  of  its  fall  re- 
sounded far  and  wide,  like  a  sigh  in  the  solitude ;  the  soldier 
shuddered  as  though  he  had  heard  some  voice  predicting  woe. 

But  like  an  heir  who  does  not  long  bewail  a  deceased  parent, 
he  tore  off  from  this  beautiful  tree  the  tall  broad  green  leaves 
which  are  its  poetic  adornment,  and  used  them  to  mend  the 
mat  on  which  he  was  to  sleep. 

Fatigued  by  the  heat  and  his  work,  he  fell  asleep  under  the 
red  curtains  of  his  wet  cave. 

In  the  middle  of  the  night  his  sleep  was  troubled  by  an 
extraordinary  noise ;  he  sat  up,  and  the  deep  silence  around 
allowed  him  to  distinguish  the  alternative  accents  of  a  respira- 
tion whose  savage  energy  could  not  belong  to  a  human  creature. 

A  profound  terror,  increased  still  further  by  the  darkness, 
the  silence,  and  his  waking  images,  froze  his  heart  within  him. 
He  almost  felt  his  hair  stand  on  end,  when  by  straining  his 
eyes  to  their  utmost  he  perceived  through  the  shadow  two  faint 
yellow  lights.  At  first  he  attributed  these  lights  to  the  reflec- 
tion of  his  own  pupils,  but  soon  the  vivid  brilliance  of  the  night 
aided  him  gradually  to  distinguish  the  objects  around  him  in 
the  cave,  and  he  beheld  a  huge  animal  lying  but  two  steps  from 
him.     "Was  it  a  lion,  a  tiger,  or  a  crocodile  ? 

The  Provengal  was  not  educated  enough  to  know  under  what 
species  his  enemy  ought  to  be  classed ;  but  his  fright  was  all 
the  greater,  as  his  ignorance  led  him  to  imagine  all  terrors  at 
once ;  he  endured  a  cruel  torture,  noting  every  variation  of  the 
breathing  close  to  him  without  daring  to  make  the  slightest 
movement.  An  odor,  pungent  like  that  of  a  fox,  but  more 
penetrating,  profounder  —  so  to  speak  —  filled  the  cave,  and 
when  the  Provengal  became  sensible  of  this,  his  terror  reached 
its  height,  for  he  could  no  longer  doubt  tlie  proximity  of  a 
terrible  companion,  whose  royal  dwelling  served  him  for  a 
shelter. 

Presently  the  reflection  of  the  moon  descending  on  the  hori- 
zon lit  up  the  den,  rendering  gradually  visible  and  resplendent 
the  spotted  skin  of  a  panther. 

This  lion  of  Egypt  slept,  curled  up  like  a  big  dog,  the  peace- 
ful jjossessor  of  a  sumptuous  niche  at  the  gate  of  an  hStel;  its 
eyes  opened  for  a  moment  and  closed  again ;  its  face  was 
turned  towards  the  man.  A  thousand  confused  thoughts  passed 
through  the  Frenchman's  mind  ;  first  he  thought  of  killing  it 
with  a  bullet  from  his  gun,  but  he  saw  there  was  not  enough 
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distance  between  them  for  him  to  take  proper  aim  —  the  shot 
would  miss  the  mark.  And  if  it  were  to  wake  I  —  the  thought 
made  his  limbs  rigid.  He  listened  to  his  own  heart  beating  in 
the  midst  of  the  silence,  and  cursed  the  too  violent  pulsations 
which  the  flow  of  blood  brought  on,  fearing  to  disturb  that 
sleep  which  allowed  him  time  to  think  of  some  means  of  escape. 

Twice  he  placed  his  hand  on  his  scimitar,  intending  to  cut 
off  the  head  of  his  enemy ;  but  the  difficulty  of  cutting  the  stiff 
short  hair  compelled  him  to  abandon  this  daring  project.  To 
miss  would  be  to  die  for  certain^  he  thought ;  he  preferred  the 
chances  of  fair  fight,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  wait  till  morn- 
ing ;  the  morning  did  not  leave  him  long  to  wait. 

He  could  now  examine  the  panther  at  ease  ;  its  muzzle  was 
smeared  with  blood. 

"  She's  had  a  good  dinner,"  he  thought,  without  troubling 
himself  fis  to  Avhether  her  feast  might  have  been  on  human 
flesh.     "  She  won't  be  hungry  when  she  gets  up." 

It  was  a  female.  The  fur  on  her  Ijelly  and  flanks  was  glis- 
tening white  ;  many  small  marks  like  velvet  formed  beautiful 
bracelets  round  her  feet ;  her  sinuous  tail  was  also  white,  end- 
ing with  black  rings;  the  overpart  of  her  dress,  yellow  like 
unburnished  gold,  very  lissom  and  soft,  had  the  characteristic 
blotches  in  the  form  of  rosettes,  which  distinguish  the  panther 
from  every  other  feline  species. 

This  tranquil  and  formidable  hostess  snored  in  an  attitude 
as  graceful  as  that  of  a  cat  lying  on  a  cushion.  Her  blood- 
stained paws,  nervous  and  well  armed,  were  stretched  out 
before  her  face,  which  rested  upon  them,  and  from  which  radi- 
ated her  straight  slender  whiskers,  like  threads  of  silver. 

If  she  had  been  like  that  in  a  cage,  the  Provengal  would 
doubtless  have  admired  the  grace  of  the  animal,  and  the  vigor- 
ous contrasts  of  vivid  color  which  gave  her  robe  an  imperial 
splendor ;  but  just  then  his  sight  was  troubled  by  her  sinister 
appearance. 

The  presence  of  the  panther,  even  asleep,  could  not  fail  to 
produce  the  effect  which  the  magnetic  eyes  of  the  serpent  are 
said  to  have  on  the  nightingale. 

For  a  moment  the  courage  of  the  soldier  began  to  fail  be- 
fore this  danger,  though  no  doubt  it  would  have  risen  at  the 
mouth  of  a  cannon  charged  with  shell.  Nevertheless,  a  bold 
thought  brought  daylight  to  his  soul  and  sealed  up  the  source 
of  the  cold  sweat  which  sprang  forth  on  his  brow.     Like  men 
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driven  to  bay,  vrho  defy  death  and  offer  their  body  to  the 
smiter,  so  he,  seeing  in  this  merely  a  tragic  episode,  resolved 
to  play  his  part  with  honor  to  the  last. 

''  The  day  before  yesterday  the  Arabs  would  have  killed 
ine  perhaps,"  he  said ;  so  considering  himself  as  good  as  dead 
already,  he  waited  bravely,  with  excited  curiosity,  his  enemy's 
awakening. 

When  the  sun  appeared,  the  panther  suddenly  opened  her 
eyes ;  then  she  put  out  her  paws  with  energy,  as  if  to  stretch 
them  and  get  rid  of  cramp.  At  last  she  yawned,  showing  the 
formidable  apparatus  of  her  teeth  and  pointed  tongue,  rough  as 
a  file. 

"  A  regular  petite  maitresse,^^  thought  the  Frenchman,  seeing 
her  roll  herself  about  so  softly  and  coquettishly.  She  licked 
off  the  blood  which  stained  her  paws  and  muzzle,  and  scratched 
her  head  with  reiterated  gestures  full  of  prettiness.  "All  right, 
make  a  little  toilet,"  the  Frenchman  said  to  himself,  beginning 
to  recover  his  gayety  with  his  courage ;  "  we'll  say  good  morn- 
ing to  each  other  presently,"  and  he  seized  the  small  short  dag- 
ger which  he  had  taken  from  the  ^largrabins.  At  this  moment 
the  panther  turned  her  head  towards  the  man  and  looked  at 
him  fixedly  without  moving. 

The  rigidity  of  her  metallic  eyes  and  their  insupportable 
luster  made  liim  shudder,  especially  Avhen  the  animal  walked 
towards  him.  But  he  looked  at  her  caressingly,  staring  into 
her  eyes  in  order  to  magnetize  her,  and  let  her  come  quite  close 
to  liim  ;  then  with  a  movement  both  gentle  and  amorous,  as 
tliough  he  were  caressing  the  most  beautiful  of  women,  he 
passed  his  hand  over  her  whole  body,  from  tlie  head  to  the  tail, 
scratching  the  flexible  vertebrio  which  divided  the  panther's 
yellow  back.  The  animal  waved  her  tail  voluptuously,  and  her 
eyes  grew  gentle  ;  and  when  for  the  tliird  time  the  Frenclnnan 
accomplished  this  interested  flattery,  she  gave  forth  one  of  those 
purrings  by  which  our  cats  express  their  pleasure  ;  but  this 
murmur  issued  from  a  throat  so  powerful  and  so  deep,  that  it 
resounded  through  the  cave  like  the  last  vibrations  of  an  organ 
in  a  cliurch.  Tlie  man,  understanding  the  importance  of  his 
caresses,  redoubled  them  in  such  a  way  as  to  surprise  and  stu- 
pefy his  imperious  courtesan.  When  he  felt  sure  of  having 
extinguished  tlie  ferocity  of  his  capricious  companion,  whose 
hunger  had  so  fortunately  been  satisfied  the  day  before,  he  got 
)ip  to  go  out  of  the  cave  ;  the  panther  let  him  go  out,  but  when 
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he  had  reached  the  summit  of  tlie  hill  she  sprang  with  the  Hght- 
uess  of  a  sparrow  hopping  from  twig  to  twig,  and  rubbed  her- 
self against  his  legs,  putting  up  her  back  after  the  manner  of 
all  the  race  of  cats.  Tlien  regarding  her  guest  with  eyes  whose 
glare  had  softened  a  little,  she  gtive  vent  to  that  wild  cry  which 
naturalists  compare  to  the  grating  of  a  aa^v. 

"  She  is  exacting,"  said  the  Frenchman,  smiling. 

He  was  bold  enough  to  pla}'  with  her  ears ;  he  caressed 
her  belly  and  scratched  her  head  as  hard  as  he  could.  When 
he  saw  he  was  successful  he  tickled  her  skull  Avith  the  point  of 
his  dagger,  watching  for  the  moment  to  kill  her,  but  the  hard- 
ness of  her  bones  made  him  tremble  for  his  success. 

The  sultana  of  the  desert  showed  herself  gracious  to  her 
slave  ;  she  lifted  her  head,  stretched  out  her  neck,  and  mani- 
fested her  delight  by  the  tranquillity  of  her  attitude.  It  sud- 
denly occurred  to  the  soldier  that  to  kill  this  savage  princess 
with  one  blow  he  must  poniard  her  in  the  throat. 

He  raised  the  blade,  when  the  panther,  satisfied,  no  doubt, 
laid  herself  gracefully  at  his  feet,  and  cast  up  at  him  glances  in 
which,  in  spite  of  their  natural  fierceness,  w^as  mingled  con- 
fusedly a  kind  of  good  will.  The  poor  Provencal  ate  his  dates, 
leaning  against  one  of  the  palm  trees,  and  casting  his  eyes  alter- 
nately on  the  desert  in  quest  of  some  liberator  and  on  his  terri- 
ble companion  to  watch  her  uncertain  clemency. 

The  panther  looked  at  the  place  where  the  date  stones  fell, 
and  every  time  he  threw  one  down  her  eyes  expressed  an  incred- 
ible mistrust. 

She  examined  the  man  with  an  almost  commercial  pru- 
dence. However,  this  examination  was  favorable  to  him,  for 
wdien  he  had  finished  his  meager  meal  she  licked  his  boots  with 
her  powerful  rough  tongue,  brushing  off  with  marvelous  skill 
the  dust  gathered  in  the  creases. 

"  Ah,  but  when  she's  really  hungry  I  "  thought  the  French- 
man. In  spite  of  the  shudder  this  thought  caused  him,  the 
soldier  began  to  measure  curiously  the  proportions  of  the  pan- 
ther, certainly  one  of  the  most  splendid  specimens  of  its  race. 
She  was  three  feet  high  and  four  feet  long  without  counting 
her  tail ;  this  powerful  weapon,  rounded  like  a  cudgel,  was 
nearly  three  feet  long.  The  head,  large  as  that  of  a  lioness, 
was  distinguished  by  a  rare  expression  of  refinement.  The 
cold  cruelty  of  a  tiger  was  dominant,  it  was  true,  but  there 
was  also  a  vague  resemblance  to  the  face  of  a  sensual  woman. 
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Indeed,  the  face  of  this  solitary  queen  had  something  of  the 
gayety  of  a  drunken  IS^ero :  she  had  satiated  herself  with  blood, 
and  she  wanted  to  pla}'. 

The  soldier  tried  if  he  might  walk  up  and  down,  and  the 
panther  left  him  free,  contenting  herself  with  following  him 
with  her  eyes,  less  like  a  faithful  dog  than  a  big  Angora  cat, 
observing  everything,  and  every  movement  of  her  master. 

When  he  looked  round,  he  saw,  by  the  spring,  the  remains 
of  his  horse ;  the  panther  had  dragged  the  carcass  all  that  way  ; 
about  two  thirds  of  it  had  been  devoured  already.  The  sight 
reassured  liim. 

It  was  easy  to  explain  the  panther's  absence,  and  the  re- 
spect she  had  had  for  him  while  he  slept.  Tlie  first  piece  of 
good  luck  emboldened  him  to  tempt  the  future,  and  he  con- 
ceived the  wild  hope  of  continuing  on  good  terms  with  the 
panther  during  the  entire  day,  neglecting  no  means  of  taming 
her  and  remaining  in  her  good  graces. 

He  returned  to  her  and  had  the  unspeakable  joy  of  seeing 
her  wag  her  tail  with  an  almost  imperceptible  movement  at  his 
approach.  He  sat  down,  then,  without  fear,  by  her  side,  and 
they  began  to  play  together ;  he  took  her  paws  and  muzzle, 
pulled  her  ears,  rolled  her  over  on  her  back,  stroked  her  warm, 
delicate  flanks.  She  let  him  do  whatever  he  liked,  and  when 
he  began  to  stroke  the  hair  on  her  feet  she  drew  her  claws  in 
carefully. 

The  man,  keeping  the  dagger  in  one  hand,  thought  to 
plunge  it  into  the  belly  of  the  too  confiding  panther,  but  he 
was  afraid  that  lie  would  be  immediately  strangled  in  lier  last 
convulsive  struggle ;  besides,  he  felt  in  his  heart  a  sort  of 
remorse  which  bade  him  respect  a  creature  that  liad  done  him 
no  liarm.  He  seemed  to  have  found  a  friend,  in  a  boundless 
desert;  half  unconsciously  lie  thouglit  of  his  first  sweetheart, 
whom  he  had  nicknamed  "Mignonne"  by  way  of  contrast,  be- 
cause she  was  so  atrociously  jealous,  that  all  the  time  of  their 
hn-e  lie  was  in  fear  of  the  knife  witli  which  she  had  always 
threatened  him. 

This  memory  of  liis  early  days  suggested  to  him  tlie  idea  of 
inakiiig  the  young  ])antlier  answer  to  this  name,  now  that  he 
began  to  admire  with  less  terror  her  swiftness,  suppleness,  and 
softness.  Towards  the  end  of  the  day  he  had  familiarized 
himself  with  his  perilous  position;  he  now  almost  liked  the 
iiainfuluess   of   it.     At  last  his  companion  had  got  into  the 
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habit   of  looking  up  at  him  whenever  he  cried  in  a  falsetto 
voice,  "Mignonne." 

At  the  setting  of  the  sun  ^lignonne  gave,  several  times 
running,  a  profound  melancholy  cry.  "She's  been  well  brought 
up,"  said  the  light-hearted  soldier;  "she  says  her  prayers." 
But  this  mental  joke  only  occurred  to  him  when  he  noticed 
what  a  pacific  attitude  his  companion  remained  in.  "Come, 
ma  petite  blonde,  I'll  let  you  go  to  bed  first,"  he  said  to  her, 
counting  on  the  activity  of  his  own  legs  to  run  away  as  quickly 
as  possible,  directly  she  was  asleep,  and  seek  another  shelter 
for  the  night. 

The  soldier  awaited  with  impatience  the  hour  of  his  flight, 
and  when  it  had  arrived  he  walked  vigorously  in  the  direction 
of  the  Nile  ;  but  hardly  had  he  made  a  quarter  of  a  league  in 
the  sand  when  he  heard  the  panther  bounding  after  him,  crying 
with  that  sawlike  cry,  more  dreadful  even  than  the  sound  of 
her  leaping. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  said,  "  then  she's  taken  a  fancy  to  me  ;  she  has 
never  met  any  one  before,  and  it  is  really  quite  flattering  to 
have  her  first  love."  That  instant  the  man  fell  into  one  of  those 
movable  quicksands  so  terrible  to  travelers  and  from  which  it  is 
impossible  to  save  oneself.  Feeling  himself  caught  he  gave  a 
shriek  of  alarm  ;  the  panther  seized  him  with  her  teeth  by  the 
collar,  and,  springing  vigorously  backwards,  drew  him  as  if  by 
magic  out  of  the  whirling  sand. 

"  Ah,  Mignonne  !  "  cried  the  soldier,  caressing  her  enthu- 
siastically ;  "  we're  bound  together  for  life  and  death  —  but  no 
jokes,  mind  ! "  and  he  retraced  his  steps. 

From  that  time  the  desert  seemed  inhabited.  It  contained 
a  being  to  whom  the  man  could  talk,  and  whose  ferocity  was 
rendered  gentle  by  him,  though  he  could  not  explain  to  himself 
the  reason  for  their  strange  friendship.  Great  as  was  the  sol- 
dier's desire  to  stay  up  on  guard,  he  slept. 

On  awakening  he  could  not  find  Mignonne  ;  he  mounted 
the  hill,  and  in  the  distance  saw  her  springing  towards  him 
after  the  habit  of  these  animals,  who  cannot  run  on  account  of 
the  extreme  flexibility  of  the  vertebral  column.  Mignonne 
arrived,  her  jaws  covered  with  blood  ;  she  received  the  wonted 
caress  of  her  companion,  showing  with  much  purring  how 
happy  it  made  her.  Her  eyes,  full  of  languor,  turned  still 
more  gently  than  the  day  before  towards  the  Provengal,  who 
talked  to  her  as  one  would  to  a  tame  animal. 
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"  Ah  I  Mademoiselle,  you  are  a  nice  girl,  aren't  you?  Just 
look  at  that  !  so  we  like  to  be  made  much  of,  don't  we  ?  Aren't 
3'ou  ashamed  of  yourself  ?  So  you  have  been  eating  some  Arab 
or  other,  have  you  ?  that  doesn't  matter.  They're  animals  just 
the  same  as  you  are  ;  but  don't  you  take  to  eating  Frenchmen, 
or  I  shan't  like  you  any  longer." 

She  played  like  a  dog  ^yith  its  master,  letting  herself  be 
rolled  over,  knocked  about,  and  stroked,  alternately  ;  sometimes 
she  herself  would  provoke  the  soldier,  putting  up  her  paw  vrith 
a  soliciting  gesture. 

Some  days  passed  in  this  manner.  This  companionship 
permitted  the  Provencal  to  appreciate  the  sublime  beauty  of 
the  desert ;  now  that  he  had  a  living  thing  to  think  about, 
alternations  of  fear  and  quiet,  and  plenty  to  eat,  his  mind 
became  filled  with  contrasts  and  his  life  began  to  be  diversified. 

Solitude  revealed  to  him  all  her  secrets,  and  enveloped  him 
in  her  delights.  He  discovered  in  the  rising  and  setting  of  the 
sun  sights  unknown  to  the  world.  He  knew  what  it  was  to 
tremble  when  he  heard  over  his  head  the  hiss  of  a  bird's  wings, 
so  rarely  did  they  pass,  or  when  he  saw  the  clouds,  changing 
and  many  colored  travelers,  melt  one  into  another.  He  studied 
in  the  nighttime  the  effects  of  the  moon  upon  the  ocean  of 
sand,  where  the  simoom  made  waves  swift  of  movement  and 
rapid  in  their  change.  He  lived  the  life  of  the  Eastern  da}', 
marveling  at  its  wonderful  pomp  ;  then,  after  having  reveled 
in  the  sight  of  a  hurricane  over  the  plain  where  the  whirling 
sands  made  red,  dry  mists  and  death-bearing  clouds,  he  would 
welcome  the  night  with  joy,  for  then  fell  the  healthful  freshness 
of  the  stars,  and  he  listened  to  imaginar}'  nuisic  in  the  skies. 
Then  solitude  taught  him  to  unroll  the  treasures  of  dreams. 
He  passed  whole  hours  in  remembering  mere  nothings,  and 
comparing  his  present  life  with  liis  past. 

At  last  lie  grew  passionately  fond  of  the  panther ;  for  some 
sort  of  aflfection  was  a  necessity. 

Whetlier  it  was  that  his  will  iiowerfully  projected  had 
modified  the  character  of  his  companion,  or  whether,  because 
she  found  abundant  food  in  her  ])redatory  excursions  in  the 
deserts,  .she  respected  tlie  man's  life,  he  began  to  fear  for  it 
no  longer,  seeing  lier  so  well  tamed. 

He  devoted  the  greater  part  of  his  time  to  sleep,  but  he 
was  obliged  to  watch  like  a  spider  in  its  web  that  tlie  moment 
of   his  deliverance  might   not  escape    him,  if   any  one  should 
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pass  tlie  line  marked  by  the  liorizon.  He  had  sacrificed  his 
shirt  to  make  a  flag  with,  which  he  hung  at  the  top  of  a  palm 
tree,  whose  foliage  he  had  torn  off.  Taught  by  necessity,  he 
found  the  means  of  keeping  it  spread  out,  by  fastening  it 
with  little  sticks ;  for  the  wind  might  not  be  blowing  at  the 
moment  when  the  passing  traveler  was  looking  through  the 
desert. 

It  was  during  the  long  hours,  when  he  had  abandoned  hope, 
that  he  amused  himself  with  the  panther.  He  had  come  to 
learn  the  different  inflections  of  her  voice,  the  expressions  of 
her  eyes;  he  had  studied  the  cppricious  patterns  of  all  the 
rosettes  which  marked  the  gold  of  her  robe.  Mignonne  was 
not  even  angry  when  he  took  hold  of  the  tuft  at  the  end  of 
her  tail  to  count  the  rings,  those  graceful  ornaments  which 
glittered  in  the  sun  like  jewelry.  It  gave  him  pleasure  to 
contemplate  the  supple,  fine  outlines  of  her  form,  the  white- 
ness of  her  belly,  the  graceful  pose  of  her  head.  But  it  was 
especially  Avlien  she  was  playing  that  he  felt  most  pleasure 
in  looking  at  her ;  the  agility  and  youthful  lightness  of  her 
movements  were  a  continual  surprise  to  him;  he  wondered  at 
the  supple  way  which  she  jumped  and  climbed,  washed  herself 
and  arranged  her  fur,  crouched  down  and  prepared  to  spring. 
However  rapid  her  spring  might  be,  however  slippery  the 
stone  she  was  on,  she  would  always  stop  short  at  the  word 
"Mignonne." 

One  day,  in  a  bright  midday  sun,  an  enormous  bird  coursed 
through  the  air.  The  man  left  his  panther  to  look  at  this 
new  guest ;  but  after  waiting  a  moment  the  deserted  sultana 
growled  deeply. 

"My  goodness  !  I  do  believe  she's  jealous,"  he  cried,  seeing 
her  eyes  become  hard  again ;  "  the  soul  of  Virginie  has  passed 
into  her  body,  that's  certain." 

The  eagle  disappeared  into  the  air,  whilst  the  soldier  ad- 
mired the  curved  contour  of  the  panther. 

But  there  was  such  youth  and  grace  in  her  form !  she  was 
beautiful  as  a  woman  !  the  blond  fur  of  her  robe  mingled  well 
with  the  delicate  tints  of  faint  white  which  marked  her  flanks. 

The  profuse  light  cast  down  by  the  sun  made  this  living 
gold,  these  russet  markings,  to  burn  in  a  way  to  give  them  an 
indefinable  attraction. 

The  man  and  the  panther  looked  at  one  another  with  a 
look  full  of  meaning ;  the  coquette  quivered  when  she  felt  her 
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friend  stroke  her  head ;  her  eyes  flashed  like  lightning  —  then 
she  shut  them  tightly. 

"  She  has  a  soul,"  he  said,  looking  at  the  stillness  of  this 
queen  of  the  sands,  golden  like  them,  white  like  them,  solitary 

and  burning  like  them, 

******* 

"Well,"  she  said,  "I  have  read  your  plea  in  favor  of 
beasts;  but  how  did  two  so  well  adapted  to  understand  eacli 
other  end  ?  " 

"  Ah,  well  I  you  see,  they  ended  as  all  great  passions  do  end 
—  by  a  misunderstanding.  From  some  reason  07ie  suspects  the 
other  of  treason  :  they  don't  come  to  an  explanation  through 
pride,  and  quarrel  and  part  from  sheer  obstinacy." 

"Yet  sometimes  at  the  best  moments  a  single  word  or  a 
look  are  enough  —  but  anyhow  go  on  -^vith  your  story." 

"  It's  horribly  difficult,  but  you  will  understand,  after  what 
the  old  villain  told  me  over  his  champagne.  He  said  — '  I  don't 
know  if  I  hurt  her,  but  she  turned  round,  as  if  enraged,  and 
with  her  sharp  teeth  caught  hold  of  ray  leg  —  gently,  I  dare 
say ;  but  I,  thinking  she  would  devour  me,  plunged  my  dagger 
into  her  throat.  She  rolled  over,  giving  a  cry  that  froze  my 
heart ;  and  I  saw  her  dying,  still  looking  at  me  without  anger. 
I  would  have  given  all  the  world  —  my  cross  even,  which  I  had 
not  got  then  —  to  have  brought  her  to  life  again.  It  was  as 
though  I  had  murdered  a  real  person ;  and  the  soldiers  who 
had  seen  my  flag,  and  were  come  to  my  assistance,  found  me  in 
tears. ' 

" '  Well,  sir,'  ]ie  said,  after  a  moment  of  silence,  '  since  then 
I  have  been  in  war  in  Germany,  in  Spain,  in  Russia,  in  France  ; 
I've  certainly  carried  my  carcass  about  a  good  deal,  but  never 
have  I  seen  anything  like  the  desert.  Ah  !  yes,  it  is  very 
beautiful ! ' 

" '  What  did  you  feci  there  ?  '  I  asked  hiin. 

"*0h  !  that  can't  bo  described,  young  man  !  Besides,  I  am 
not  always  regretting  my  palm  trees  and  my  panther.  I  should 
have  to  be  very  melancholy  for  t)iat.  In  tlie  desert,  you  see, 
there  is  everything,  and  nothing.' 

"  '  Yes,  but  explain ' 

"  '  Well,'  1h!  said,  with  an  impatient  gesture, '  it  is  God  with- 
out mankind.'" 
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By  victor  HUGO. 

(From  "Ninety-three.") 

[Victor  Marie  Hugo,  French  novelist,  poet,  dramatist,  and  miscellaneous 
writer,  was  born  at  Besan^on,  February  26,  1802.  He  followed  his  father,  one 
of  Napoleon's  generals,  from  place  to  place  in  Europe,  studying  privately  or  in 
local  schools.  From  the  age  of  eleven  he  poured  out  streams  of  literary  product, 
won  several  prizes  before  he  was  eighteen,  and  was  called  by  Chateaubriand 
"The  Sublime  Child."  He  was  elected  to  the  Academy  in  1845.  He  entered 
political  life  in  1848  ;  became  an  opponent  of  Louis  Napoleon  ;  was  proscribed 
by  him  after  the  couji  (Vetat  of  1851,  and  remained  in  exile  till  Napoleon's  fall 
in  1870,  when  he  returned  and  was  made  senator.  He  died  May  22,  1885.  Of 
his  enormously  prolific  genius  the  best-known  products  are  the  novels  "Notre 
Dame  de  Paris,"  "  Les  Mis^rables,"  "The  Toilers  of  the  Sea,"  "  Ninety-three," 
and  "L'Homme  Qui  Rit "  (The  Grinning  Man);  the  plays  "  Hernani,"  "  Ruy 
Bias,"  and  "Les  Burgraves"  ;  "The  History  of  a  Crime,"  an  account  of  the 
co^ip  (Vetat;  "The  Last  Day  of  a  Condemned  One"  ;  the  poems  "Legend  of 
the  Ages,"  "Contemplations,"  "The  Chastisements,"  "The  Pope,"  and  "The 
Art  of  being  a  Grandfather,"  besides  several  miscellaneous  volumes  of  verse.] 

"  Monsieur  du  Boisberthelot,  you  have  said  the  word," 
said  La  Vieuville,  "  and  that  is  —  ferocious.  Yes,  that  is  what 
we  need.  This  is  a  war  without  pity.  The  hour  is  to  the 
bloodthirsty.  The  regicides  have  cut  off  Louis  XVI's  head, 
we  will  tear  off  the  four  limbs  of  the  regicides.  Yes,  the  General 
Necessary  and  the  General  Inexorable.  In  Anjou  and  Upper 
Poitou  the  chiefs  do  the  magnanimous,  they  dabble  in  generosity. 
Nothing  moves  on.  In  the  Marais  and  the  country  of  Retz  the 
chiefs  are  ferocious,  everything  goes  forward.  It  is  because 
Charette  is  savage  that  he  holds  his  own  against  Parrein,  it  is 
hyena  against  hyena  —  " 

La  Vieuville's  words  were  suddenly  cut  short  by  a  desperate 
cry,  and  at  the  same  instant  they  heard  a  noise  as  unaccountable 
as  it  was  awful.  The  cry  and  this  noise  came  from  the  interior 
of  the  vessel. 

The  captain  and  lieutenant  made  a  rush  for  the  gun  deck, 
but  could  not  get  down.  All  the  gunners  were  hurrying  fran- 
tically up. 

A  frightful  thing  had  just  happened. 

One  of  the  carronades  of  the  battery,  a  twenty-four  pounder, 
had  got  loose. 

This  is  perhaps  the  most  formidable  of  ocean  accidents. 
Nothing  more  terrible  can  happen  to  a  vessel  in  open  sea  and 
under  full  sail. 
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A  g'jn  that  breaks  its  moorings  becomes  suddenly  some 
indescribable  supernatural  beast.  It  is  a  machine  wliich  trans- 
forms itself  into  a  monster.  This  mass  turns  upon  its  wheels, 
has  the  rapid  movements  of  a  billiard  ball  ;  rolls  with  the  roll- 
ing, pitches  with  the  pitching  ;  goes,  comes,  pauses,  seems  to 
meditate  ;  resumes  its  course,  rushes  along  the  ship  from  end 
to  end  like  an  arrow,  circles  about,  springs  aside,  evades,  rears, 
breaks,  kills,  exterminates.  It  is  a  battering-ram  which  as- 
saults a  wall  at  its  own  caprice.  Moreover,  the  battering-ram 
is  metal,  the  wall  wood.  It  is  the  entrance  of  matter  into  lib- 
erty. One  might  say  that  this  eternal  slave  avenges  itself.  It 
seems  as  if  the  power  of  evil  hidden  in  what  we  call  inanimate 
objects  finds  a  vent  and  bursts  suddenly  out.  It  has  an  air  of 
having  lost  patience,  of  seeking  some  fierce,  obscure  retribution ; 
nothing  more  inexorable  than  this  rage  of  the  inanimate.  The 
mad  mass  has  the  bounds  of  a  panther,  the  weight  of  the  ele- 
phant, the  agility  of  the  mouse,  the  obstinacy  of  the  ax,  the- 
unexpectedness  of  the  surge,  tlie  rapidity  of  lightning,  the  deaf- 
ness of  the  tomb.  It  weighs  ten  thousand  pounds,  and  it 
rebounds  like  a  child's  ball.  Its  flight  is  a  wild  whirl  abruptly 
cut  at  right  angles.  What  is  to  be  done  ?  How  to  end  this  ? 
A  tempest  ceases,  a  cyclone  passes,  a  wind  falls,  a  broken  mast 
is  replaced,  a  leak  is  stopped,  a  fire  dies  out ;  but  how  to  con- 
trol this  enormous  brute  of  bronze  ?  In  what  way  can  one 
attack  it  ? 

You  can  make  a  mastiff  hear  reason,  astound  a  bull,  fasci- 
nate a  boa,  frighten  a  tiger,  soften  a  lion  ;  but  there  is  no 
resource  with  that  monster,  —  a  cannon  let  loose.  You  cannot 
kill  it,  — it  is  dead  ;  at  the  same  time  it  lives.  It  lives  with  a 
sinister  life  bestowed  on  it  by  Inlinity. 

The  planks  beneath  it  give  it  play.  It  is  moved  b}'  the  ship, 
which  is  moved  by  the  sea,  which  is  moved  by  the  wind.  This 
destroyer  is  a  plaything.  The  ship,  tlie  waves,  the  blasts,  all  aid 
it ;  hence  its  frightful  vitality.  How  to  assail  this  fury  of 
complication?  How  to  fetter  this  monstrous  mechanism  for 
wrecking  a  ship?  How  foresee  its  comings  and  goings,  its 
returns,  its  stops,  its  shocks?  Any  one  of  these  blows  upon 
the  sides  may  stave  out  the  vessel.  How  divine  its  awful  gyra- 
tions !  One  has  to  deal  with  a  projectile  wliich  thinks,  seems 
to  ])Osaess  ideas,  and  which  changes  its  direction  at  each  instant. 
How  stop  the  course  of  something  wliich  must  ])C  avoided? 
The  horrible  cannon  flings  itself  about,  advances,  recoils,  strikes 
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to  the  right,  strikes  to  the  left,  flees,  passes,  disconcerts  am- 
bushes, breaks  down  obstacles,  crushes  men  like  flies.  The 
great  danger  of  the  situation  is  in  the  mobility  of  its  base. 
How  combat  an  inclined  plane  which  has  caprices  ?  The  ship, 
so  to  speak,  has  lightning  imprisoned  in  its  womb  which  seeks 
to  escape  ;  it  is  like  thunder  rolling  above  an  earthquake. 

In  an  instant  the  whole  crew  were  on  foot.  The  fault  was 
the  chief  gunner's  ;  he  had  neglected  to  fix  home  the  screw  nut 
of  the  mooring  chain,  and  had  so  badly  shackled  the  four 
wheels  of  the  carronade  that  the  play  given  to  the  sole  and 
frame  had  separated  the  platform,  and  ended  by  breaking  the 
breeching.  The  cordage  had  broken,  so  that  the  gun  was  no 
longer  secure  on  the  carriage.  The  stationary  breeching  which 
prevents  recoil  was  not  in  use  at  that  period.  As  a  heavy  wave 
struck  the  port  the  carronade,  weakly  attached,  recoiled,  burst 
its  chain,  and  began  to  rush  wildly  about.  Conceive,  in  order 
to  have  an  idea  of  this  strange  sliding,  a  drop  of  water  running 
down  a  pane  of  glass. 

At  the  moment  when  the  lashings  gave  way  the  gunners 
were  in  the  battery.,  some  in  groups,  others  standing  alone,  occu- 
pied with  such  duties  as  sailors  perform  in  expectation  of  the 
command  to  clear  for  action.  The  carronade,  hurled  forward 
by  the  pitching,  dashed  into  this  knot  of  men,  and  crushed  four 
at  the  first  blow  ;  then,  flung  back  and  shot  out  anew  by  the 
rolling,  it  cut  in  two  a  fifth  poor  fellow,  glanced  off  to  the  lar- 
board side,  and  struck  a  piece  of  the  battery  with  such  force  as 
to  unship  it.  Then  rose  the  cry  of  distress  which  had  been 
heard.  The  men  rushed  toward  the  ladder  ;  the  gun  deck 
emptied  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  The  enormous  cannon 
was  left  alone.  She  was  given  up  to  herself.  She  was  her 
own  mistress,  and  mistress  of  the  vessel.  She  could  do  what 
she  willed  with  both.  This  whole  crew,  accustomed  to  laugh 
in  battle,  trembled  now.  To  describe  the  universal  terror  would 
be  impossible. 

Captain  Boisberthelot  and  Lieutenant  Vieuville,  although 
both  intrepid  men,  stopped  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  and  re- 
mained mute,  pale,  hesitating,  looking  down  on  the  deck. 
Some  one  pushed  them  aside  with  his  elbow  and  descended. 

It  was  their  passenger,  the  peasant,  —  the  man  of  whom  they 
had  been  speaking  a  moment  before. 

When  he  reached  the  foot  of  the  ladder,  he  stood  still. 

The  cannon   came  and  went  along  the  deck.     One  miglit 
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have  fancied  it  the  living  chariot  of  the  Apocalypse.  The 
marine  lantern,  oscillating  from  the  ceiling,  added  a  dizzying 
whirl  of  lights  and  shadows  to  this  vision.  The  shape  of  the 
cannon  was  undistinguishable  from  the  rapidity  of  its  course  ; 
now  it  looked  black  in  the  light,  now  it  cast  weird  reflections 
through  the  gloom. 

It  kept  on  its  work  of  destruction.  It  had  already  shat- 
tered four  other  pieces,  and  dug  two  crevices  in  the  side,  for- 
tunately above  the  water  line,  though  they  would  leak  in  case 
a  squall  should  come  on.  It  dashed  itself  frantically  against 
the  framework ;  the  solid  tiebeams  resisted,  their  curved  form 
giving  them  great  strength,  but  the}'  creaked  ominously  under 
the  assaults  of  this  terrible  club,  which  seemed  endowed  with 
a  sort  of  appalling  ubiquity,  striking  on  every  side  at  once. 
The  strokes  of  a  bullet  shaken  in  a  bottle  would  not  be  madder 
or  more  rapid.  The  four  wheels  passed  and  repassed  above 
the  dead  men,  cut,  carved,  slashed  them,  till  the  five  corpses 
were  a  score  of  stumps  rolling  about  the  deck ;  the  heads  seem 
to  cry  out ;  streams  of  blood  twisted  in  and  out  of  the  planks 
with  every  pitch  of  the  vessel.  The  ceiling,  damaged  in  sev- 
eral places,  began  to  gape.  The  whole  ship  was  filled  with  the 
awful  tumult. 

The  captain  promptly  recovered  his  composure,  and  at  his 
order  the  sailors  threw  down  into  the  deck  everything  which 
could  deaden  and  check  the  mad  rush  of  the  gun,  —  mattresses, 
hammocks,  spare  sails,  coils  of  rope,  extra  equipments,  and  the 
bales  of  false  assignats  of  which  the  corvette  carried  a  whole 
cargo,  —  an  infamous  deception  which  the  English  considered  a 
fair  trick  in  war. 

But  what  could  these  rags  avail  ?  No  one  dared  descend 
to  arrange  them  in  any  useful  fashion,  and  in  a  few  instants 
they  were  mere  heaps  of  lint. 

There  was  just  sea  enough  to  render  an  accident  as  com- 
plete as  possible.  A  tempest  would  have  been  desirable,  —  it 
might  have  thrown  tlie  gun  upside  down ;  and  the  four  wheels 
once  in  the  air,  the  monster  could  have  been  mastered.  But 
the  devastation  increased.  There  were  gashes  and  even  frac- 
tures in  the  masts,  which,  iml)edded  in  the  woodwork  of  the 
keel,  pierce  the  decks  of  sliips  like  great  round  jjillars.  The 
niizzenmiiHt  Wiis  cracked,  and  tiie  muinniiust  itself  Avas  injured 
under  the  convulsive  blows  of  the  gun.  The  battery  was  being 
destroyed.     Ten  pieces  out  of   the  thiity  were  disabled  ;  the 
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breaches  multiplied  in  the  side,  and  the  corvette  began  to  take 
in  water. 

The  old  passenger,  who  had  descended  to  the  gun  deck, 
looked  like  a  form  of  stone  stationed  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 
He  stood  motionless,  gazing  sternly  about  upon  the  devasta- 
tion. Indeed,  it  seemed  impossible  to  take  a  single  step 
forward. 

Each  bound  of  the  liberated  carronade  menaced  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  vessel.  A  few  minutes  more  and  shipwreck  would 
be  inevitable. 

They  must  perish  or  put  a  summary  end  to  the  disaster.     A 
decision  must  be  made  —  but  ho^v  ? 
What  a  combatant  —  this  cannon  ! 

They  must  check  this  mad  monster.     They  must  seize  this 
flash  of  lightning.     They  must  overthrow  this  thunderbolt. 
Boisberthelot  said  to  La  Vieuville  :  — 
"  Do  you  believe  in  God,  Chevalier  ?  " 
La  Vieuville  replied  :  — 
"Yes.     No.     Sometimes." 
"  In  a  tempest  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  and  in  moments  like  this." 
''  Only  God  can  aid  us  here,"  said  Boisberthelot. 
All  were  silent :  the  cannon  kept  up  its  horrible  fracas. 
The  waves  beat  against  the  ship  ;  their  blows  from  without 
responded  to  the  strokes  of  the  cannon. 
It  was  like  two  hammers  alternating. 

Suddenly,  into  the  midst  of  this  sort  of  inaccessible  circus, 
where  the  escaped  cannon  leaped  and  bounded,  there  sprang  a 
man  with  an  iron  bar  in  his  hand.  It  was  the  author  of  this 
catastrophe,  —  the  r;unner  whose  culpable  negligence  had 
caused  the  accident;  tlie  captain  of  the  gun.  Having  been 
the  means  of  bringing  about  the  misfortune,  he  desired  to 
repair  it.  He  had  caught  up  a  handspike  in  one  fist,  a  tiller 
rope  with  a  slipping  noose  in  the  other,  and  jumped  down  into 
the  gun  deck. 

Then  a  strange  combat  began,  a  Titanic  strife,  —  the  strug- 
gle of  the  gun  against  the  gunner;  a  battle  between  matter 
and  intelligence  ;  a  duel  between  the  inanimate  and  the  human. 
The  man  was  posted  in  an  angle,  the  bar  and  rope  in  his 
two  fists ;  backed  against  one  of  the  riders,  settled  firmly  on 
his  legs  as  on  two  pillars  of  steel,  livid,  calm,  tragic,  rooted  as 
it  were  in  the  planks,  he  waited. 
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He  waited  for  the  cannon  to  pass  near  him. 

The  gunner  knew  his  piece,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  she 
must  recognize  her  master.  He  had  lived  a  long  while  with 
her.  How  many  times  he  had  thrust  his  hand  between  her 
jaws  !  It  was  his  tame  monster.  He  began  to  address  it  as 
he  might  have  done  his  dog. 

"  Come  !  "  said  he.     Perhaps  he  loved  it. 

He  seemed  to  wish  that  it  would  turn  toward  him. 

But  to  come  toward  him  would  be  to  spring  upon  him. 
Then  he  would  be  lost.  How  to  avoid  its  crush  ?  There  was 
tlie  question.     All  stared  in  terrified  silence. 

Not  a  breast  respired  freely,  except  perchance  that  of  the 
old  man  who  alone  stood  in  the  deck  with  the  two  combatants, 
a  stern  second. 

He  might  himself  be  crushed  by  the  piece.     He  did  not  stir. 

Beneath  them,  the  blind  sea  directed  the  battle. 

At  the  instant  when,  accepting  this  awful  hand-to-hand 
contest,  the  gunner  approached  to  challenge  the  cannon,  some 
chance  fluctuation  of  the  waves  kept  it  for  a  moment  immov- 
able, as  if  suddenly  stupefied. 

"  Come  on  !  "  the  man  said  to  it.     It  seemed  to  listen. 

Suddenly  it  darted  upon  him.  The  gunner  avoided  the 
shock. 

The  struggle  began,  —  struggle  unheard  of.  The  fragile 
matching  itself  against  the  invulnerable.  The  thing  of  flesh 
attacking  the  brazen  brute.  On  the  one  side  blind  force,  on 
the  other  a  soul. 

The  whole  passed  in  a  half  light.  It  was  like  the  indis- 
tinct vision  of  a  miracle. 

A  soul,  —  strange  tiling;  but  you  would  have  said  that 
the  cannon  had  one  also,  —  a  soul  filled  with  rage  and  hatred. 
This  blindness  appeared  to  have  eyes.  The  monster  had  the 
air  of  watching  the  man.  There  was  —  one  might  have  fancied 
so  at  least  —  cunning  in  this  mass.  It  also  chose  its  moment. 
It  became  some  gigantic  insect  of  metal,  having,  or  seeming 
to  have,  the  will  of  a  demon.  Sometimes  this  colossal  grass- 
hopper would  strike  tiie  low  ceiling  of  the  gun  deck,  then  fall 
back  on  its  four  wliocls  like  a  tiger  u])on  its  four  claws,  and 
dart  anew  on  the  man.  He,  supple,  agile,  adroit,  would  glide 
away  like  a  snake  from  the  reach  of  these  lightning-like  move- 
ments. He  avoided  the  encounters;  bnt  the  blows  Avhich  he 
escaped  fell  upon  the  vessel  and  continued  the  havoc. 
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An  end  of  broken  chain  remained  attached  to  the  carron- 
ade.  This  chain  had  twisted  itself,  one  could  not  tell  how, 
about  the  screw  of  the  breech  button.  One  extremity  of  the 
chain  was  fastened  to  the  carriage.  The  other,  hanging  loose, 
whirled  wildly  about  the  gun  and  added  to  the  danger  of  its 
blows. 

The  screw  held  it  like  a  clinched  hand,  and  the  chain, 
multiplying  the  strokes  of  the  battering-ram  by  its  strokes 
of  a  thong,  made  a  fearful  whirlwind  about  the  cannon,  —  a 
whip  of  iron  in  a  fist  of  brass.  This  chain  complicated  the 
battle- 
Nevertheless,  the  man  fought.  Sometimes,  even,  it  was 
the  man  who  attacked  the  cannon.  He  crept  along  the  side, 
bar  and  rope  in  hand,  and  the  cannon  had  the  air  of  under- 
standing, and  fled  as  if  it  perceived  a  snare.  The  man  pur- 
sued it,  formidable,  fearless. 

Such  a  duel  could  not  last  long.  The  gun  seemed  sud- 
denly to  say  to  itself,  "  Come,  we  must  make  an  end  !  "  and 
it  paused.  One  felt  the  approach  of  the  crisis.  The  cannon, 
as  if  in  suspense,  appeared  to  have,  or  had,  —  because  it  seemed 
to  all  a  sentient  being,  —  a  furious  premeditation.  It  sprang 
unexpectedly  upon  the  gunner.  He  jumped  aside,  let  it  pass, 
and  cried  out  with  a  laugh,  "  Try  again  !  "  The  gun,  as  if  in 
a  fury,  broke  a  carronade  to  larboard ;  then,  seized  anew  by 
the  invisible  sling  which  held  it,  was  flung  to  starboard  toward 
the  man,  who  escaped. 

Three  carronades  gave  way  under  the  blows  of  the  gun-, 
then,  as  if  blind  and  no  longer  conscious  of  what  it  was  doing, 
it  turned  its  back  on  the  man,  rolled  from  the  stern  to  the 
bow,  bruising  the  stem  and  making  a  breach  in  the  plankings 
of  the  prow.  The  gunner  had  taken  refuge  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs,  a  few  steps  from  the  old  man,  who  was  watching. 

The  gunner  held  his  handspike  in  rest.  The  cannon  seemed 
to  perceive  him,  and,  without  taking  the  trouble  to  turn  itself, 
backed  upon  him  with  the  quickness  of  an  ax  stroke.  The 
gunner,  if  driven  back  against  the  side,  was  lost.  The  crew 
uttered  a  simultaneous  cry. 

But  the  old  passenger,  until  now  immovable,  made  a  spring 
more  rapid  than  all  those  wild  whirls.  He  seized  a  bale  of  the 
false  assignats,  and  at  the  risk  of  being  crushed,  succeeded  in 
flinging  it  between  the  wheels  of  the  carronade.  This  maneu- 
ver, decisive  and  dangerous,  could  not  have  been  executed  with 
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more  adroitness  aud  precision  by  a  man  trained  to  all  the  exer- 
cises set  down  in  Durosel's  "Manual  of  Sea  Gunnery." 

The  bale  had  the  effect  of  a  plug.  A  pebble  may  stop  a 
log,  a  tree  branch  turn  an  avalanche.  The  carronade  stum- 
bled. The  gunner,  in  his  turn,  seizing  this  terrible  chance, 
plunged  his  iron  bar  between  the  spokes  of  one  of  the  hind 
wheels.     The  cannon  Avas  stopped. 

It  staggered.  The  man,  using  the  bar  as  a  lever,  rocked 
it  to  and  fro.  The  heavy  mass  turned  over  with  a  clang  like 
a  falling  bell,  and  the  gunner,  dripping  with  sweat,  rushed 
forward  headlong  and  passed  the  slipping  noose  of  the  tiller- 
rope  about  the  bronze  neck  of  the  overthrown  monster. 

It  was  ended.  The  man  had  conquered.  The  ant  had 
subdued  the  mastodon  ;  the  pygmy  had  taken  the  thunder- 
bolt prisoner. 

The  marines  and  the  sailors  clapped  their  hands. 

The  whole  crew  hurried  down  with  cables  and  chains,  and 
in  an  instant  the  cannon  was  securely  lashed. 

The  gunner  saluted  the  passenger. 

"  Sir,"  he  said  to  him,  "you  have  saved  my  life." 

The  old  man  had  resumed  his  impassible  attitude,  and  did 
not  reply. 

The  man  liad  conquered,  but  one  might  say  that  the  cannon 
had  conquered  also.  Immediate  shipwreck  had  been  avoided, 
but  the  corvette  was  by  no  means  saved.  The  dilapidation  of 
the  vessel  seemed  irremediable.  The  sides  had  five  breaches, 
one  of  which,  very  large,  was  in  the  bow.  Out  of  the  thirty 
carronades,  twenty  lay  useless  in  their  frames.  The  carronade 
which  liad  been  captured  and  rechained  was  itself  disabled  ; 
the  screw  of  tlie  breech  button  was  forced,  and  the  leveling  of 
the  piece  impossible  in  consequence.  The  battery  was  reduced 
to  nine  pieces.  The  hold  had  sprung  a  leak.  It  was  necessary 
at  once  to  repair  tlie  damages  and  set  the  pumps  to  work. 

Tlie  gun  deck,  now  that  one  had  time  to  look  about  it, 
offered  a  terrible  spectacle.  Tlie  interior  of  a  mad  elephant's 
cage  could  not  have  been  more  completely  dismantled. 

However  great  tlie  necessity  tliat  the  corvette  should  escape 
observation,  a  still  more  imperious  necessity  ])rcsentcd  itself. — 
immediate  safety.  It  liad  been  necessary  to  liglit  up  the  deck 
by  lanterns  j)laced  here  and  there  along  the  sides. 

P>ut  during  tlie  whole  time  this  tragic  diversion  had  lasted, 
the  crew  were  so  absorbed  by  the  one  question  of  life  or  death 
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that  they  noticed  little  what  was  passing  outside  the  scene  of 
the  duel.  The  fog  had  thickened  ;  the  weather  had  changed  ; 
the  wind  had  driven  tlie  vessel  at  will  ;  it  had  got  out  of  its 
route,  in  plain  sight  of  Jersey  and  Guernsey,  farther  to  the 
south  than  it  ought  to  have  gone,  and  was  surrounded  by  a 
troubled  sea.  The  great  waves  kissed  the  gaping  wounds  of 
the  corvette,  —  kisses  full  of  peril.  The  sea  rocked  her  men- 
acingly. The  breeze  became  a  gale.  A  squall,  a  tempest  per- 
haps, threatened.  It  was  impossible  to  see  before  one  four 
oars'  length. 

While  the  crew  were  repairing  summarily  and  in  haste  the 
ravages  of  the  gun  deck,  stoi)ping  the  leaks  and  putting  back 
into  position  the  guns  which  had  escaped  the  disaster,  the  old 
passenger  had  gone  on  deck. 

He  stood  with  his  back  against  the  mainmast. 

He  had  paid  no  attention  to  a  proceeding  which  had  taken 
place  on  the  vessel.  The  Chevalier  La  Vieuville  had  drawn 
up  the  marines  in  line  on  either  side  of  the  mainmast,  and  at 
the  whistle  of  the  boatswain  the  sailors  busy  in  the  rigging 
stood  upright  on  the  yards. 

Count  du  Boisberthelot  advanced  toward  the  passenger. 

Behind  the  captain  marched  a  man,  haggard,  breathless,  his 
dress  in  disorder,  yet  wearing  a  satisfied  look  under  it  all.  It 
was  the  gunner  who  had  just  now  so  opportunely  shown  him- 
self a  tamer  of  monsters,  and  who  had  got  the  better  of  the 
cannon. 

The  count  made  a  military  salute  to  the  unknown  in  peasant 
garb,  and  said  to  him  :  — 

"  General,  here  is  the  man." 

The  gunner  held  himself  erect,  his  eyes  downcast,  standing 
in  a  soldierly  attitude. 

Count  du  Boisberthelot  continued:  — 

"  General,  taking  into  consideration  what  this  man  has  done, 
do  you  not  think  there  is  something  for  his  commanders  to  do?" 

"  I  think  there  is,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  Be  good  enough  to  give  the  orders,"  returned  Boisber- 
thelot. 

"  It  is  for  you  to  give  them.     You  are  the  captain." 

"  But  you  are  the  general,"  answered  Boisberthelot. 

The  old  man  looked  at  the  gunner. 

"  Approach,"  said  he. 

The  gunner  moved  forward  a  step.     The  old  man  turned 
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toward  Count  du  Boisberthelot,  detached  the  cross  of  Saint 
Louis  from  the  captain's  uniform  and  fastened  it  on  the  jacket 
of  the  gunner. 

"  Hurrah  !  "  cried  the  sailors. 

The  marines  presented  arms.  The  old  passenger,  pointing 
with  his  finger  toward  the  bewildered  gunner,  added :  — 

"  Now  let  that  man  be  shot." 

Stupor  succeeded  the  applause. 

Then,  in  the  midst  of  a  silence  like  that  of  the  tomb,  the  old 
man  raised  his  voice.     He  said:  — 

"  A  negligence  has  endangered  this  ship.  At  this  moment 
she  is  perhaps  lost.  To  be  at  sea  is  to  face  the  enemy.  A 
vessel  at  open  sea  is  an  army  which  gives  battle.  The  tempest 
conceals,  but  does  not  absent  itself.  The  whole  sea  is  an  am- 
buscade. Death  is  the  penalty  of  any  fault  committed  in  the 
face  of  the  enemy.  No  fault  is  reparable.  Courage  ought  to 
be  rewarded  and  negligence  punished," 

These  words  fell  one  after  the  other,  slowly,  solenmly,  with 
a  sort  of  inexorable  measure,  like  the  blows  of  an  ax  upon  an 
oak. 

And  the  old  man,  turning  to  the  soldiers,  added :  — 

"Do  your  duty." 

The  man  upon  whose  breast  shone  the  cross  of  Saint  Louis 
bowed  his  head. 

At  a  sign  from  Count  du  Boisberthelot,  two  sailors  descended 
between  decks,  then  returned,  bringing  the  hammock  winding 
sheet.  The  ship's  chaplain,  who  since  the  time  of  sailing  had 
been  at  prayer  in  the  officers'  quarters,  accompanied  the  two 
sailors ;  a  sergeant  detached  from  tlie  line  twelve  marines, 
whom  he  arranged  in  two  ranks,  six  by  six  ;  the  gunner,  with- 
out uttering  a  word,  placed  himself  between  the  two  files.  The 
chaplain,  crucifix  in  hand,  advanced  and  stood  near  him. 

"  March  I  "  said  tlie  sergeant. 

The  platoon  moved  witli  slow  steps  toward  tlie  bow.  The 
two  sailors  who  carried  tlie  shroud  followed. 

A  gloomy  silence  fell  upon  the  corvette.  A  hurricane 
moaned  in  the  distance. 

A  few  instants  later  there  was  a  flash  ;  a  report  followed, 
echoing  among  the  sliadows;  then  all  was  silent;  then  caino 
the  thud  of  a  body  falling  into  the  sea. 

Th(!  old  passenger  still  leaned  back  against  the  mainmast 
with  folded  arms,  thinking  silently. 
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Boisbertlielot  pointed  toward  hira  with  the  forefinger  of  his 
left  hand,  and  said  in  a  low  voice  to  La  Vieuville  :  — 
"  The  Vendee  has  found  a  head  !  " 


DOOMED  TO   LIVE.' 

By  HONORE  DE  BALZAC. 

[HoNORE  DE  Balzac,  the  greatest  of  French  novelists,  was  born  at  Tours  in 
1799,  educated  at  the  College  de  VendSrae,  and  studied  law  ;  then  retired  to  a 
Paris  garret  to  write  novels  in.  the  most  miserable  poverty  for  years,  before  he 
won  the  least  public  attention.  Ten  years  later  he  had  become  famous,  though 
not  prosperous.  In  1848  he  married  a  Polish  lady  whom  he  had  long  loved,  and 
just  a.s  he  was  beginning  to  have  an  easy  life  he  died,  August  18,  1850.  His 
novels  are  very  numerous  ;  most  of  them  were  grouped  by  him  as  a  "  Coni^die 
Ilumaine,"  which  was  to  comprise  all  sides  of  life.  Some  of  the  best  known  are 
"Eugenie  Grandet,"  "  Cfear  Birotteau,"  "  Pfere  Goriot,"  "Lost  Illusions," 
"The  Woman  of  Thirty,"  "The  Poor  Relations,"  "The  Last  Chouan"  (his 
first  success),  "La  Peau  de  Chagrin,"  "The  Search  for  the  Absolute,"  and 
"The  Country  Doctor."] 

The  clock  of  the  little  town  of  Menda  had  just  struck  mid- 
night. At  this  moment  a  young  French  officer  was  leaning  on 
the  parapet  of  a  long  terrace  which  bounded  the  gardens  of  the 
castle.  He  seemed  plunged  in  the  deepest  thought  —  a  circum- 
stance unusual  amid  the  thoughtlessness  of  military  life  ;  but 
it  must  be  owned  that  never  were  the  hour,  the  night,  and  the 
place  more  propitious  to  meditation.  The  beautiful  Spanish 
sky  stretched  out  its  azure  dome  above  his  head.  The  glitter- 
ing stars  and  the  soft  moonlight  lit  up  a  charming  valley  that 
unfolded  all  its  beauties  at  his  feet.  Leaning  against  a  blos- 
soming orange  tree  he  could  see,  a  hundred  feet  below  him,  the 
town  of  Menda,  which  seemed  to  have  been  placed  for  shelter 
from  the  north  winds  at  the  foot  of  the  rock  on  which  the 
castle  was  built.  As  he  turned  his  head  he  could  see  the  sea, 
framing  the  landscape  with  a  broad  silver  sheet  of  glistening 
water.  The  castle  was  a  blaze  of  light.  The  mirth  and  move- 
ment of  a  ball,  the  music  of  the  orchestra,  the  laughter  of  the 
officers  and  their  partners  in  the  dance,  were  borne  to  him 
minffled  with  the  distant  murmur  of  the  waves.  The  freshness 
of  the  night  imparted  a  sort  of  energy  to  his  limbs,  weary  with 
the  heat  of  the  day.     Above  all,  the  gardens  were  planted  with 

•  From  "  Shorter  Stories  from  Balzac."     Camelot  Series.     By  permission  of 
Walter  Scott,  Ltd.     Price  Is.  6d. 
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trees  so  aromatic,  and  flowers  so  fragrant,  that  the  young  man 
stood  plunged,  as  it  were,  in  a  bath  of  perfumes. 

The  castle  of  ^Nlenda  belonged  to  a  Spanish  grandee,  then 
living  there  with  his  family.  During  the  whole  of  the  evening 
his  eldest  daughter  had  looked  at  the  officer  with  an  interest 
so  tinged  with  sadness  that  the  sentiment  of  compassion  thus 
expressed  by  the  Spaniard  might  well  call  up  a  reverie  in  the 
Frenchman's  mind. 

Clara  was  beautiful,  and  although  she  had  three  brothers 
and  a  sister,  the  wealth  of  the  Marques  de  Leganes  seemed 
great  enough  for  Victor  Marchand  to  believe  that  the  young 
lady  would  have  a  rich  dowry.  But  how  dare  he  hope  that  the 
most  bigoted  old  hidalgo  in  all  Spain  would  ever  give  his 
daughter  to  the  son  of  a  Parisian  grocer  ?  Besides,  the  French 
were  hated.  The  Marques  was  suspected  by  General  Gautier, 
who  governed  the  province,  of  planning  a  revolt  in  favor  of 
Ferdinand  VII.  For  this  reason  the  battalion  commanded  by 
Victor  Marchand  had  been  cantoned  in  the  little  town  of 
Menda,  to  hold  the  neighboring  hamlets,  which  were  dependent 
on  the  Marques,  in  clieck.  Recent  dispatches  from  Marshal 
Ney  had  given  ground  for  fear  that  the  P2nglish  would  shortly 
land  on  the  coast,  and  had  indicated  the  Marques  as  a  man  who 
carried  on  communication  with  the  cabinet  of  London. 

In  spite,  therefore,  of  the  welcome  which  the  Spaniard  had 
given  him  and  his  soldiers,  the  young  officer  Victor  Marchand 
remained  constantly  on  his  guard.  As  he  was  directing  his 
steps  towards  the  terrace  whither  he  had  come  to  examine  tlie 
state  of  the  town  and  the  country  districts  intrusted  to  his 
care,  he  debated  how  he  ought  to  interpret  the  friendliness 
which  the  Marques  had  unceasingly  shown  liim,  and  how  the 
tranquillity  of  the  country  could  be  reconciled  with  his  Gen- 
eral's uneasiness.  But  in  one  moment  these  thoughts  were 
driven  from  his  mind  by  a  feeling  of  caution  and  well-grounded 
curiosity.  He  had  just  perceived  a  considerable  number  of 
lights  in  the  town.  In  spite  of  the  day  being  the  Feast  of  St. 
James,  lie  liad  given  orders,  that  very  morning,  that  all  lights 
should  be  extinguished  at  the  hour  prescribed  by  his  regula- 
tions; the  castle  alono  being  excepted  from  this  order.  He 
could  ])liiinly  see,  liere  and  tljere,  the  gleam  of  his  soldiers' 
bayonets  at  their  accustomed  i)0sts ;  but  tliere  was  a  solemnity 
in  the  silence,  and  nf)thing  to  suggest  that  the  Spaniards  were 
a  prey  to  the  excitement  of  a  festival.     After  having  sought  to 
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explain  the  offense  of  which  the  inhabitants  were  guilty,  the 
mystery  appeared  all  the  more  unaccountable  to  him  because 
he  had  left  officers  in  charge  of  the  night  police  and  the  rounds. 
With  all  the  impetuosity  of  youth,  he  was  just  about  to  leap 
through  a  breach  and  descend  the  rocks  in  haste,  and  thus 
arrive  more  quickly  than  by  the  ordinary  road  at  a  small  out- 
post placed  at  the  entrance  of  the  town  nearest  to  the  castle, 
when  a  faint  sound  stopped  him.  He  thought  he  heard  the 
light  footfall  of  a  woman  upon  the  gravel  walk.  He  turned 
his  head  and  saw  nothing ;  but  his  gaze  was  arrested  by  the 
extraordinary  brightness  of  the  sea.  All  of  a  sudden  he  beheld 
a  sight  so  portentous  that  he  stood  dumfounded  ;  he  thought 
that  his  senses  deceived  him.  In  the  far  distance  he  could  dis- 
tinguish sails  gleaming  white  in  the  moonlight.  He  trembled 
and  tried  to  convince  himself  that  this  vision  was  an  optical 
illusion,  merely  the  fantastic  effect  of  the  moon  on  the  waves. 
At  this  moment  a  hoarse  voice  pronounced  his  name.  He 
looked  towards  the  breach,  and  saw  slowly  rising  above  it  the 
head  of  the  soldier  whom  he  had  ordered  to  accompany  him  to 
the  castle. 

"  Is  that  you,  Commandant  ?  " 

"Yes;  what  do  you  want?"  replied  the  young  man,  in  a 
low  voice.     A  sort  of  presentiment  warned  him  to  be  cautious. 

"  Those  rascals  down  there  are  stirring  like  worms.  I  have 
hurried,  with  your  leave,  to  tell  you  my  own  little  observations." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Victor  Marchand. 

"  I  have  just  followed  a  man  from  the  castle  who  came  in 
this  direction  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand.  A  lantern's  a  fright- 
fully suspicious  thing.  I  don't  fancy  it  was  tapers  my  tine 
Catholic  was  going  to  light  at  this  time  of  night.  '  They  want 
to  eat  us  body  and  bones ! '  says  I  to  myself ;  so  I  went  on  his 
track  to  reconnoiter.  There,  on  a  ledge  of  rock,  not  three  paces 
from  here,  I  discovered  a  great  heap  of  fagots." 

Suddenly  a  terrible  shriek  rang  through  the  town,  and  cut 
the  soldier  short.  At  the  same  instant  a  gleam  of  light  flashed 
before  the  Commandant.  The  poor  grenadier  received  a  ball 
in  the  head  and  fell.  A  fire  of  straw  and  dry  wood  burst  into 
flame  like  a  house  on  fire,  not  ten  paces  from  the  young  man. 
The  sound  of  the  instruments  and  the  laughter  ceased  in  the 
ballroom.  The  silence  of  death,  broken  only  by  groans,  had 
suddenly  succeeded  to  the  noises  and  music  of  the  feast.  The 
fire  of  a  cannon  roared  over  the  surface  of  the  sea.     Cold  sweat 
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trickled  down  the  young  officer's  forehead;  he  had  no  sword. 
He  understood  that  his  men  had  been  slaughtered,  and  the 
English  were  about  to  disembark.  If  he  lived  he  saw  himself 
dishonored,  summoned  before  a  council  of  war.  Then  he 
measured  with  his  eyes  the  depth  of  the  valley.  He  sprang 
forward,  when  just  at  that  moment  his  hand  was  seixed  by  the 
hand  of  Clara. 

**■  Fly  !  "  said  she  ;  "  my  brothers  are  following  to  kill  you. 
Down  yonder  at  the  foot  of  the  rock  you  Avill  find  Juanito's 
Andalusian.     Quick ! " 

The  young  man  looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  stupefied.  She 
pushed  him  on ;  then,  obeying  the  instinct  of  self-preservation 
which  never  forsakes  even  the  bravest  man,  he  rushed  down 
the  park  in  the  direction  she  had  indicated.  He  leapt  from 
rock  to  rock,  where  only  the  goats  had  ever  trod  before;  he 
heard  Clara  crying  out  to  her  brothers  to  pursue  him ;  he 
heard  the  footsteps  of  the  assassins ;  he  heard  the  balls  of 
several  discharges  whistle  about  his  ears ;  but  he  reached  the 
valley,  he  found  the  horse,  mounted,  and  disappeared  swift  as 
lightning.  In  a  few  hours  he  arrived  at  the  quarters  occupied 
by  General  Gautier.     He  found  him  at  dinner  with  his  stati". 

"  I  bring  you  my  life  in  my  hand !  "  cried  the  Commandant, 
his  face  pale  and  haggard. 

He  sat  down  and  related  the  horrible  disaster.  A  dreadful 
silence  greeted  his  story. 

"You  appear  to  me  to  be  more  unfortunate  than  criminal," 
said  the  terrible  General  at  last.  "  You  are  not  accountable  for 
the  crime  of  the  Spaniards,  and  unless  the  Marshal  decides 
otherwise,  I  acquit  you." 

These  words  could  give  the  unfortunate  officer  but  slight 
consolation. 

"  But  when  the  Emperor  hears  of  it !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  He  will  want  to  have  you  shot,"  said  the  General.  "  How- 
ever       But  we  will  talk  no  more  about  it,"  he  added  severely, 

"except  how  we  are  to  take  such  a  revenge  as  will  strike  whole- 
some fear  upon  this  country,  where  they  carry  on  war  like 
savages." 

One  hour  afterwards,  a  whole  regiment,  a  detachment  of 
cavalry,  and  a  convoy  of  artillery  were  on  tlie  road.  The 
General  and  Victor  marched  at  tiie  head  of  the  column.  The 
soldiers,  informed  of  the  massacre  of  their  comrades,  were  filled 
with    extraordinary  fury.     The    distance  which  separated  the 
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town  of  Menda  from  the  general  quarters  was  passed  with 
marvehms  rapidity.  On  the  road  the  General  found  whole 
villages  under  arms.  Each  of  these  wretched  townships  was 
surrounded  and  their  inhabitants  decimated. 

By  some  inexplicable  fatality,  the  English  ships  stood  off 
instead  of  advancing.  It  was  known  afterwards  that  these 
vessels  had  outstript  the  rest  of  the  transports  and  only  carried 
artillery.  Thus  the  town  of  Menda,  deprived  of  the  defenders 
she  was  expecting,  and  which  the  sight  of  the  English  vessels 
had  seemed  to  assure,  was  surrounded  by  the  French  troops 
almost  without  striking  a  blow.  The  inhabitants,  seized  with 
terror,  offered  to  surrender  at  discretion.  Then  followed  one 
of  those  instances  of  devotion  not  rare  in  the  peninsula.  The 
assassins  of  the  French,  foreseeing,  from  the  cruelty  of  the 
General,  that  Menda  would  probably  be  given  over  to  the 
flames  and  the  wliole  population  put  to  the  sword,  offered  to 
denounce  themselves.  The  General  accepted  this  offer,  insert- 
ing as  a  condition  that  the  inhabitants  of  the  castle,  from  the 
lowest  valet  to  the  Marques  himself,  should  be  placed  in  his 
hands.  This  capitulation  agreed  upon,  the  General  promised 
to  pardon  the  rest  of  the  population  and  to  prevent  his  soldiers 
from  pillaging  op  setting  fire  to  the  town.  An  enormous  con- 
tribution was  exacted,  and  the  richest  inhabitants  gave  them- 
selves up  as  hostages  to  guarantee  the  payment,  which  was  to 
be  accomplished  within  twenty-four  hours. 

The  General  took  all  precautions  necessary  for  the  safety  of 
his  troops,  provided  for  the  defense  of  the  country,  and  refused 
to  lodge  his  men  in  the  houses.  After  having  formed  a  camp, 
he  went  up  and  took  military  possession  of  the  castle.  The 
members  of  the  family  of  Leganes  and  the  servants  were 
gagged,  and  shut  up  in  the  great  hall  where  the  ball  had  taken 
place,  and  closely  watched.  The  windows  of  the  apartment 
afforded  a  full  view  of  the  terrace  which  commanded  the  town. 
The  staff  was  established  in  a  neighboring  gallery,  and  the 
General  proceeded  at  once  to  hold  a  council  of  war  on  the 
measures  to  be  taken  for  opposing  the  debarkation.  After 
having  dispatched  an  aid-de-camp  to  Marshal  Ney,  with  orders 
to  plant  batteries  along  the  coast,  the  General  and  his  staff" 
turned  their  attention  to  the  prisoners.  Two  hundred  Span- 
iards, whom  the  inhabitants  had  surrendered,  were  shot  down 
then  and  there  upon  the  terrace.  After  this  military  execution, 
the  General  ordered  as  many  gallows  to  be  erected  on  the 
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terrace  as  there  were  prisoners  in  the  hall  of  the  castle,  and  the 
town  ey.ecutioner  to  be  brought.  Victor  Marchand  made  use 
of  the  time  from  then  until  dinner  to  go  and  visit  the  prisoners. 
He  soon  returned  to  the  General. 

"  I  have  come,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  broken  Avith  emotion,  "to 
ask  you  a  favor." 

"You?  "  said  the  General,  in  a  tone  of  bitter  irony. 

"  Alas !  "  replied  Victor,  "  it  is  but  a  melancholy  errand  that 
I  am  come  on.  The  Marques  has  seen  the  gallows  being 
erected,  and  expresses  a  hope  that  you  will  change  the  mode 
of  execution  for  his  family  ;  he  entreats  you  to  have  the  nobles 
beheaded." 

"  So  be  it  I  "  said  the  General. 

"  They  further  ask  you  to  allow  them  the  last  consolations 
of  religion,  and  to  take  off  their  bonds  ;  they  promise  not  to 
attempt  to  escape." 

"I  consent,"  said  the  General ;  "but  you  must  be  answer- 
able for  them." 

"  The  old  man  also  offers  you  the  whole  of  his  fortune  if 
you  will  pardon  his  young  son." 

"Really!"  said  the  General.  "His  goods  already  belong 
to  King  Joseph  ;  he  is  under  arrest."  His  brow  contracted 
scornfully,  then  he  added :  "  1  will  go  beyond  what  they  ask. 
I  understand  now  the  importance  of  the  last  request.  Well, 
let  him  buy  the  eternity  of  his  name,  but  Spain  shall  remem- 
ber forever  his  treachery  and  its  punishment.  I  give  up  the 
fortune  and  his  life  to  whichever  of  his  sons  will  fulfill  the 
office  of  executioner.     Go,  and  do  not  speak  to  me  of  it  again." 

Dinner  was  ready,  and  the  officers  sat  down  to  table  to 
satisfy  appetites  sharpened  by  fatigue. 

One  of  them  only,  Victor  Marchand,  was  not  present  at  the 
banquet.  He  hesitated  for  a  long  time  before  he  entered  the 
room.  The  haughty  family  of  Leganes  were  in  their  agony.  He 
glanced  sadly  at  the  scene  before  him  ;  in  this  very  room,  only 
the  night  before,  he  had  watched  the  fair  heads  of  those  two 
young  girls  and  those  three  youths  as  they  circled  in  tlie  excite- 
ment of  tiie  (lance.  He  shuddered  when  he  thought  how  soon 
they  must  fall,  struck  off  by  the  sword  of  the  headsman. 
Fastened  to  their  gilded  chairs,  the  father  and  mother,  their 
three  sons,  and  their  two  young  daughters,  sat  absolutely 
uiotioiiless.  Eight  serving  men  stood  upright  before  them, 
Ihtiir  liands  Itoiiiid   Inihind   llieir  backs.      ' I' hese  fifteen  persons 


DOOMED  TO   LIVE.  6805 

looked  at  each  other  gi-avely,  their  eyes  scarcely  betraying  the 
thoughts  that  surged  within  them.  Only  in-ofouiid  resignation 
and  regret  for  tlie  failure  of  their  enterprise  left  any  mark 
upon  the  features  of  some  of  them.  The  soldiers  stood  like- 
wise motionless,  looking  at  them,  and  respecting  the  affliction 
of  their  cruel  enemies.  An  expression  of  curiosity  lit  up  their 
faces  when  Victor  appeared.  He  gave  the  order  to  unbind  the 
condemned,  and  went  himself  to  loose  the  cords  which  fastened 
Clara  to  her  chair.  She  smiled  sadly.  He  could  not  refrain 
from  touching  her  arm,  and  looking  with  admiring  eyes  at  her 
black  locks  and  graceful  figure.  She  was  a  true  Spaniard ; 
she  had  the  Spanish  complexion  and  the  Spanish  eyes,  witli 
their  long  curled  lashes  and  pupils  blacker  than  the  raven's 
wing. 

"  Have  you  been  successful  ?  "  she  said,  smiling  upon  him 
mournfully  with  somewhat  of  the  charm  of  girlhood  still 
lingering  in  her  eyes. 

Victor  could  not  suppress  a  groan.  He  looked  one  after 
the  other  at  Clara  and  her  three  brothers.  One,  the  eldest^ 
was  aged  thirty ;  he  was  small,  even  somewhat  ill  made,  with  a 
proud  disd.iinful  look,  but  there  was  a  certain  nobleness  in  his 
bearing ;  he  seemed  no  stranger  to  that  delicacy  of  feeling 
which  elsewhere  has  rendered  the  chivalry  of  Spain  so  famous. 
His  name  was  Juanito.  The  second,  Felipe,  w^as  aged  about 
t^^'«nty  ;  he  was  like  Clara.  The  youngest  was  eight,  .Manuel ; 
a  painter  would  have  found  in  his  features  a  trace  of  that  Roman 
steadfastness  which  David  has  given  to  children's  faces  in  his 
episodes  of  the  Republic.  The  old  Marques,  his  head  still 
covered  with  white  locks,  seemed  to  have  come  forth  from  a 
picture  of  Murillo.  The  young  officer  shook  his  head.  When 
he  looked  at  them,  he  was  hopeless  that  he  would  ever  see  the 
bargain  proposed  by  the  General  accepted  by  either  of  the  four ; 
nevertheless  he  ventured  to  impart  it  to  Clara.  At  first  she 
shuddered,  Spaniard  though  she  was ;  then,  immediately  re- 
covering her  calm  demeanor,  she  went  and  knelt  dow^i  before 
her  father. 

"  Father,"  she  said,  "  make  Juanito  swear  to  obey  faithfully 
any  orders  that  you  give  him,  and  we  shall  be  content." 

The  Marquesii  trembled  with  hope  ;  but  when  she  leant 
towards  her  husband,  and  heard  —  she  wdio  was  a  mother  —  the 
horrible  confidence  whispered  by  Clara,  she  swooned  away. 
Juanito   understood   all ;  he  leapt  up  like  a  lion  in  its  cage. 

xni.— 2 
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After  obtaining  an  assurance  of  perfect  submission  from  the 
Marques,  Victor  took  upon  himself  to  send  away  the  soldiers. 
The  servants  were  led  out,  handed  over  to  the  executioner,  and 
hanged.  When  the  family  had  no  guard  but  Victor  to  watch 
them,  the  old  father  rose  and  said,  "  Juanito." 

Juanito  made  no  answer,  except  by  a  movement  of  the  head, 
equivalent  to  a  refusal ;  then  he  fell  back  in  his  seat,  and  stared 
at  his  parents  with  eyes  dry  and  terrible  to  look  upon.  Clara 
went  and  sat  on  his  knee,  put  her  arm  round  his  neck,  and 
kissed  his  eyelids. 

"My  dear  Juanito,"  she  said  gayly,  "  if  thou  didst  only  know 
how  sweet  death  would  be  to  me  if  it  were  given  by  thee,  I 
should  not  have  to  endure  the  odious  touch  of  the  headsman's 
hands.  Thou  wilt  cure  me  of  the  woes  that  were  in  store  for 
me — and,  dear  Juanito,  thou  couldst  not  bear  to  see  me  belong 

to  another,  well "     Her  soft  eyes  cast  one  look  of  fire  at 

Victor,  as  if  to  awaken  in  Juanito's  heart  his  horror   of   the 
French. 

"Have  courage,"  said  his  brother  Felipe,  "or  else  our  race, 
that  has  almost  given  kings  to  Spain,  will  be  extinct." 

Suddenly  Clara  rose,  the  group  which  had  formed  round 
Juanito  separated,  and  this  son,  dutiful  in  his  disobedience,  saw 
his  aged  father  standing  before  him,  and  heard  him  cry  in  a 
solemn  voice,  "Juanito,  I  command  thee." 

The  young  Count  remained  motionless.  His  father  fell  on 
his  knees  before  him  ;  Clara,  Manuel,  and  Felipe  did  the  same 
instinctively.  They  all  stretched  out  their  hands  to  him  as  to 
one  who  was  to  save  their  family  from  oblivion  ;  they  seemed 
to  repeat  their  father's  words  —  "My  son,  hast  thou  lost  the 
energy,  the  true  chivalry  of  Spain  ?  How  long  wilt  thou  leave 
thy  father  on  his  knees?  What  right  hast  thou  to  think  of 
thine  own  life  and  its  suffering?  Madam,  is  this  a  son  of 
mine  ?  "  continued  the  old  man,  turning  to  his  wife. 

"  He  consents,"  cried  she  in  despair.  She  saw  a  movement 
in  Juanito's  eyelids,  and  she  alone  understood  its  meaning. 

Mariquita,  the  second  daughter,  still  knelt  on  her  knees,  and 
clasped  her  mother  in  her  fragile  arms ;  her  little  brother 
Maiinel,  seeing  her  weeping  hot  tears,  began  to  chide  her.  At 
tliis  moment  the  almoner  of  the  castle  came  in  ;  lie  was  imme- 
diately surrounded  by  the  rest  of  the  family  and  brought  to 
Juanito.  Victor  could  bear  this  scene  no  longer  ;  lie  made  a 
biyn  to  Clara,  and  liastencd  away  to  make  one  last  effort  with 
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the  General.  He  found  him  in  high  good  Immor  in  the  middle 
of  the  banquet,  drinking  with  his  olTicers  ;  they  were  beginning 
to  make  merry. 

An  hour  later  a  hundred  of  the  principal  inhabitants  of 
Menda  came  up  to  the  terrace,  in  obedience  to  the  General's 
orders,  to  witness  the  execution  of  the  family  of  Leganes.  A 
detachment  of  soldiers  was  drawn  up  to  keep  back  these 
Spanish  burghers  who  were  ranged  under  the  gallows  on  which 
the  servants  of  the  Marques  still  hung.  The  feet  of  these  mar- 
tyrs almost  touched  their  heads.  Thirty  yards  from  them  a 
block  had  been  set  up,  and  by  it  gleamed  a  scimiter.  The 
headsman  also  was  present,  in  cetee  of  Juanito's  refusal.  Pres- 
ently, in  the  midst  of  the  profoundest  silence,  the  Spaniards 
heard  the  footsteps  of  several  persons  approaching,  the  meas- 
ured tread  of  a  company  of  soldiers,  and  the  faint  clinking 
of  their  muskets.  These  diverse  sounds  were  mingled  with 
the  merriment  of  the  officers'  banquet,  —  just  as  before  it  was 
the  music  of  the  dance  which  had  concealed  preparations  for 
a  treacherous  massacre.  All  eyes  were  turned  towards  the 
castle ;  the  noble  family  was  seen  advancing  with  incredible 
dignity.  Every  face  was  calm  and  serene ;  one  man  only 
leant,  pale  and  haggard,  on  the  arm  of  the  Priest.  Upon  this 
man  he  lavished  all  the  consolations  of  religion  —  upon  the  only 
one  of  them  doomed  to  live.  The  executioner  understood,  as 
did  all  the  rest,  that  for  that  day  Juanito  had  undertaken  the 
office  himself.  The  aged  Marques  and  his  wife,  Clara,  Mari- 
quita,  and  their  two  brothers,  came  and  knelt  down  a  few 
steps  from  the  fatal  spot.  Juanito  was  led  thither  by  the 
Priest.  As  he  approached  the  block  the  executioner  touched 
him  by  the  sleeve  and  drew  him  aside,  probably  to  give  him 
certain  instructions. 

The  Confessor  placed  the  victims  in  such  a  position  that 
they  could  not  see  the  executioner  ;  but  like  true  Spaniards, 
they  knelt  erect  without  a  sign  of  emotion. 

Clara  was  the  first  to  spring  forward  to  her  brother. 
"Juanito,"  she  said,  "have  pity  on  my  faint-heartedness  ;  begin 
with  me." 

At  that  moment  they  heard  the  footsteps  of  a  man  running 
at  full  speed,  and  Victor  arrived  on  the  tragic  scene.  Clara 
was  already  on  her  knees,  already  her  white  neck  seemed  to 
invite  the  edge  of  the  scimiter.  A  deadly  pallor  fell  upon  the 
officer,  but  he  still  found  strength  to  run  on. 
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"  The  General  grants  thee  thy  life  if  tliou  wilt  uicuny  me,"  be 
said  to  her  in  a  low  voice. 

The  Spaniard  cast  a  look  of  proud  disdain  on  the  officer. 
"  Strike,  Juanito,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  of  profound  meaning. 

Her  head  rolled  at  Victor's  feet.  When  the  Marquesa  heard 
the  sound  a  convulsive  start  escaped  her  ;  this  was  the  only 
sign  of  her  affliction. 

"■Am  1  placed  right  so,  dear  Juanito?"  little  Manuel  asked 
his  brother. 

"  Ah,  thou  weepest,  jNIariquita  !  "  said  Juanito  to  his  sister. 

'•  Yes,"  answered  the  girl ;  "  1  was  thinking  of  thee,  my 
poor  Juanito  ;  thou  wilt  be  so  unhappy  without  us." 

At  length  the  noble  tigure  of  the  Marques  appeared.  He 
looked  at  the  blood  of  his  children  ;  then  he  turned  to  the 
spectators,  who  stood  mute  and  motionless  before  him.  He 
stretched  out  his  hands  to  Juanito,  and  said  in  a  firm  voice  : 
"  Spaniards,  I  give  my  son  a  father's  blessing.  Now,  Blarques^ 
strike  without  fear,  as  thou  art  without  fault." 

But  when  Juanito  saw  his  mother  approach,  supported  by 
the  Confessor,  he  groaned  aloud,  ''  She  fed  me  at  her  own 
breast."  His  cry  seemed  to  tear  a  shout  of  horror  from  the 
lips  of  the  crowd.  At  this  terrible  sound  the  noise  of  the  ban- 
quet and  the  laughter  and  merrymaking  of  the  officers  died 
away.  The  jNlarquesa  comprehended  that  Juanito's  courage 
was  exhausted.  With  one  leap  she  had  thrown  herself  over 
the  balustrade,  and  her  head  was  dashed  to  pieces  against 
the  rocks  below.  A  shout  of  admiration  burst  forth.  Juanito 
fell  to  the  ground  in  a  swoon. 

"  Marchand  has  just  been  telling  me  something  about  this 
execution,"  said  a  half-drunken  officer.  "  I'll  warrant.  General, 
it  wasn't  by  your  orders  that " 

"  l^Iave  you  forgotten,  Messieurs,"  cried  General  Gautier, 
"  that  during  the  next  month  there  will  be  live  Imndred  French 
families  in  tears,  and  that  we  are  in  Spain?  Do  you  wish  to 
leave  your  V>ones  liere?" 

After  this  speech  there  was  not  a  man,  not  even  a  sublieu- 
teiiaut,  who  dared  to  empty  his  glass. 

Ill  Hjjitc  of  tlic  respect  witli  which  he  is  surrounded  —  in 
8I)ite  of  the  title  of  Kl  Vcrdiigo  (the  executioner),  bestowed 
uj)oii  him  a8  a  title  of  nobility  by  the  King  of  Spain  —  the 
Marques  de  l^egaues  is  a   prey  to   melancholy.     He   lives   in 
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solitiule,  and  is  rarely  seen.  Overwhelmed  with  the  load  of 
his  glorious  crime,  he  seems  only  to  await  tho  birth  of  a  second 
son,  impatient  to  seek  again  the  company  of  those  Shades  who 
are  about  his  path  continually. 

W.  W. 


FROM   "THE   DEVIL'S   DRIVE." 

By  lord  BYRON. 

The  Devil  returned  to  hell  by  two, 

And  he  stayed  at  home  till  five ; 
A\hen  he  dined  on  some  homicides  done  in  ragoiU, 

And  a  rebel  or  so  in  an  Irish  stew, 
And  sausages  made  of  a  self-slain  Jew  — 
And  bethought  himself  what  next  to  do, 

"And,"  quoth  he,  "I'll  take  a  drive. 
I  walked  in  the  morning,  I'll  ride  to-night; 
In  darkness  my  children  take  most  delight. 

And  I'll  see  how  my  favorites  thrive. 

"And  what  shall  I  ride  in  ?"  quoth  Lucifer  then  — 

"  If  I  followed  my  taste,  indeed, 
I  should  mount  in  a  wagon  of  wounded  men. 

And  smile  to  see  them  bleed. 
But  these  will  be  furnished  again  and  again, 

And  at  present  my  purpose  is  speed ; 
To  see  ray  manor  as  much  as  I  may, 
And  watch  tliat  no  souls  shall  be  poached  away. 

"  I  have  a  state  coach  at  Carlton  House, 

A  chariot  in  Seymour  Place ; 
But  they're  lent  to  two  friends,  Avho  make  me  amends 

By  driving  my  favorite  pace: 
And  they  handle  their  reins  with  such  a  grace, 
I  have  something  for  both  at  the  end  of  their  race. 

"So  now  for  the  earth  to  take  my  chance." 

Then  up  to  the  earth  sprung  he ; 
Anrl  making  a  jump  from  Moscow  to  France, 

He  stepped  across  the  sea. 
And  rested  his  hoof  on  a  turnpike  road, 
No  very  great  way  from  a  bishop's  abode. 
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But  first  as  he  flew,  T  forgot  to  say, 
That  he  hovered  a  moment  upon  his  way 

To  look  upon  Leipsic  plain ; 
And  so  sweet  to  his  eye  was  its  sulphury  glare, 
And  so  soft  to  his  ear  was  the  cry  of  despair, 

That  he  perched  on  a  mountain  of  slain ; 
And  he  gazed  with  delight  from  its  growing  height, 
Nor  often  on  earth  had  he  seen  such  a  sight, 

Nor  his  work  done  half  as  well  : 
For  the  field  ran  so  red  with  the  blood  of  the  dead, 

That  it  blushed  like  the  waves  of  hell ! 
Then  loudly,  and  wildly,  and  long  laughed  he: 
"Methinks  they  have  here  little  need  of  vie!" 


But  the  softest  note  that  soothed  his  ear 

Was  the  sound  of  a  wadow  sighing; 
And  the  sweetest  sight  was  the  icy  tear, 
"Which  horror  froze  in  the  blue  eye  clear 

Of  a  maid  by  her  lover  lying  — 
As  round  her  fell  her  long  fair  hair; 
And  she  looked  to  heaven  with  that  frenzied  air, 
Which  seemed  to  ask  if  a  God  were  there ! 
And,  stretched  by  the  wall  of  a  ruined  hut, 
With  its  hollow  cheeks,  and  eyes  half  shut, 

A  child  of  famine  dying : 
And  the  carnage  begun,  when  resistance  is  done. 

And  the  fall  of  the  vainly  flying ! 


o>»C« 
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CHORUS. 


Ill  thoughts  breed  fear,  and  fear  ill  words  ;  but  these 
The  Gods  turn  from  us  that  have  kept  their  law. 

Let  us  lift  up  the  strength  of  our  hearts  in  song,  [str.  i. 

And  our  souls  to  the  height  of  the  darkling  day. 
If  the  wind  in  our  eyes  blow  blood  for  spray, 
Be  the  spirit  that  breathes  in  us  life  more  strong, 
Though  the  prow  reel  round  and  the  helm  point  wrong, 

And  sharp  reefs  whiten  the  shoreward  way 
For  the  steersman  time  sits  hidden  astern,  lAnt.  6. 

With  dark  hand  plying  the  rudder  of  doom, 
And  the  surf-smoke  under  it  flies  like  fume 
As  the  blast  shears  off  and  the  oar-blades  churn 
The  foam  of  our  lives  that  to  death  return, 
Blown  back  as  they  break  to  the  gulfing  gloom. 
What  cloud  upon  heaven  is  arisen,  what  shadow,  what  sound,  [str.2. 
From  the  world  beyond  earth,  from  the  night  underground, 
That  scatters  from  wings  unbeholden    the  weight  of   its  darkness 
around  ? 
For  the  sense  of  my  spirit  is  broken,  and  blinded  its  eye,       [Ant.  2. 
As  the  soul  of  a  sick  man  ready  to  die, 
With  fear  of  the  hour  that  is  on  me,  with  dread  if  an  end  be  not 
nigh. 
O  Earth,  0  Gods  of  the  land,  have  ye  heart  now  to  see  and  to 
hear  [Str.  d. 

What  slays  with  terror  mine  eyesight  and  seals  mine  ear  ? 
O  fountains  of  streams  everlasting,  are  all  ye  not  shrunk  up  and 
withered  for  fear  ? 
Lo,  night  is  arisen  on  the  noon,  and  her  hounds  are  in  quest  by 
day,  [Ant.  3. 

And  the  world  is  fulfilled  of  the  noise  of  them  crying  for  their 
prey, 
And  the  sun's  self  stricken  in  heaven,  and  cast  out  of  his  course  as  a 
blind  man  astray. 
From  east  to  west  of  the  south  sea-line  [Str.  4. 

Glitters  the  lightning  of  spears  that  shine  ; 
As  a  storm-cloud  swoln  that  comes  up  from  the  skirts  of  the  sea 
By  the  wind  for  helmsman  to  shoreward  ferried. 
So  black  behind  them  the  live  storm  serried 
Shakes  earth  with  the  tramp  of  its  foot,  and  the  terror  to  be. 

Shall  the  sea  give  death  whom  the  land  gave  birth?  [Ant.  4. 

0  Earth,  fair  mother,  O  sweet  live  Earth, 
Hide  us  again  in  thy  womb  from  the  waves  of  it,  help  us  or  hide. 
As  a  sword  is  the  heart  of  the  God  thy  brother. 
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But  thine  as  the  heart  of  a  new-made  mother, 
To  dehver  thy  sons  from  his  ravin,  and  rage  of  his  tide. 

O  strong  north  wind,  the  pilot  of  cloud  and  rain,  istr.  5. 

For  the  gifts  we  gave  thee  what  gift  hast  thou  given  us  again  ? 
O  God  dark-winged,  deep-throated,  a  terror  to  forth-faring  ships  by 
night. 
What  bride-song  is  this  that  is  blown  on  the  blast  of  thy  breath  ? 
A  gift  but  of  grief  to  thy  kinsmen,  a  song  but  of  death. 
For  the  bride's  folk  weeping,  and  woe  for  her  father,  who  finds  thee 
against  him  in  fight. 
Turn  back  from  us,  turn  thy  battle,  take  heed  of  our  cry ;     [Atit.  5. 
Let  thy  dread  breath  sound,  and  the  waters  of  war  be  dry ; 
Let  thy  strong  wrath  shatter  the  strength  of  our  foemen,  the  sword 
of  their  strength  and  the  shield  ; 
As  vapours  in  heaven,  or  as  waves  or  the  wrecks  of  ships, 
So  break  thou  the  ranks  of  their  spears  with  the  breath  of  thy 
lips, 
Till  their  corpses  have  covered  and  clothed  as  with  raiment  the  face 
of  the  sword-ploughed  field. 
0  son  of  the  rose-red  morning,  0  God  twin-born  with  the  day,  [str.  6. 
O  wind  with  the  young  sun  waking,  and  winged  for  the  same  wide 
way. 
Give  up  not  the  house  of  thy  kin  to  the  host  thou  hast  marshalled 
from  northward  for  prey. 
From  the  cold  of   thy  cradle  in  Thrace,  from  the  mists  of  the 
fountains  of  night,  ^Ant.  6. 

From  the  bride-bed  of  dawn  whence  day  leaps  laughing,  on  fire 
for  his  flight. 
Come  down  with  their  doom  in  thine  hand  on  the  ships  thou  hast 

brought  up  against  us  to  fight. 
For  now  not  in  word  l)ut  in  deed  is  the  harvest  of  spears  begun,  [str.  7- 
And  its  clamour  outbellows  the  thunder,  its  lightning  outlightens  the 

sun. 
From  the  springs  of  the  morning  it  thunders  and  lightens  across 

and  afar 
To  the  wave  where  the  moonset  ends  and  the  fall  of  the  last  low 

star. 
With  a  trampling  of  drenched  red  hoofs  and  an  earthquake  of  men 

that  meet, 
Strong  war  sets  hand  to  the  scythe,  and  the  furrows  take  fire  from 

his  feet. 
Earth  groans  from  her  great  rent  heart,  and  the  hollows  of  rocks  are 

afraid, 
And  the  mountains  are  moved,  and  the  valleys  as  waves  in  a  storm- 
wind  swayed. 
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From  the  roots  of  the  hills  to  the  plain's  dim  verge  and  the  dark 

loud  shore, 
Air  shudders  with  shrill  spears  crossing,  and  hurtling  of  wheels  that 

roar. 
As  the  grinding  of  teeth  in  the  jaws  of  a  lion  that  foam  as  they  gnash 
Is  the  shriek  of  the  axles  that  loosen,  the  shock  of  the  poles  that 

crash. 
The  dense  manes  darken  and  glitter,  the  mouths  of  the  mad  steeds 

champ, 
Their  heads  flash  blind  through  the  battle,  and  death's  foot  rings  in 

their  tramp. 
For  a  fourfold  host  upon  earth  and  in  heaven  is  arraj'ed  for  the  fight, 
Clouds  ruining  in  thunder  and  armies  encountering  as  clouds  in  the 

night. 
Mine  ears  are  amazed  with  the  terror  of  trumpets,  with  darkness 

mine  eyes, 
At  the  sound  of  the  sea's  host  charging  that  deafens  the  roar  of  the 

sky's. 
White  frontlet  is  dashed  upon  frontlet,  and  horse  against  horse  reels 

hurled , 
And  the  gorge  of  the  gulfs  of  the  battle  is  wide  for  the  spoil  of  the 

world. 
And  the  meadows   are  cumbered  with  shipwreck  of   chariots  that 

founder  on  land,  [A»f.  7. 

And  the  horsemen  are  broken  with  breach  as  of  breakers,  and  scat- 
tered as  sand. 
Through  the  roar  and  recoil  of  the  charges  that  mingle  their  cries 

and  confound. 
Like  fire  are  the  notes  of  the  trumpets  that  flash  through  the  dark- 
ness of  sound. 
As  the  swing  of  the  sea  churned  yellow  that  sways  with  the  wind  as 

it  swells 
Is  the  lift  and  relapse  of  the  wave  of  the  chargers  that  clash  witli 

their  bells  ; 
And  the  clang  of  the  sharp  shrill  brass  through  the  burst  of  the  wave 

as  it  shocks 
Kings  clean  as  the  clear  wind's  cry  through  the  roar  of  the  surge  on 

the  rocks  : 
And  the  heads  of  the  steeds  in  their  headgear  of  war,  and  their 

corsleted  breasts, 
Gleam  broad  as  the  brows  of  the  billows  that  brighten  the  storm 

with  their  crests, 
Gleam  dread  as  their  bosoms  that  heave  to  the  shipwrecking  wind 

as  they  rise. 
Filled  full  of  the  terror  and  thunder  of  water,  that  slays  as  it  dies. 
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So  dire  is  the  glare  of  their  foreheads,  so  fearful  the  fire  of  their 
breath, 

And  the  hght  of  their  eyeballs  enkindled  so  bright  with  the  light- 
nings of  death  ; 

And  the  foam  of  their  mouths  as  the  sea's  when  the  jaws  of  its  gulf 
are  as  graves, 

And  the  ridge  of  their  necks  as  the  wind-shaken  mane  on  the  ridges 
of  waves  : 

And  their  fetlocks  afire  as  they  rear  drip  thick  with  a  dewfall  of 
blood 

As  the  lips  of  the  rearing  breaker  with  froth  of  the  manslaying 
flood. 

And  the  whole  plain  reels  and  resounds  as  the  fields  of  the  sea  by 
night 

When  the  stroke  of  the  wind  falls  darkling,  and  death  is  the  sea- 
farer's light. 

But  thou,  fair  beauty  of  heaven,  dear  face  of  the  day  nigh  dead,   [Epode. 

"What  horror  hath  hidden  thy  glory,  what  hand  hath  muffled  thine 

head? 

0  sun,  with  what  song  shall  we  call  thee,  or  ward  off  thy  wrath 

by  what  name. 

With  what  prayer  shall  we  seek  to  thee,  sooth  with  what  incense, 

assuage  with  what  gift. 
If  thy  light  be  such  only  as  lightens  to  deathward  the  seaman  adrift 
With  the  fire  of  his  house  for  a  beacon,  that  foemen  have  wasted 
with  flame  ? 
Arise  now,  lift  up  thy  light ;  give  ear  to  us,  put  forth  thine  hand, 
Eeach  toward  us  thy  torch  of  deliverance,  a  lamp  for  the  night  of 
the  land. 
Thine  eye  is  the  light  of  the  living,  no  lamp  for  the  dead  ; 
O,  lift  up  the  light  of  thine  eye  on  the  dark  of  our  dread. 
Who  hath  blinded  thee  ?  who  hath  prevailed  on  thee  ?  who  hath 

ensnared  ? 
Who  hath  broken  thy  bow,  and  the  shafts  for  thy  battle  prepared  ? 
Have  they  found  out  a  fetter  to  l)ind  thee,  a  chain  for  thine  arm  that 

was  bared  ? 
Be  the  name  of  thy  conqueror   set   forth,  and  the   might  of  thy 
master  declared. 
0  God,  fair  God  of  the  morning,  0  glory  of  day, 
What  ails  thee  to  cast  from  thy  forehead  its  garland  away  ? 
To  pluck  from  thy  temples  th(;ir  chaplet  cnwreathcd  of  the  light, 
.\nd  bind  on  the  brows  of  thy  godhead  a  frontlet  of  night? 
Tliou  hast  loosened  tbo    necks  of    thino  horses,   and  goaded  their 
flanks  with  alTright, 
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To  the  race  of  a  course  that  we  know  not  on  ways  that  are  hid  from 

our  sight. 
As  a  wind  through  the  darkness  the  wheels  of  their  chariot  are 

whirled, 
And  the  light  of  its  passage  is  night  on  the  face  of  the  world. 
And  there  falls  from  the  wings  of  thy  glory  no  help  from  on  high, 
But  a  shadow  that  smites  us  with  fear  and  desire  of  thine  eye. 
For  our  hearts  are  as  i-eeds  that  a  wind  on  the  water  bows  down 

and  goes  by. 
To  behold  not  thy  comfort  in  heaven  that  hath  left  us  untimely  to 
die. 
But  what  light  is  it  now  leaps  forth  on  the  land 
Enkindling  the  waters  and  ways  of  the  air 
From  thy  forehead  made  bare, 
From  the  gleam  of  thy  bow-bearing  hand  ? 
Hast  thou  set  not  thy  left  hand  again  to  the  string, 
With  the  back-bowed  horns  bent  sharp  for  a  spring 
And  the  barbed  shaft  drawn. 
Till  the  shrill  steel  sing  and  the  tense  nerve  ring 
That  pierces  the  heart  of  the  dark  with  dawn, 
O  huntsman,  0  king, 
When  the  llame  of  thy  face  hath  twilight  in  chase 

As  a  hound  hath  a  blood-mottled  fawn  ? 
He  has  glanced  into  golden  the  grey  sea-strands. 
And  the  clouds  are  shot  through  with  the  fires  of  his  hands, 
And  the  height  of  the  hollow  of  heaven  that  he  fills 
As  the  heart  of  a  strong  man  is  quickened  and  thrills  ; 
High  over  the  folds  of  the  low-lying  lands. 
On  the  shadowless  hills 
As  a  guard  on  his  watchtower  he  stands. 
All  earth  and  all  ocean,  all  depth  and  all  height, 
At  the  flash  of  an  eyebeam  are  filled  with  his  might  • 
The  sea  roars  backward,  the  storm  drops  dumb, 
And  silence  as  dew  on  the  fire  of  the  fight 
Falls  kind  in  our  ears  as  his  face  in  om'  sight 

With  presage  of  peace  to  come. 
Fresh  hope  in  my  heart  from  the  ashes  of  dread 
Leaps  clear  as  a  flame  from  the  pyres  of  the  dead. 

That  joy  out  of  woe 
May  arise  as  the  spring  out  of  tempest  and  snow, 
With  the  flower-feasted  month  in  her  hands  rose-red 
Borne  soft  as  a  babe  from  the  bearing-bed. 
Yet  it  knows  not  indeed  if  a  God  be  friend, 
If  rescue  may  be  from  the  rage  of  the  sea, 
Or  the  wrath  of  its  lord  have  end. 
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For  the  season  is  full  now  of  death  or  of  birth, 

To  bring  forth  life,  or  an  end  of  all ; 
And  we  know  not  if  anything  stand  or  fall 
That  is  girdled  about  with  the  round  sea's  girth 

As  a  town  with  its  wall ; 
But  thou  that  are  highest  of  the  Gods  most  high. 
That  art  lord  if  we  Uve,  that  art  lord  though  we  die, 
Have  heed  of  the  tongues  of  our  terror  that  cry 
For  a  grace  to  the  children  of  Earth. 


KUEAL    EIDE    THEOUGH    HAMPSHIEE,    SUEEEY, 
AND    SUSSEX. 

By  WILLIA]\I  COBBETT. 

10  December,  1822. 

At  Bower  I  got  instructions  to  go  to  Hawkley,  but  accom- 
panied with  most  earnest  advice  not  to  go  that  way,  for  that  it 
was  impossible  to  get  along.  The  roads  were  represented  as  so 
bad ;  the  floods  so  much  out ;  the  hills  and  bogs  so  dangerous ; 
that,  really,  I  began  to  doubt ;  and,  if  I  had  not  been  brought 
up  amongst  the  clays  of  the  Holt  Forest  and  the  bogs  of  the 
neighbouring  heaths,  I  should  certainly  have  turned  off  to  my 
right,  to  go  over  Hindhead,  great  as  was  my  objection  to  going 
that  way.     "Well,  then,"  said  my  friend  at  Bower,  "if  you 

wiJl  go   that  way,  by  G ,  you   must   go  down  Hawldey 

Hanger; "  of  which  he  then  gave  me  such  a  description  !  But, 
even  this  I  found  to  fall  short  of  the  reality.  I  inquired  simply 
whether  x>^ople  were  in  the  habit  of  going  down  it ;  and  the 
answer  being  in  the  allirmative,  on  I  went  through  green  lanes 
and  bridle-ways  till  I  came  to  the  turnpike-road  from  Peters- 
fioUl  to  Winchester,  which  I  crossed,  going  into  a  narrow  and 
almost  untrodden  green  lane,  on  the  side  of  which  I  found  a 
cottage.  Upon  my  asking  the  way  to  HmcUeij,  the  woman 
at  the  cottage  said,  "Eight  up  the  lane,  sir:  you'll  come  to 
a  hanrfrr  presently:  you  must  take  care,  sir:  you  can't  ride 
down  :  will  your  horse  cjo  alone  ?  " 

On  we  trotted  up  this  pretty  green  lane;  and,  indeed,  we 
had  been  coming  gently  and  generally  up  hill  for  a  good  while. 
The  lane  was  between  highish  banks  and  pretty  high  stuff 
growing  on  i\u-  banks,  so  that  we  could  see  no  distance  from 
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US,  and  could  receive  not  the  smallest  hint  of  what  was  so  near 
at  hand.  The  lane  had  a  httle  turn  towards  the  end ;  so  that, 
out  we  came,  all  in  a  moment,  at  the  very  edge  of  the  hanger  ! 
And,  never,  in  all  my  life,  was  I  so  surprised  and  so  delighted ! 
I  pulled  up  my  horse,  and  sat  and  looked  ;  and  it  was  like  look- 
ing from  the  top  of  a  castle  down  into  the  sea,  except  that  the 
valley  was  land  and  not  water.  I  looked  at  my  servant,  to  see 
what  effect  this  unexpected  sight  had  upon  him.  His  surprise 
was  as  great  as  mine,  though  he  had  heen  bred  amongst  the 
North  Hampshire  hills.  Those  who  had  so  strenuously  dwelt 
on  the  dirt  and  dangers  of  this  route  had  not  said  a  word  about 
beauties,  the  matchless  beauties  of  the  scenery.  These  hangers 
are  v/oods  on  the  sides  of  very  steep  hills.  The  trees  and 
underwood  hang,  in  some  sort,  to  the  ground,  instead  of  stand- 
ing on  it.  Hence  these  places  are  called  Hangers.  From  the 
summit  of  that  which  I  had  now  to  descend,  I  looked  dow-n 
upon  the  villages  of  Hawkley,  Greatham,  Selborne,  and  some 
others. 

From  the  south-east,  round,  southward,  to  the  north-west, 
the  main  valley  has  cross-valleys  running  out  of  it,  the  hills  on 
the  sides  of  w^hich  are  very  steep,  and,  in  parts,  covered  with 
wood.  The  hills  that  form  these  cross-valleys  run  out  into  the 
main  valley,  like  piers  into  the  sea.  Two  of  these  promon- 
tories, of  great  height,  are  on  the  west  side  of  the  main  valley, 
and  were  the  first  objects  that  struck  my  sight  when  I  came  to 
the  edge  of  the  hanger,  which  was  on  the  south.  The  ends  of 
these  promontories  are  nearly  perpendicular,  and  their  tops  so 
high  in  the  air,  that  you  cannot  look  at  the  village  below  with- 
out something  like  a  feeling  of  apprehension.  The  leaves  are 
all  off,  the  hop-poles  are  in  stack,  the  fields  have  little  verdure ; 
but,  while  the  spot  is  beautiful  beyond  description  even  now% 
I  must  leave  to  imagination  to  suppose  what  it  is  when  the 
trees  and  hangers  and  hedges  are  in  leaf,  the  corn  waving,  the 
meadows  bright,  and  the  hops  upon  the  poles ! 

From  the  south -w^est,  round,  eastward,  to  the  north,  lie  the 
heaths,  of  w^hich  Woolmer  Forest  makes  a  part,  and  these  go 
gradually  rising  up  to  Hindhead,  the  crown  of  which  is  to  the 
north-west,  leaving  the  rest  of  the  circle  (the  part  from  north 
to  north-west)  to  be  occupied  by  a  continuation  of  the  valley 
towards  Headley,  Binstead,  Frensham,  and  the  Holt  Forest. 
So  that  even  the  contrast  in  the  view  from  the  top  of  the 
hanger  is  as  great  as  can  possibly  be  imagined.   Men,  however. 
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are  not  to  have  such  beautiful  views  as  this  without  some 
trouble.  We  had  had  the  view  ;  but  we  had  to  go  down  the 
hanger.  ^Ye  had,  indeed,  some  roads  to  get  along  as  well  as 
we  could,  afterwards;  but,  we  had  to  get  down  the  hanger  first. 
The  horses  took  the  lead,  and  crept  partly  down  upon  their 
feet,  and  partly  upon  their  hocks.  It  was  extremely  slippery 
too;  for  the  soil  is  a  sort  of  marl,  or,  as  they  call  it  here, 
maume,  or  mame,  w4iich  is,  when  wet,  very  much  like  greij 
soap.  In  such  a  case  it  was  hkely  that  I  should  keep  in  the 
rear,  which  I  did,  and  I  descended  by  taking  hold  of  the 
branches  of  the  underwood,  and  so  letting  myself  down. 
When  w^e  got  to  the  bottom,  I  bade  my  man,  when  he  should 
go  back  to  Uphusband,  tell  the  people  there  that  Ashmans- 
worth  Lane  is  not  the  worst  piece  of  road  in  the  world.  Our 
worst,  however,  was  not  come  yet,  nor  had  we  by  any  means 
seen  the  most  novel  sights. 

After  crossing  a  little  field  and  going  through  a  farmyard 
we  came  into  a  lane,  which  was,  at  once,  road  and  river.  We 
found  a  hard  bottom,  however  ;  and  when  we  got  out  of  the 
water,  we  got  into  a  lane  wdth  high  banks.  The  banks  were 
quarries  of  white  stone,  hke  Portland  stone,  and  the  bed  of  the 
road  was  of  the  same  stone ;  and  the  rains  having  been  heavy 
for  a  day  or  two  before,  the  whole  was  as  clean  and  as  white 
as  the  steps  of  a  fund-holder  or  dead-weight  doorway  in  one  of 
the  squares  of  the  We)i.  Here  wei'e  we,  then,  going  along 
a  stone  road  with  stone  banks,  and  yet  the  underwood  and 
trees  grew  well  upon  the  tops  of  the  banks.  In  the  solid  stone 
beneath  us,  there  was  a  horse-track  and  wheel-tracks,  the  former 
about  three  and  the  latter  about  six  inches  deep.  How  many, 
manv  ages  it  must  have  taken  the  horses'  feet,  the  wheels,  and 
the  water  to  wear  down  this  stone  so  as  to  form  a  hollow  way  ! 
The  horses  seemed  alarmed  at  tlieir  situation  ;  they  trod  witli 
fear;  but  they  took  us  along  very  nicely,  and,  at  last,  got  us 
safe  into  the  indescribable  dirt  and  mire  of  the  road  from 
Hawkley  Green  to  Greatham.  Here  the  bottom  of  all  the 
land  is  this  solid  white  stone,  and  the  top  is  that  mame,  which 
I  have  before  described.  The  hop-roots  penetrate  down  into 
this  «tone.  How  decjp  the  stone  may  be  I  know  not;  but, 
wh(!n  I  come  to  look  up  at  the  end  of  one  of  the  piers,  or  pro- 
montories, mentioned  above,  I  found  that  it  was  all  of  tlio  same 
stone. 

At  Hawkley  (rrccn.  f  askfd  :i  fnnii' r  tli«'  wny  in  Tlinrslcy. 


RTT>E  THROUGH  HAMPSHIRE,  SURREY,  AND  SUSSEX.  5879 

He  pointed  to  one  of  two  roads  going  from  the  green  ;  but,  it 
appearing  to  me  that  that  would  lead  me  up  to  the  London 
road  and  over  Hindhead,  I  gave  him  to  understand  that  I  was 
resolved  to  get  along,  somehow  or  other,  through  the  "low 
countries."  He  besought  me  not  to  think  of  it.  However, 
finding  me  resolved,  he  got  a  man  to  go  a  little  way  to  put  me 
into  the  Greatham  road.  The  man  came,  but  the  farmer  could 
not  let  me  go  off  without  renewing  his  entreaties  that  I  would 
go  away  to  Liphook,  in  which  entreaties  the  man  joined,  though 
he  was  to  be  paid  very  well  for  his  trouble. 

Off  we  went,  however,  to  Greatham.  I  am  thinking  whether 
I  ever  did  see  loorse  roads.  Upon  the  whole,  I  think  I  have; 
though  I  am  not  sure  that  the  roads  of  New  Jersey,  between 
Trenton  and  Elizabeth-Town,  at  the  breaking  up  of  winter,  be 
worse.  Talk  of  shows  indeed  !  Take  a  piece  of  this  road;  just 
a  cut  across,  and  a  rod  long,  and  carry  it  up  to  London.  That 
would  be  something  like  a  shoiv  I 

Upon  leaving  Greatham  we  came  out  upon  Woolmer  Forest. 

Just  as  we  were  coming  out  of  Greatham,  I  asked  a  man  the 

way  to  Thursley.     "You  must  go  to  Liphook,  sir,"  said  he. 

"But,"  I  said,  "I  ivill  not  go  to  Liphook."     These  people 

seemed  to  be  posted  at  all  these  stages,  to  turn  me  aside  from 

my  purpose,  and  to  make  me  go  over  that  Hindhead,  which  I 

had  resolved  to  avoid.     I  went  on  a  little  further,  and  asked 

another  man  the  w^ay  to  Headley,  which,  as  I  have  already 

observed,  hes  on  the  western  foot  of  Hindhead,  whence  I  knew 

there  must  be  a  road  to  Thursley  (which  lies  at  the  north-east 

foot)  without  going  over  that  miserable  hill.   The  man  told  me, 

that  I  must  go  across  the  forest.     I  asked  him  whether  it  was 

a  good  road.     "  It  is  a  soimd  road,"  said  he,  laying  a  weighty 

emphasis  upon  the  word  sound.     "  Do  people  go  it?"  said  I. 

"  Ye-es,"  said  he.     "  Oh  then,"  said  I,  to  my  man,  "  as  it  is  a 

sound  road,  keep  you  close  to  my  heels,  and  do  not  attempt  to 

go  aside,  not  even  for  a  foot."     Indeed,  it  was  a  sound  road. 

The  rain  of  the  night  had  made  the  fresh  horse  tracks  visible. 

And  we  got  to  Headley  in  a  short  time,  over  a  sand-road,  which 

seemed  so  delightful  after  the  flints  and  stone  and  dirt  and 

sloughs  that  we  had  passed  over  and  through  since  the  morning. 

This  road  was  not,  if  we  had  been  benighted,  without  dangers, 

the  forest  being  full  of  quags  and  quicksands.     This  is  a  tract 

of  Crown-lands,  or,  properly  speaking,  puhlic-lands,  on  some 

parts  of  which  our  Land  Steward,  Mr.  Huskisson,  is  making 
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some  plantations  of  trees,  partly  fir,  and  partly  other  trees. 
What  he  can  plant  the  Jir  for,  God  only  knows,  seeing  that  the 
country  is  already  over-stocked  with  that  rubhish.  But,  this 
puhlic-land  concern  is  a  very  great  concern. 

If  I  were  a  Member  of  Parliament,  I  ivoulcl  know  what 
timber  has  been  cut  down,  and  what  it  has  been  sold  for,  since 
year  1790.  However,  this  matter  must  be  investigated,  first  or 
last.  It  never  can  be  omitted  in  the  winding  up  of  the  concern ; 
and  that  winding  up  must  come  out  of  wheat  at  four  shillings  a 
bushel.  It  is  said,  hereabouts,  that  a  man  who  lives  near 
Liphook,  and  who  is  so  mighty  a  hunter  and  game  pursuer, 
that  they  call  him  William  Biifus ;  it  is  said  that  this  man  is 
Lord  of  the  Manor  of  Woolmer  Forest.  This  he  cannot  be 
without  a  grant  to  that  effect ;  and,  if  there  be  a  grant,  there 
must  have  been  a  reason  for  the  grant.  This  reason  I  should 
very  much  like  to  know  ;  and  this  I  ^^•ould  know,  if  I  were  a 
Member  of  Parliament.  That  the  people  call  him  the  Lord  of 
the  Manor  is  certain  ;  but  he  can  hardly  make  preserves  of  the 
plantations ;  for  it  is  well  known  how  marvellously  hares  and 
young  trees  agree  together !  This  is  a  matter  of  great  public 
importance ;  and  yet,  how,  in  the  present  state  of  things,  is  an 
incestigation  to  be  obtained?  Is  there  a  man  in  Parliament 
that  will  call  for  it?  Not  one.  Would  a  dissolution  of  Parlia- 
ment mend  the  matter  ?  No ;  for  the  same  men  would  be 
there  still.  They  are  the  same  men  that  have  been  there  for 
these  thirty  years ;  and  the  same  men  they  will  be,  and  they 
must  he  until  there  be  a  reform.  To  be  sure,  when  one  dies,  or 
cuts  his  throat  (as  in  the  case  of  Castlereagh),  another  one 
comes  ;  but  it  is  the  same  body.  And,  so  long  as  it  is  that 
same  body,  things  will  always  go  on  as  they  now  go  on.  How- 
ever, as  Mr.  Canning  says  the  body  "  works  well,"  we  must  not 
say  the  contrary. 

The  soil  of  this  tract  is,  generally,  a  black  sand,  which,  in 
some  places,  becomes  peat,  which  makes  very  tolerable  fuel. 
In  some  parts  there  is  clay  at  bottom  ;  and  there  the  oaks 
would  grow  ;  but  not  while  there  are  hares  in  any  number  on 
the  forest.  If  trees  be  to  grow  here,  there  ought  to  be  no  hares, 
and  as  little  liunting  as  possible. 

We  got  to  Hcadley,  the  sign  of  the  "Holly-Bush,"  just  at 
dusk,  and  just  as  it  began  to  rain.  I  had  neither  eaten  nor 
drunk  since  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning;  and  as  it  was  a  nice 
little  public-house,   1   at  first  intended   to  stay  all  night,  an 
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intention  that  I  afterwards  very  indiscreetly  gave  up.     I  had 

laid  my  plan,  which  iuchided  the  getting  to  Thursley  that  night. 

When,  therefore,  I  had  got  .some  cold  bacon  and  bread,  and 

some  milk,  I  began  to  feel  ashamed  of  stopping  short  of  my 

pla)i,  especially  after  having  so  heroically  persevered  in  the 

"stern path,"  and  so  disdainfully  scorned  to  go  over  Hindhead. 

I  knew  that  my  road  lay  through  a  hamlet  called  Churt,  where 

they  grow  such  fine  hennet-grass  seed.     There  was  a  moon  ; 

but  there  was  also  a  hazy  rain.     I  had  heaths  to  go  over,  and 

I  might  go  into  quags.    Wishing  to  execute  my  plan,  however, 

I  at  last  brought  myself  to  quit  a  very  comfortable  turf-fire,  and 

to  set  off  in  the  rain,  having  bargained  to  give  a  man  three 

shillings  to  guide  me  out  to  the  northern  foot  of  Hindhead. 

I    took    care    to    ascertain    that    my   guide   knew   the   road 

perfectly   well  ;    that   is   to   say,   I    took    care    to    ascertain 

it     as     far    as    I    could,    which    was,    indeed,    no    farther 

than  his  word  would  go.     Off  we  set,  the  guide  mounted  on 

his  own  or  master's  horse,  and  with  a  white  smock  frock, 

which  enabled  us  to  see  him  clearly.     We  trotted  on  pretty 

fast  for  about  half  an  hour;    and  I   perceived,  not  without 

some  surprise,  that  the  rain,  which  I  knew  to  be  coming  from 

the  South,  met  me  full  in  the  face,  when  it  ought,  according 

to  my  reckoning,  to  have  beat  upon  my  right  cheek.     I  called 

to  the  guide  repeatedly  to  ask  him  if  he  was  sure  that  he  ivas 

right,  to  which  he  always  answered,  "  Oh  !  yes,  sir,  I  know 

the  road."     I  did  not  like  this,  ^' I  know  the  road."     At  last, 

after  going  about  six  miles  in  nearly  a   Southern  direction, 

the  guide  turned  short  to  the  left.     That  brought  the  rain 

upon   my  right   cheek,   and,    though   I   could  not   very  well 

account  for  the  long  stretch  to  the  South,  I  thought  that,  at 

any  rate,  we  were  now  in  the  right  track;    and,  after  going 

about  a  mile  in  this  new  direction,  I  began  to  ask  the  guide 

hoiD  much  further  we  had  to  go ;  for  I  had  got  a  pretty  good 

soaking,  and  was  rather  impatient  to  see  the  foot  of  Hindhead. 

Just  at  this  time,  in  raising  my  head  and  looking  forward  as 

I  spoke  to  the  guide,  what  should  I  see,  but  a  long,  high, 

and  steep  hanger  arising  before  us,  the  trees  along  the  top 

of  which  I  could  easily  distinguish !     The  fact  was,  we  were 

just  getting  to  the  outside  of  the  heath,  and  were  on  the  brow 

of  a  steep  hill,  which  faced  this  hanging  wood.     The  guide 

had  begun  to  descend ;  and  I  had  called  to  him  to  stop  ;  for 

the  hill  was  so  steep,  that,  rain  as  it  did  and  wet  as  my  saddle 
sin.  —  3 
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must  be,  I  got  off  my  horse  in  order  to  walk  down.  But  now, 
b ahold,  the  fellow  discovered  that  he  had  lost  his  way ! 
AVhere  we  were  I  could  not  even  guess.  There  was  but  one 
remedy,  and  that  was  to  get  back,  if  -we  could.  I  became 
guide  now  ;  and  did  as  Mr.  Western  is  advising  the  Ministers 
to  do,  retraced  my  steps.  We  went  back  about  half  the  way 
that  we  had  come,  when  we  saw  two  men,  who  showed  us 
the  way  that  we  ought  to  go.  At  the  end  of  about  a  mile, 
we  fortunately  found  the  turnpike-road  ;  not,  indeed,  at  the 
foot,  but  on  the  tip-top  of  that  very  Hindhead,  on  which  I 
had  so  repeatedly  vowed  I  would  not  go  !  We  came  out  on 
the  turnpike  some  hundred  yards  on  the  Liphook  side  of  the 
buildings  called  the  Hut ;  so  that  we  had  the  whole  of  three 
miles  of  hill  to  come  down  at  not  much  better  than  a  foot 
pace,  with  a  good  pelting  rain  at  our  backs. 

It  was  now  but  a  step  to  my  friend's  house,  where  a  good 
fire  and  a  change  of  clothes  soon  put  all  to  rights,  save  and 
except  the  having  come  over  Hindhead  after  all  my  resolu- 
tions. This  mortifying  circumstance;  this  having  been  beaten, 
lost  the  guide  the  three  shillings  that  I  had  agreed  to  give 
him.  "Either,"  said  I,  "you  did  not  know  the  way  well, 
or  you  did ;  if  the  former,  it  was  dishonest  in  you  to  undertake 
to  guide  me  ;  if  the  latter,  you  have  wilfully  led  me  miles 
out  of  my  way."  He  grumbled  ;  but  off  he  went.  He  cer- 
tainly deserved  nothing;  for  he  did  not  know  the  way,  and 
he  prevented  some  other  man  from  earning  and  receiving  the 
money.  But,  had  he  not  caused  me  to  get  upon  Hindhead, 
he  would  have  had  the  three  shillings.  I  had,  at  one  time, 
got  my  hand  in  my  pocket ;  but  the  thought  of  having  been 
beaten  pulled  it  out  again. 

Thus  ended  the  most  interesting  day,  as  far  as  I  know, 
that  I  ever  passed  in  all  my  life. 


ICHABOD. 

By  JOHN   GREENLE\F   WHITTIER. 

So  fallen  !  so  lost !  the  light  withdrawn 
\Vhich  onco  he  wore  ! 

The  glory  from  his  pray  hairs  gone 
For  evermore  1 
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Revile  him  not !  the  Temptev  hath 

A  snare  for  all ; 
And  pitying  tears,  not  scorn  and  wrath. 

Befit  his  fall. 

O !  dumb  be  passion's  stormy  rage, 

When  he  who  might 
Have  lighted  up  and  led  his  age 

Falls  back  in  night ! 

Scorn  ?     Would  the  angels  laugh  to  mark 

A  bright  soul  driven, 
Fiend-goaded,  down  the  endless  dark 

From  hope  and  heaven  ? 

Let  not  the  land  once  proud  of  him 

Insult  him  now ; 
Nor  brand  with  deeper  shame  his  dim 

Dishonored  brow ! 

But  let  its  humbled  sons,  instead, 

From  sea  to  lake 
A  long  lament  as  for  the  Dead 

In  sadness  make ! 

Of  all  we  loved  and  honored  naught 

Save  power  remains, — 
A  fallen  angel's  pride  of  thought, 

Still  strong  in  chains. 

All  else  is  gone ;  from  those  great  eyes 

The  soul  hath  fled : 
When  faith  is  lost,  when  honor  dies, 

The  Man  is  dead. 

Then  pay  the  reverence  of  old  days 

To  his  dead  fame : 
Walk  backward,  with  averted  gaze, 

And  hide  the  shame ! 

THE   LOST   LEADER.^ 

By  ROBERT  BROWNING. 

Just  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us. 

Just  for  a  ribbon  to  stick  in  his  coat; 

Found  the  one  gift  of  which  Fortune  bereft  us, 

•  By  permission  of  fcjuiith,  Kidor  &  Co. 
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Lost  all  the  others  she  lets  us  devote. 

They  with  the  gold  to  give  doled  him  out  silver. 

So  much  was  theirs  who  so  little  allowed : 

How  all  our  copper  had  goue  for  his  service! 

Rags  —  were  they  purple,  his  heart  had  been  proud. 

We  that  had  loved  him  so,  followed  him,  honored  him, 

Lived  in  his  mild  and  magnificent  eye, 

Learned  his  great  language,  caught  his  clear  accents, 

Made  him  our  pattern  to  live  and  to  die ! 

Shakespeare  was  of  us,  Milton  was  for  us. 

Burns,  Shelley,  were  with  us,  —  they  watch  from  their 

graves ! 
He  alone  breaks  from  the  van  and  the  freemen ; 
He  alone  sinks  to  the  rear  and  the  slaves. 

We  shall  march  prospering,  not  through  his  presence; 

Songs  may  inspirit  us,  not  from  his  lyre; 

Deeds  will  be  done,  while  he  boasts  his  quiescence, 

Still  bidding  crouch  whom  the  rest  bade  aspire. 

Blot  out  his  name  then !  record  one  lost  soul  more, 

One  task  more  declined,  one  more  footpath  untrod, 

One  more  devils'  triumph  and  sorrow  for  angels, 

One  wrong  more  for  man,  one  more  insult  to  God ! 

liife's  night  begins:  let  him  never  come  back  to  us! 

There  would  be  doubt,  hesitation,  and  pain, 

Forced  praise  on  our  part,  the  glimmer  of  twilight. 

Never  glad  confident  morning  again. 

Best  fight  on,  well,  for  we  taught  him ;  strike  gallantly, 

Arenace  our  heart  ere  we  master  his  own ! 

Then  let  him  receive  the  new  knowledge,  and  wait  us. 

Pardoned,  in  heaven,  the  first  by  the  Throne ! 


THE   OLD   WOMAN   OF   SCHLESWIG-HOLSTEIN 

(Anonymous:  translated  by  F.  Max  Miiller.) 

[FHiKimini  Max  Mi'i.i-kh,  cosriioi)oliian  pliilologist,  was  liorn  Ducoinbcr  fi, 
1823,  at  iJessau,  Germany,  whoro  his  fatlir-.r,  WiDiclm  Miiller,  tli«  poet,  was 
liV>rarian.  He  atudied  at  several  preat  universities,  making  Sanskrit  his  specialty, 
and  edited  the  KiK-veda,  1840-1874.  Iln  was  professor  at  Oxford  of  inoderu 
languages,  and  later  of  comparative  philoiojiy,  whieh  he  has  popularized  beyond 
any  oilier  uian  by  lii»  \viilin;..s.     His"(  hipn  from  a  G'irniau  WurLsliop "  is  a 
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Letter  to  William  G.  Kings  hind  on  the  alleged  obscurity  of 
his  poetry,  etc.  Written  from  Warwick  Crescent,  Upper  West- 
bourne  Terrace,  London,  W.,  27  Nov.,  1868. 

19  Warwick  Crescent, 

L'pper  Westhourne,  W. 

Nov.  27,  '68. 

Mv  Dkak  Sir,— Will  the  kindness  that  induced  you  to  write  your  very 
pratifyinp  letter  forj^ive  the  delay  that  has  taken  place  in  answering  it?— an 
unavoidahle  delay  for  I  have  been  far  from  well,  and  oppressed  by  work. 

I  am  hexirtil)  glad  I  have  your  sympathy  for  what  I  write;  intelligence, 
by  itself,  is  scarcely  the  thing  witli  respect  to  a  new  book,— as  Wordsworth 
says  (a  little  altered)  "you  must  like  it  before  it  is  worthy  of  your  liking." 
In  spite  of  your  intelligence  and  sympathy  T  can  have  little  doubt  but  that 
my  writing  has  been,  in  the  main,  too  hard  for  many  I  should  have  been 
pleased  to  communicate  with;  but  I  never  designedly  tried  to  puzzle  people 
as  some  of  my  critics  have  supposed.  On  the  other  hand,  I  never  pretented 
to  offer  such  literature  as  should  be  a  substitute  for  a  cigar,  or  game  of 
(lominos  to  an  idle  man.  So,  perhaps  on  the  whole  I  get  my  deserts  and 
something  over; — not  a  crowd  but  a  few  I  value  more.  Let  n>c  remember 
gratefully  Ihat  I  may  class  you,  and  tlie  friends  you  mention,  among  these; 
while  you   in  turn,  must  rcmemlier  me  as 

Yours,  my  dr;ir  Sir.  very 

faitlifully, 

UOFiKlCi"    UKOWNING. 


\  n,  .     \  \    I  1      .,.    .,r^Si. 
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well-known  collection  of  his  essays;  his  "  Comparative  Mythology,"  "Science 
of  Language,"  "Science  of  Religion,"  "Science  of  Thought,"  "Science  of 
Mythology,"  etc.,  have  been  very  influential.] 

When  the  war  against  Denmark  began  again  in  the  winter 
of  1863,  offices  were  opened  in  the  principal  towns  of  Germany 
for  collecting  charitable  contributions.  At  Hamburg,  Messrs. 
L.  and  K.  had  set  apart  a  large  room  for  receiving  lint,  linen, 
and  warm  clothing,  or  small  sums  of  money.  One  day,  about 
Christmas,  a  poorly  clad  woman  from  the  country  stepped  in 
and  inquired,  in  the  pure  Holstein  dialect,  whether  contribu- 
tions were  received  here  for  Schleswig-Holstein.  The  clerk 
showed  her  to  a  table  covered  with  linen  rags  and  such  like 
articles.  But  she  turned  away  and  pulled  out  an  old  leather 
purse,  and,  taking  out  pieces  of  money,  began  to  count  aloud 
on  the  counter  :  "  One  mark,  two  marks,  three  marks,"  till  she 
had  finished  her  ten  marks.  "  That  makes  ten  marks,"  she  said, 
and  shoved  the  little  pile  away.  The  clerk,  who  had  watched  the 
poor  old  woman  while  she  was  arranging  her  small  copper  and 
silver  coins,  asked  her,  —  "  From  whom  does  the  money  come  ?" 

"  From  me,"  she  said,  and  began  counting  again,  "  One  mark, 
two  marks,  three  marks."  Thus  she  went  on  emptying  her 
purse,  till  she  had  counted  out  ten  small  heaps  of  coin,  of  ten 
marks  each.  Then,  counting  each  heap  once  over  again,  she 
said,  "These  are  my  hundred  marks  for  Schleswig-Holstein; 
be  so  good  as  to  send  them  to  the  soldiers." 

While  the  old  peasant  woman  was  doing  her  sums,  several 
persons  had  gathered  round  her  ;  and,  as  she  was  leaving  the 
shop,  she  was  asked  again  in  a  tone  of  surprise  from  whom  the 
money  came. 

"  From  me,"  she  said  ;  and  observing  that  she  was  closely 
scanned,  she  turned  back,  and  looking  the  man  full  in  the  face, 
she  added,  smiling,  ''  It  is  all  honest  money  ;  it  won't  hurt  the 
good  cause." 

The  clerk  assured  her  that  no  one  had  doubted  her  honesty, 
but  that  slie  herself  had  no  doubt  often  known  want,  and  that 
it  was  hardly  right  to  let  her  contribute  so  large  a  sum,  proba- 
bly the  whole  of  her  savings. 

The  old  woman  remained  silent  for  a  time,  but,  after  she 
had  quietly  scanned  the  faces  of  all  present,  she  said  :  "Surely 
it  concerns  no  one  how  I  got  the  money.  Many  a  thought 
passed  through  my  heart  while  I  was  counting  that  money. 
You  would  not  ask  me  to  tell  you  all?     But  you  are  kind 
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gentlemen,  and  you  take  much  trouble  for  us  poor  people. 
So  I'll  tell  you  whence  the  money  came.  Yes,  I  have  known 
want  ;  food  has  been  scarce  with  me  many  a  day,  and  it  will  be 
so  again,  as  I  grow  older.  But  our  gracious  Lord  watches  over 
us.  He  has  helped  me  to  bear  the  troubles  which  He  sent. 
He  will  never  forsake  me.  My  husband  has  been  dead  this 
many  and  many  a  year.  I  had  one  only  son  ;  and  my  John  was 
a  fine  stout  fellow,  and  he  worked  hard,  and  he  would  not  leave 
his  old  mother.  He  made  my  home  snug  and  comfortable. 
Then  came  the  war  with  the  Danes.  All  his  friends  joined  the 
army  ;  but  the  only  son  of  a  widow,  you  know,  is  free.  So  he 
remained  at  home,  and  no  one  said  to  him,  '  Come  along  with 
us,'  for  they  knew  that  he  was  a  brave  boy,  and  that  it  broke 
his  very  heart  to  stay  behind.  I  kneAV  it  all.  I  watched  him 
when  the  people  talked  of  the  war,  or  wdien  the  schoolmaster 
brought  the  newspaper.  Ah,  how  he  turned  pale  and  red,  and 
how  he  looked  away,  and  thought  his  old  mother  did  not  see  it! 
But  he  said  nothing  to  me,  and  I  said  nothing  to  him.  Gracious 
God,  who  could  have  thought  that  it  was  so  hard  to  drive  our 
oppressors  out  of  tlie  land  ?  Then  came  the  news  from  Frede- 
ricia  I  That  was  a  dreadful  night.  We  sat  in  silence  opposite 
each  other.  We  knew  what  was  in  our  hearts,  and  we  hardly 
dared  to  look  at  each  other.  Suddenly  he  rose  and  took  my 
hand,  and  said,  'Mother,'  —  God  be  praised,  I  had  strength  in 
that  moment  —  'John,'  I  said, '  our  time  has  come ;  go  in  God's 
name.  I  know  how  thou  lovest  me,  and  what  thou  hast  suf- 
fered. God  knows  what  will  become  of  me  if  I  am  left  quite 
alone,  but  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  will  forsake  neither  thee  nor 
me.'  John  enlisted  as  a  volunteer.  The  day  of  parting  came. 
Ah,  I  am  making  a  long  story  of  it  all  I  John  stood  before  me 
in  his  new  uniform.  '  Mother,'  he  said,  '  one  request  before  we 
part  —  if  it  is  to  ])e  ' —  '  John,'  I  said  to  him, '  I  know  what  thou 
meanest, —  O,  I  sliall  weep,  I  shall  weep  very  much  when  I  am 
alone;  but  my  time  will  come,  and  we  shall  meet  again  in  the 
day  of  our  Lord,  John  !  and  the  land  sliall  be  free,  Johni  the 
land  shall  be  free! '" 

Heavy  tears  stood  in  the  poor  old  woman's  eyes  as  she 
repeated  her  sad  tale  ;  but  she  soon  collected  lierself,  and  con- 
tinued :  "  I  did  not  think  then  it  would  be  so  hard.  The  heart 
always  lK)])es  even  against  liopo.  But  for  all  that"  —  and  liere 
the  old  woman  drew  lierself  up,  and  looki'd  at  us  likeacjueen  — 
"  I    have    never    regretted   that  I  bade    liim    go.     Then  came 
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dreadful  days  ;  but  the  most  dreadful  of  all  was  when  we  read 
that  the  Germans  had  betrayed  the  land,  and  that  they  had 
given  up  our  land  with  all  our  dead  to  the  Danes  !  Then  I 
called  on  the  Lord  and  said,  '  O  Lord,  my  God,  how  is  that 
possible  ?  Why  lettest  Thou  the  wicked  triumph  and  allowest 
the  just  to  perish  ? '  And  I  was  told  that  the  Germans  were 
sorry  for  what  they  had  done,  but  that  they  could  not  help  it. 
But  that,  gentlemen,  I  could  never  understand.  We  should 
never  do  wrong,  nor  allow  wrong  to  be  done.  And,  therefore, 
I  thought,  it  cannot  always  remain  so  ;  our  good  Lord  knows 
His  own  good  time,  and  in  His  own  good  time  He  will  come  and 
deliver  us.  And  I  prayed  every  evening  that  our  gracious 
Lord  would  permit  me  to  see  that  day  when  the  land  should 
be  free,  and  our  dear  dead  should  sleep  no  more  in  Danish  soil. 
And,  as  I  had  no  other  son  against  that  day,  I  saved  every 
year  what  I  could  save,  and  on  every  Christmas  Eve  I  placed 
it  before  me  on  a  table,  where,  in  former  years,  I  had  always 
placed  a  small  present  for  my  John,  and  I  said  in  my  heart, 
The  war  will  come  again,  and  the  land  will  be  free,  and  thou 
shalt  sleep  in  a  free  grave,  my  only  son,  my  John  !  And  now, 
gentlemen,  the  poor  old  woman  has  been  told  that  the  day  has 
come,  and  that  her  prayer  has  been  heard,  and  that  the  war 
will  begin  again  ;  and  that  is  why  she  has  brought  her  money, 
the  money  she  saved  for  her  son.  Good  morning,  gentlemen," 
she  said,  and  was  going  quickly  away. 

But  before  she  had  left  the  room,  an  old  gentleman  said, 
loud  enough  for  her  to  hear,  "  Poor  body  !  I  hope  she  may  not 
be  deceived." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  old  Avoman,  turning  back,  "  I  know  what  you 
mean  ;  I  have  been  told  all  is  not  right  yet.  But  have  faith, 
men  !  the  wicked  cannot  prevail  against  the  just ;  man  cannot 
prevail  against  the  Lord.  Hold  to  that,  gentlemen  ;  hold  fast 
together,  gentlemen !  This  very  day  I  —  begin  to  save  up 
again." 

Bless  her,  good  old  soul !  And  if  Odin  were  still  looking 
out  of  his  window  in  the  sky  as  of  yore,  when  he  granted 
victory  to  the  women  of  the  Lombards,  might  he  not  say  even 
now  ;  — 

When  women  are  heroes, 

What  must  the  men  be  like? 

Theirs  is  the  victory  ; 

No  need  of  roe. 
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By  henry  DRUjMMOND, 

(From  "  Natural  Law  in  the  Spiritual  World.") 

[Henrt  Drummond,  Scotch  theologian  and  scientist,  was  born  at  Stirling, 
August  17,  1851  ;  died  March  11,  1897.  He  studied  at  Edinburgh  University, 
and  was  professor  of  natural  science  in  Glasgow.  His  "Natural  Law  in  the 
Spiritual  World"  and  "  Ascent  of  Man  "  are  attempts  at  bridging  the  chasm  be- 
tween the  material  and  the  spiritual  universe.  "The  Greatest  Thing  in  the 
World"  is  very  popular.  His  "Tropical  Africa"  is  a  very  readable  and  valu- 
able book  of  travel.] 

What  gives  the  peculiar  point  to  this  object  lesson  from 
the  lips  of  Jesus  is,  that  He  not  only  made  the  illustration, 
but  made  the  lilies.  It  is  like  an  inventor  describing  his  own 
machine.  He  made  the  lilies  and  He  made  me  —  both  on  the 
same  broad  principle.  Both  together,  man  and  flower,  He 
planted  deep  in  the  Providence  of  God  ;  but  as  men  are  dull  at 
studying  themselves  He  points  to  this  companion  phenomenon 
to  teach  us  how  to  live  a  free  and  natural  life,  a  life  which  God 
will  unfold  for  us,  without  our  anxiety,  as  He  unfolds  the 
flower.  For  Christ's  words  are  not  a  general  appeal  to  consider 
nature.  Men  are  not  to  consider  the  lilies  simply  to  admire 
their  beauty,  to  dream  over  the  delicate  strength  and  grace  of 
stem  and  leaf.  The  point  they  were  to  consider  was  hoiv  they 
greto  —  how  without  anxiety  or  care  the  flower  woke  into  love- 
liness, how  without  weaving  these  leaves  were  Avoven,  how 
without  toiling  these  complex  tissues  spun  themselves,  and  how 
M'ithout  any  efl'ort  of  friction  the  whole  slowly  came  ready- 
made  from  the  loom  of  God  in  its  more  than  Solomon-like 
glory.  "  So,"  He  says,  making  the  application  beyond  dispute, 
''you  careworn,  anxious  men  must  grow.  You,  too,  need  take 
no  thonght  for  your  life,  what  ye  shall  cat  or  what  ye  shall 
drink  or  what  ye  shall  put  on.  For  if  God  so  clothe  the  grass 
of  the  field,  wliich  to-day  is,  and  to-morrow  is  cast  into  the 
oven,  shall  He  not  much  more  clothe  you,  O  ye  of  little  faith  ?  " 
This  nature  lesson  was  a  great  novelty  in  its  day  ;  but  all 
men  now  who  have  even  a  "little  faith"  have  learned  this 
("liristian  secret  of  a  comi)osed  life.  Apart  even  from  the  para- 
bl(!  of  tli(!  lily,  tlie  failures  of  the  past  have  taught  most  of  us  the 
folly  of  disquieting  ourselves  in  vain,  and  wo  have  given  up  the 
idea  that  by  taking  thought  wo  can  add  a  cubit  to  our  stature. 

'   l{y  p'TiiiiHHion  of  Hixldrr  and  Sloiifrliton.     (Vy'vu  \\».  M) 
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But  no  sooner  has  our  life  settled  down  to  this  calm  trust  in 
God  than  a  new  and  graver  anxiety  begins.  This  time  it  is 
not  for  the  body  we  are  in  travail,  but  for  the  soul.  For  the 
temporal  life  we  have  considered  the  lilies,  but  how  is  the 
spiritual  life  to  grow  ?  How  are  we  to  become  better  men  ? 
How  are  we  to  grow  in  grace  ?  By  what  thought  shall  we  add 
the  cubits  to  the  spiritual  stature  and  reach  the  fullness  of  the 
Perfect  Man  ?  And  because  we  know  ill  how  to  do  this,  the 
old  anxiety  comes  back  again  and  our  inner  life  is  once  more  an 
agony  of  conflict  and  remorse.  After  all,  we  have  but  trans- 
ferred our  anxious  thoughts  from  the  body  to  the  soul.  Our 
efforts  after  Christian  growth  seem  only  a  succession  of  fail- 
ures, and  instead  of  rising  into  the  beauty  of  holiness  our  life  is 
a  daily  heartbreak  and  humiliation. 

Now  the  reason  of  this  is  very  plain.  We  have  forgotten 
the  parable  of  the  lily.  Violent  efforts  to  grow  are  right  in 
earnestness,  but  wholly  wrong  in  principle.  There  is  but  one 
principle  of  growth  both  for  the  natural  and  spiritual,  for  ani- 
mal and  plant,  for  body  and  soul.  For  all  growth  is  an  organic 
thing.  And  the  principle  of  growing  in  grace  is  once  more 
this,  "  Consider  the  lilies  hoiv  they  groivT 

In  seeking  to  extend  the  analogy  from  the  body  to  the  soul 
there  are  two  things  about  the  lilies'  growth,  two  characteristics 
of  all  growth,  on  which  one  must  fix  attention.     These  are,  — 

First,  Spontaneousness. 

Second,  Mysteriousness. 

I.  Spontaneousness.  There  are  three  lines  along  which  one 
may  seek  for  evidence  of  the  spontaneousness  of  growth.  The 
lirst  is  Science.  And  the  argument  here  could  not  be  summed 
up  better  than  in  the  words  of  Jesus.  The  lilies  grow.  He 
says,  of  themselves ;  they  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin.  They 
grow,  that  is,  automatically,  spontaneously,  without  trying, 
without  fretting,  without  thinking.  Applied  in  any  direction, 
to  plant,  to  animal,  to  the  body  or  to  the  soul,  this  law  holds. 
A  boy  grows,  for  example,  without  trying.  One  or  two  simple 
conditions  are  fulfilled,  and  the  growth  goes  on.  He  thinks 
probably  as  littlo  about  the  condition  as  about  the  result ;  he 
fulfills  the  conditions  by  habit,  the  result  follows  by  nature. 
Both  processes  go  steadily  on  from  year  to  year  apart  from 
himself  and  all  but  in  spite  of  himself.  One  would  never  think 
of  telling  a  boy  to  grow.  A  doctor  has  no  prescription  for 
growth.     He  can  tell  me  how  growth  may  be  stunted  or  ira- 
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paired,  but  the  process  itself  is  recognized  as  beyond  control  — 
one  of  the  few,  and  therefore  very  significant,  things  which 
Nature  keeps  in  her  own  hands.  No  physician  of  souls,  in  like 
manner,  has  any  prescription  for  spiritual  growth.  It  is  the 
question  he  is  most  often  asked  and  most  often  answers 
wrongly.  He  may  prescribe  more  earnestness,  more  prayer, 
more  self-denial,  or  more  Christian  work.  These  are  prescrip- 
tions for  something,  but  not  for  growth.  Not  that  they  may 
not  encourage  growth  ;  but  the  soul  grows  as  the  lily  grows, 
without  trying,  y»ithout  fretting,  without  ever  tliinking.  Man- 
uals of  devotion,  with  complicated  rules  for  getting  on  in  the 
Christian  life,  would  do  well  sometimes  to  return  to  the  sim- 
plicity of  nature  ;  and  earnest  souls  who  are  attempting  sancti- 
tication  by  struggle  instead  of  sanctification  by  faith  might  be 
spared  much  humiliation  by  learning  the  botany  of  the  JSermon 
on  the  Mount.  There  can  indeed  be  no  other  principle  of  growth 
tlian  this.  It  is  a  vital  act.  And  to  try  to  make  a  thing  grow 
is  as  absurd  as  to  help  the  tide  to  come  in  or  the  sun  rise. 

Another  argument  for  the  spontaneousness  of  growth  is 
universal  experience.  A  boy  not  only  grows  without  trying, 
but  he  cannot  grow  if  he  tries.  No  man  by  taking  thought 
has  ever  added  a  cubit  to  his  stature ;  nor  has  any  man  by 
mere  working  at  his  soul  ever  approached  nearer  to  the  stature 
of  the  Lord  Jesus.  The  stature  of  tlie  Lord  Jesus  was  not 
itself  readied  by  work,  and  he  who  thinks  to  approach  its 
mystical  height  by  anxious  effort  is  really  receding  from  it. 
(yhrist's  life  unfolded  itself  from  a  divine  germ,  planted  cen- 
trally in  His  nature,  wliicli  grew  as  naturally  as  a  llower  from 
a  bud.  This  flower  may  be  imitated  ;  but  one  can  always  tell 
an  artificial  flower.  The  human  form  may  be  copied  in  wax, 
yet  somehow  one  never  fails  to  detect  tlie  difference.  And 
this  precisely  is  tlie  difference  between  a  native  growth  of 
Christian  principle  and  tlie  moral  copy  of  it.  The  one  is  natural, 
the  other  mechanical.  The  one  is  a  growth,  the  other  an 
accretion.  Now  tliis,  according  to  iiiodcrn  biology,  is  tlio 
fundamental  distinction  between  the  living  and  the  not  living, 
between  an  organism  and  a  crystal.  Tlie  living  organism 
grows,  the  dead  crystal  increases.  The  first  grows  vitally 
from  within,  tin;  last  adds  ii(!w  j)articlos  from  the  outside.  The 
whole  difference  between  the,  ('hristian  and  the  moralist  lies 
here.  The  Christian  works  from  the  center,  the  moralist  from 
the  circumference.     The  oim  is  an  orcranism,  in  the  center  of 
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which  is  planted  by  the  living  God  a  living  germ.  The  other 
is  a  crystal,  very  beautiful  it  may  be ;  but  only  a  crystal  —  it 
wants  the  vital  principle  of  growth. 

And  one  sees  here  also,  what  is  sometimes  very  difficult  to 
see,  why  salvation  in  the  first  instance  is  never  connected  directly 
with  morality.  The  reason  is  not  that  salvation  does  not 
demand  morality,  but  that  it  demands  so  much  of  it  that  the 
moralist  can  never  reach  up  to  it.  The  end  of  Salvation  is 
perfection,  the  Christlike  mind,  character,  and  life.  Morality 
is  on  the  way  to  this  perfection ;  it  may  go  a  considerable  dis- 
tance towards  it,  but  it  can  never  reach  it.  Only  Life  can  do 
that.  It  requires  something  with  enormous  power  of  move- 
ment, of  growth,  of  overcoming  obstacles,  to  attain  the  perfect. 
Therefore  the  man  who  has  within  himself  this  great  formative 
agent,  Life,  is  nearer  the  end  than  the  man  who  has  morality 
alone.  The  latter  can  never  reach  perfection ;  the  former 
must.  For  the  Life  must  develop  out  according  to  its  type  ; 
and  being  a  germ  of  the  Christ  life,  it  must  unfold  into  a  Christ. 
Morality,  at  the  utmost,  only  develops  the  character  in  one  or 
two  directions.  It  may  perfect  a  single  virtue  here  and  there, 
but  it  cannot  perfect  all.  And  especially  it  fails  always  to  give 
that  rounded  harmony  of  parts,  that  perfect  tune  to  the  whole 
orchestra,  which  is  the  mark  characteristic  of  life.  Perfect  life 
is  not  merely  the  possession  of  perfect  functions,  but  of  perfect 
functions  perfectly  adjusted  to  each  other  and  all  conspiring  to 
a  single  result,  the  perfect  working  of  the  whole  organism.  It 
is  not  said  that  the  character  will  develop  in  all  its  fullness  in 
this  life.  That  were  a  time  too  short  for  an  Evolution  so 
magnificent.  In  this  world  only  the  cornless  ear  is  seen  ; 
sometimes  only  the  small  yet  still  prophetic  blade.  The  sneer 
at  the  godly  man  for  his  imperfections  is  ill  judged.  A  blade 
is  a  small  thing.  At  first  it  grows  very  near  the  earth.  It  is 
often  soiled  and  crushed  and  downtrodden.  But  it  is  a  living 
thing.  That  great  dead  stone  beside  it  is  more  imposing ;  only 
it  will  never  be  anything  else  than  a  stone.  But  this  small 
blade — it  doth  not  yet  appear  what  it  shall  be. 

Seeing  now  that  Growth  can  only  be  synonymous  with  a 
living  automatic  process,  it  is  all  but  superfluous  to  seek  a 
third  line  of  argument  from  Scripture.  Growth  there  is  always 
described  in  the  language  of  physiology.  The  regenerate  soul 
is  a  new  creature.  The  Christian  is  a  new  man  in  Christ  Jesus. 
He  adds  the  cubits  to  his  stature  just  as  the  old  man  does.     He 


5892  GROWTH. 

is  rooted  and  built  up  in  Christ ;  he  abides  in  the  vine,  and 
so  abiding,  not  toiling  or  spinning,  brings  forth  fruit.  The 
Christian  in  short,  like  the  poet,  is  born  not  made ;  and  the 
fruits  of  his  character  are  not  manufactured  things  but  living 
things,  things  \vhich  have  grown  from  the  secret  germ,  the 
fruits  of  the  living  Spirit.  They  are  not  the  produce  of  this 
climate,  but  exotics  from  a  sunnier  land. 

II.  But,  secondly,  besides  this  Spontaneousness  there  is  this 
other  great  characteristic  of  Growth  —  jNIysteriousness.  Upon 
this  quality  depends  the  fact,  probably,  that  so  few  men  ever 
fathom  its  real  character.  We  are  most  unspiritual  always  in 
dealing  with  the  simplest  spiritual  things.  A  lily  grows  mys- 
teriously, pushing  up  its  solid  weight  of  stem  and  leaf  in  the 
teeth  of  gravity.  Shaped  into  beauty  by  secret  and  invisible 
fingers,  the  flower  develops  we  know  not  how.  But  we  do  not 
wonder  at  it.  Every  day  the  thing  is  done  ;  it  is  Nature,  it  is 
God.  We  are  spiritual  enough  at  least  to  understand  that. 
But  when  the  soul  rises  slowly  above  the  world,  pushing  up  its 
delicate  virtues  in  the  teeth  of  sin,  shaping  itself  mysteriously 
into  the  image  of  Christ,  we  deny  that  the  power  is  not  of  man. 
A  strong  will,  we  say,  a  high  ideal,  the  reward  of  virtue.  Chris- 
tian influence,  —  these  will  account  for  it.  Spiritual  character 
is  merely  the  product  of  anxious  work,  self-command,  and  self- 
denial.  We  allow,  that  is  to  say,  a  miracle  to  the  lily,  but  none 
to  the  man.  The  lily  may  grow ;  the  man  must  fret  and  toil 
and  spin. 

Now  grant  for  a  moment  that  by  hard  work  and  self-restraint 
a  man  may  attain  to  a  very  high  character.  It  is  not  denied 
that  this  can  be  done.  But  what  is  denied  is  that  this  is 
growth,  and  that  this  process  is  Christianity.  The  fact  that 
you  can  account  for  it  proves  that  it  is  not  growth.  For 
growth  is  mysterious ;  tlie  peculiarity  of  it  is  that  you  cannot 
account  for  it.  INIysteriousness,  as  Mozley  has  well  observed, 
is  "tlie  tost  of  spiritual  birth."  And  this  was  Christ's  test, 
"  The  wind  bloweth  wliere  it  listeth.  Thou  hearest  the  sound 
thereof,  but  canst  not  tell  whence  it  cometh  or  wliither  it  goeth, 
80  is  every  one  that  is  horn  of  the  Spirit.^''  The  test  of  spiritual- 
ity is  that  you  cannot  tcU  whence  it  cometh  or  whither  it 
goeth.  If  you  can  tell,  if  you  can  account  for  it  on  pliilo- 
sopliical  principles,  on  the  doctrine  of  influence,  on  strength 
of  will,  on  a  favorable  environment,  it  is  not  growth.  It  may 
he   HO    far  a  succeHS,  it  may   bo  a  perfectly  honest,  even  re- 
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markable,  and  praisewortliy  imitation,  but  it  is  not  the  real 
thing.  The  fruits  are  wax,  the  flowers  artilicial  —  you  can  tell 
whence  it  cometh  and  whither  it  goeth. 

The  conclusion  is,  then,  that  the  Christian  is  a  unique  phe- 
nomenon. You  cannot  account  for  him.  And  if  you  could  he 
would  not  be  a  Christian.  Mozley  has  drawn  the  two  charac- 
ters for  us  in  graphic  words:  "Take  an  ordinary  man  of  the 
world  —  what  he  thinks  and  what  he  does,  his  whole  standard 
of  duty  is  taken  from  the  society  in  which  he  lives.  It  is  a 
borrowed  standard  :  he  is  as  good  as  other  people  are  ;  he  does, 
in  the  way  of  duty,  what  is  generally  considered  proper  and  be- 
coming among  those  with  whom  his  lot  is  thrown.  He  reflects 
established  opinion  on  such  points.  He  follows  its  lead.  His 
aims  and  objects  in  life  again  are  taken  from  the  world  around 
him,  and  from  its  dictation.  What  it  considers  honorable,  worth 
having,  advantageous  and  good,  he  thinks  so  too  and  pursues 
it.  His  motives  all  come  from  a  visible  quarter.  It  would  be 
absurd  to  say  that  there  is  any  mystery  in  such  a  character  as 
this,  because  it  is  formed  from  a  known  external  influence — the 
influence  of  social  opinion  and  the  voice  of  the  w^orld.  'Whence 
such  a  character  cometh'  w^e  see  ;  we  venture  to  say  that  the 
source  and  origin  of  it  is  open  and  palpable,  and  we  know  it 
just  as  we  know  the  physical  causes  of  many  common  facts." 

Then  there  is  the  other.  "  There  is  a  certain  character  and 
disposition  of  mind  of  which  it  is  true  to  say  that  'thou  canst 
not  tell  whence  it  cometh  or  whither  it  goeth.'  .  .  .  There  are 
those  who  stand  out  from  among  the  crowd,  which  reflects 
merely  the  atmosphere  of  feeling  and  standard  of  society  around 
it,  with  an  impress  upon  them  which  bespeaks  a  heavenly  birth. 
.  .  .  Now,  when  w^e  see  one  of  those  characters,  it  is  a  question 
which  we  ask  ourselves.  How  has  the  person  become  possessed 
of  it  ?  Has  he  caught  it  from  society  around  him  ?  That  can- 
not be,  because  it  is  wholly  different  from  that  of  the  world 
around  him.  Has  he  caught  it  from  the  inoculation  of  crowds 
and  masses,  as  the  mere  religious  zealot  catches  his  character  ? 
That  cannot  be  either,  for  the  type  is  altogether  different  from 
that  which  masses  of  men,  under  enthusiastic  impulses,  exhibit. 
There  is  nothing  gregarious  in  this  character  ;  it  is  the  indi- 
vidual's own  ;  it  is  not  borrowed,  it  is  not  a  reflection  of  any 
fashion  or  tone  of  the  world  outside  ;  it  rises  up  from  some 
fount  within,  and  it  is  a  creation  of  which  the  text  says,  We 
know  not  whence  it  cometh." 
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Now  we  have  all  met  these  two  characters  —  the  one  emi- 
nently respectable,  upright,  virtuous,  a  trifle  cold,  perhaps,  and 
generally,  when  critically  examined,  revealing  somehow  the 
mark  of  the  tool ;  the  other  with  God's  breath  still  upon  it,  an 
inspiration;  not  more  virtuous,  but  differently  virtuous  ;  not 
more  humble,  but  different,  wearing  the  meek  and  quiet  spirit 
artlessly  as  to  the  manner  born.  The  other-worldliness  of  such 
a  character  is  the  thing  that  strikes  you  ;  you  are  not  prepared 
for  what  it  will  do  or  say  or  become  next,  for  it  moves  from  a 
far-off  center,  and  in  spite  of  its  transparency  and  sweetness, 
tliat  presence  fills  you  always  with  awe.  A  man  never  feels  the 
discord  of  his  own  life,  never  hears  the  jar  of  the  machinery  by 
which  he  tries  to  manufacture  his  own  good  points,  till  he  has 
stood  in  the  stillness  of  such  a  presence.  Then  he  discerns  the 
difference  between  growth  and  work.  He  has  considered  the 
lilies,  how  they  grow. 

We  have  now  seen  that  spiritual  growth  is  a  process  main- 
tained and  secured  by  a  spontaneous  and  mysterious  inward 
princii)le.  Jt  is  a  spontaneous  principle  even  in  its  origin,  for 
it  bloweth  where  it  listeth  ;  mysterious  in  its  operation,  for  we 
can  never  tell  whence  it  cometh  ;  obscure  in  its  destination,  for 
we  cannot  tell  whence  it  goeth.  The  whole  process  therefore 
transcends  us  ;  we  do  not  work,  we  are  taken  in  hand  —  "•  it  is 
God  which  worketh  in  us,  both  to  will  and  to  do  of  His  good 
pleasure."  We  do  not  plan  —  we  are  "created  in  Christ  Jesus 
unto  good  works,  which  God  hath  before  ordained  that  we 
should  walk  in  them." 

There  may  be  an  obvious  objection  to  all  this.  It  takes 
away  all  conflict  from  the  Christian  life'/  It  makes  man,  does 
it  not,  mere  clay  in  the  liands  of  the  potter  ?  It  crushes  the 
old  character  to  make  a  new  one,  and  destroys  man's  respon- 
sibility for  his  own  soul? 

Now  we  are  not  concerned  here  in  once  more  striking  the 
time-honored  "balance  between  faith  and  works."  We  arc 
considering  how  lilies  grow,  and  in  a  speciflc  connection, 
namely,  to  discover  the  attitude  of  mind  which  the  Christian 
should,  preserve  regarding  his  spiritual  growth.  That  attitude, 
priniiirily,  is  to  be  free  from  care.  We  are  not  lodging  a  plea 
for  inactivity  of  the  s[)iril-nal  energies,  but  for  the  tranquillity 
of  the  spiritual  mind.  Christ's  protest  is  not  against  work, 
but  against  anxious  thought  ;  and  rather,  therefore,  than  com- 
I>lemeut  the  lesson  by  showing  tlie  other  side,  we  take  the 
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risk  of  still  further  extending  the  plea  in  the  original  direc- 
tion. 

What  is  the  relation,  to  recur  again  to  analogy,  between 
growth  and  work  in  a  boy  ?  Consciously,  there  is  no  relation 
lit  all.  The  boy  never  thinks  of  connecting  his  work  with  his 
growth.  AVork  in  fact  is  one  thing  and  growth  another,  and 
it  is  so  in  the  spiritual  life.  If  it  be  asked  therefore,  Is  the 
Christian  wrong  in  these  ceaseless  and  agonizing  efforts  after 
growth  ?  the  answer  is.  Yes,  he  is  quite  wrong,  or  at  least,  he 
is  quite  mistaken.  When  a  boy  takes  a  meal  or  denies  himself 
indigestible  things,  he  does  not  say,  "  All  this  will  minister  to 
my  growth;  "  or  when  he  runs  a  race  he  does  not  say,  "This 
will  help  the  next  cubit  of  my  stature."  It  may  or  it  may  not 
be  true  that  these  things  will  help  his  stature,  but,  if  he  thinks 
of  this,  his  idea  of  growth  is  morbid.  And  this  is  the  point 
we  are  dealing  with.  His  anxiety  here  is  altogether  irrelevant 
and  superfluous.  Nature  is  far  more  bountiful  than  we  think. 
When  she  gives  us  energy  she  asks  none  of  it  back  to  expend 
on  our  own  growth.  She  will  attend  to  that.  "  Give  your 
work,"  she  says,  "  and  your  anxiety  to  others  ;  trust  me  to  add 
the  cubits  to  your  stature."  If  God  is  adding  to  our  spiritual 
stature,  unfolding  the  new  nature  within  us,  it  is  a  mistake 
to  keep  twitching  at  the  petals  with  our  coarse  fingers.  We 
must  seek  to  let  the  Creative  Hand  alone.  "  It  is  God  which 
giveth  the  increase."  Yet  we  never  know  how  little  we  have 
learned  of  the  fundamental  principle  of  Christianity  till  we 
discover  how  much  we  are  all  bent  on  supplementing  God's 
free  grace.  If  God  is  spending  work  upon  a  Christian,  let  him 
be  still  and  know  that  it  is  God.  And  if  he  Avants  work,  he 
will  find  it  there  —  in  the  being  still. 

Not  that  there  is  no  work  for  him  who  would  grow,  to  do. 
There  is  work,  and  severe  work,  —  work  so  great  that  the 
worker  deserves  to  have  himself  relieved  of  all  that  is  super- 
fluous during  his  task.  If  the  amount  of  energy  lost  in  trying 
to  grow  were  spent  in  fulfilling  rather  the  conditions  of  growth, 
we  should  have  many  more  cubits  to  show  for  our  stature.  It 
is  with  these  conditions  that  the  personal  work  of  the  Christian 
is  chiefly  concerned.  Observe  for  a  moment  what  they  are, 
and  their  exact  relation.  For  its  growth  the  plant  needs  heat, 
light,  air,  and  moisture.  A  man,  therefore,  must  go  in  search 
of  these,  or  their  spiritual  equivalents,  and  this  is  his  work  ? 
By  no  means.     The  Christian's  work  is  not  yet.     Does  the 
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plant  go  in  search  of  its  conditions  ?  Nay,  the  conditions  come 
to  the  plant.  It  no  more  manufactures  the  heat,  light,  air,  and 
moistui-e,  than  it  manufactures  its  own  stem.  It  finds  them 
all  around  it  in  Nature.  It  simj)ly  stands  still  with  its  leaves 
spread  out  in  unconscious  prayer,  and  Nature  lavishes  upon  it 
these  and  all  other  bounties,  bathing  it  in  sunshine,  pouring 
the  nourishing  air  over  and  over  it,  reviving  it  graciously  with 
its  nightly  dew.  Grace,  too,  is  as  free  as  the  air.  The  Lord 
God  is  a  Sun.  He  is  as  the  Dew  to  Israel.  A  man  has  no 
more  to  manufacture  these  than  he  has  to  manufacture  his  own 
soul.  He  stands  surrounded  by  them,  bathed  in  them,  beset 
behind  and  before  by  them.  He  lives  and  moves  and  has  his 
being  in  them.  How  then  shall  he  go  in  search  of  them  ?  Do 
not  they  rather  go  m  search  of  him  ?  Does  he  not  feel  how 
they  press  themselves  upon  him  ?  Does  he  not  know  how  un- 
weariedly  they  appeal  to  him  ?  Has  he  not  heard  how  they 
are  sorrowful  when  he  will  not  have  them  ?  His  work,  there- 
fore, is  not  yet.     The  voice  still  says,  "Be  still." 

The  conditions  of  growth,  then,  and  the  inward  prin- 
ciple of  growth  being  both  supplied  by  Nature,  the  thing  man 
has  to  do,  the  little  junction  left  for  him  to  complete,  is  to 
apply  the  one  to  the  other.  He  manufactures  nothing  ;  he 
earns  nothing  ;  he  need  be  anxious  for  nothing  ;  his  one  duty 
is  to  he  in  these  conditions,  to  abide  in  them,  to  allow  grace  to 
play  over  him,  to  be  still  therein  and  know  that  this  is  God. 

The  conflict  begins  and  prevails  in  all  its  lifelong  agony  the 
moment  a  man  forgets  this.  He  struggles  to  grow  himself, 
instead  of  struggling  to  get  back  again  into  position.  He 
makes  the  church  into  a  workshop,  when  God  meant  it  to  be  a 
beautiful  garden.  And  even  in  his  closet,  where  only  should 
reign  silence  —  a  silence  as  of  the  mountains  whereon  the  lilies 
grow  —  is  heard  the  roar  and  tumult  of  machinery.  True,  a 
man  will  often  have  to  wrestle  with  his  God  —  but  not  for 
growth.  The  Christian  life  is  a  composed  life.  The  Gosi)el  is 
Peace.  Yet  the  most  anxious  people  in  the  world  are  Christians 
—  Christians  who  misunderstand  the  nature  of  growth.  Life 
is  a  perix'tual  self-condemning  l)ecause  they  are  not  growing. 
And  the  effect  is  not  only  tlie  loss  of  tram^uillity  to  the  indi- 
vidual. The  energies  which  are  meant  to  bo  spent  on  the 
work  of  Ciirist  are  consumed  in  the  soul's  own  fever.  So  long 
as  the  Church's  activities  are  spent  on  growing  there  is  nothing 
tX)  spare  for  the  world.     A  soldier's  time  is  not  spent  in  earn- 


GRADATIM.  5897 

ing  the  money  to  buy  his  armor,  in  finding  food  and  raiment, 
in  seeking  shelter.  His  king  provides  these  things  that  he 
may  be  the  more  at  liberty  to  fight  his  battles.  So,  for  the 
soldier  of  the  Cross  all  is  provided.  His  Government  has 
planned  to  leave  him  free  for  the  Kingdom's  work. 

The  problem  of  the  Christian  life  finally  is  simplified  to  this 
—  man  has  but  to  preserve  the  right  attitude.  To  abide  in 
Christ,  to  be  in  position,  that  is  all.  Much  work  is  done  on 
board  a  ship  crossing  the  Atlantic.  Yet  none  of  it  is  spent  on 
making  the  ship  go.  The  sailor  but  harnesses  his  vessel  to  the 
wind.  He  puts  his  sail  and  rudder  in  position,  and  lo,  the 
miracle  is  wrought.  So  everywhere  God  creates,  man  utilizes. 
All  the  work  of  the  world  is  merely  a  taking  advantage  of 
energies  already  there.  God  gives  the  wind  and  the  water  and 
the  heat ;  man  but  puts  himself  in  the  way  of  the  wind,  fixes 
his  water  wheel  in  the  way  of  the  river,  puts  his  piston  in  the 
way  of  the  steam  ;  and  so  holding  himself  in  position  before 
God's  Spirit,  all  the  energies  of  Omnipotence  course  within  his 
soul.  He  is  like  a  tree  planted  by  a  river,  whose  leaf  is  green 
and  whose  fruits  fail  not.  Such  is  the  deeper  lesson  to  be 
learned  from  considering  the  lily.  It  is  the  voice  of  Nature 
echoing  the  whole  evangel  of  Jesus,  "  Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will 
give  you  rest." 

GRADATIM. 

By  J.  G.  HOLLAND. 

Heaven  is  not  reached  at  a  single  bound ; 
But  we  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  rise 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies, 

And  we  mount  to  its  summit  round  by  round. 

I  count  this  thing  to  be  grandly  true ; 

That  a  noble  deed  is  a  step  toward  God  — 
Lifting  the  soul  from  the  common  clod 

To  a  purer  air  and  a  broader  view. 

We  rise  by  the  things  that  are  under  our  feet : 
By  what  we  have  mastered  of  good  and  gain; 
By  the  pride  deposed  and  the  passion  slain, 

And  the  vanquished  ills  that  we  hourly  meet. 
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We  hope,  we  aspire,  we  resolve,  we  trust, 
When  the  morning  calls  us  to  life  and  light ; 
But  our  hearts  grow  weary,  and  ere  the  night 

Our  lives  are  trailing  the  sordid  dust. 

We  hope,  we  resolve,  we  aspire,  we  pray. 

And  we  think  that  we  mount  the  air  on  Avings 
Beyond  the  recall  of  sensual  thiiigs, 

While  our  feet  still  cling  to  the  heavy  clay. 

Wings  for  the  angels,  but  feet  for  men  ! 

We  may  borrow  the  wings  to  find  tlie  way,  — 
We  may  hope,  and  resolve,  and  aspire,  and  pray ; 

But  our  feet  must  rise,  or  we  fall  again. 

Only  in  dreams  is  a  ladder  thrown 

From  the  weary  earth  to  the  sapphire  walls ; 
But  the  dreams  depart,  and  the  vision  falls. 

And  the  sleeper  wakes  on  his  pillow  of  stone. 

Heaven  is  not  reached  at  a  single  boujul ; 
But  we  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  rise 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies. 

And  we  mount  to  its  sunimit  round  by  round. 


THE  GREAT  STONE  FACE. 

By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

'Natiianiki.  TIawthounk:  American  story-writer;  born  at  Salein,  Mass., 
July "^4,  1H04  ;  died  at  Plymouth,  N.II.,  May  ID,  18(')4.  His  official  positions,  in 
the  c.ustomliousc  at  vSalem  and  as  United  States  consul  at  Liverjwol,  furnished 
liim  with  many  opportunities  for  the  study  of  human  nature.  His  literary 
popularity  was  of  slow  growth,  but  was  founded  on  the  eternal  verities.  His 
most  famous  novels  are  "'IMie  Scarlet  Letter,"  18r)0;  "  The  House  of  the  Seven 
Gables,"  1H61  ;  "Tiie  BliMiedalc  Homancc,"  1H52;  "The  Marble  Faun,"  18(50; 
•'Septimius  Fclton,"  posthumous.  lie  wrote  a  great  inunber  of  short  stories, 
inimitable  in  style  and  full  of  weird  imagination.  "Twice-told  Tales,"  first 
scries,  appeared  in  18:57;  "The  Snow  Image  and  Other  Twice-told  Tales,"  in 
1852;  "  Tanglewood 'iales,"  in  185:j.] 

OxK  afternoon,  when  the  sun  was  goinfr  down,  a  mother  and 
her  little  boy  sat  at  the  door  of  tlioir  cottage,  talking  about  the 
Great  Stone  Face.    They  had  but  to  lift  their  eyes,  and  there  it 
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was  plainly  to  be  seen,  though  miles  away,  with  the  sunshine 
brightening  all  its  features. 

And  what  was  the  Great  Stone  Face  ? 

Embosomed  amongst  a  family  of  lofty  mountains,  there  was  a 
valley  so  spacious  that  it  contained  many  thousand  inhabitants. 
Some  of  these  good  people  dwelt  in  log  huts,  with  the  black 
forest  all  around  them,  on  the  steej)  and  difficult  hillsides. 
Others  had  their  homes  in  comfortable  farmhouses,  and  culti- 
vated the  rich  soil  on  the  gentle  slopes  or  level  surfaces  of  the 
valley.  Others,  again,  were  congregated  into  populous  villages, 
where  some  wild,  highland  rivulet,  tumbling  down  from  its 
birthplace  in  the  upper  mountain  region,  had  been  caught  and 
tamed  by  human  cunning,  and  compelled  to  turn  the  machinery 
of  cotton  factories.  The  inhabitants  of  this  valley,  in  short, 
were  numerous,  and  of  many  modes  of  life.  But  all  of  them, 
grown  people  and  children,  had  a  kind  of  familiarity  with  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  although  some  possessed  the  gift  of  distin- 
guishing this  grand  natural  phenomenon  more  perfectly  than 
many  of  their  neighbors. 

The  Great  Stone  Face,  then,  was  a  work  of  Nature  in  her 
mood  of  majestic  playfulness,  formed  on  the  perpendicular  side 
of  a  mountain  by  some  immense  rocks,  which  had  been  thrown 
together  in  such  a  position  as,  when  viewed  at  a  proper  distance, 
precisely  to  resemble  the  features  of  the  human  countenance. 
It  seemed  as  if  an  enormous  giant,  or  a  Titan,  had  sculptured 
his  own  likeness  on  the  precipice.  There  was  the  broad  arch 
of  the  forehead,  a  hundred  feet  in  height ;  the  nose,  with  its  long 
bridge  ;  and  the  vast  lips,  which,  if  they  could  have  spoken, 
would  have  rolled  their  thunder  accents  from  one  end  of  the 
valley  to  the  other.  True  it  is,  that  if  the  spectator  approached 
too  near,  he  lost  the  outline  of  the  gigantic  visage,  and  could 
discern  only  a  heap  of  ponderous  and  gigantic  rocks,  piled  in 
chaotic  ruin  one  upon  another.  Retracing  his  steps,  however, 
the  wondrous  features  would  again  be  seen  ;  and  the  farther  he 
withdrew  from  them,  the  more  like  a  human  face,  with  all  its 
original  divinity  intact,  did  they  appear  ;  until,  as  it  grew  dim 
in  the  distance,  with  the  clouds  and  glorified  vapor  of  the 
mountains  clustering  about  it,  the  Great  Stone  Face  seemed 
positively  to  be  alive. 

It  was  a  happy  lot  for  children  to  grow  up  to  manhood  or 
womanhood  with  the  Great  Stone  Face  before  their  eyes,  for  all 
the  features  were  noble,  and  the  expression  was  at  once  grand 
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and  sweet,  as  if  it  -were  the  glow  of  a  vast,  warm  heart,  that 
embraced  all  mankind  in  its  affections,  and  had  room  for  more. 
It  was  an  education  only  to  look  at  it.  According  to  the  belief 
of  many  people,  the  valley  owed  much  of  its  fertility  to  this 
benign  aspect  that  was  continually  beaming  over  it,  illuminating 
the  clouds,  and  infusing  its  tenderness  into  the  sunshine. 

As  we  began  with  saying,  a  mother  and  her  little  boy  sat  at 
their  cottage  door,  gazing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face,  and  talking 
about  it.     The  child's  name  was  Ernest. 

"  Mother,"  said  he,  while  the  Titanic  visage  smiled  on  him, 
"  I  wish  that  it  could  speak,  for  it  looks  so  very  kindly  that  its 
voice  must  needs  be  pleasant.  If  I  M^ere  to  see  a  man  with  such 
a  face,  I  should  love  him  dearly." 

"If  an  old  prophecy  should  come  to  pass,"  answered  his 
mother,  "  we  may  see  a  man,  some  time  or  other,  with  exactly 
such  a  face  as  that." 

"  What  prophecy  do  you  mean,  dear  mother  ?  "  eagerly  in- 
quired Ernest.     "  Pray  tell  me  all  about  it  !  " 

So  his  mother  told  him  a  story  that  her  own  mother  had 
told  to  her,  when  she  herself  was  younger  than  little  Ernest ; 
a  story,  not  of  things  that  were  past,  but  of  what  was  yet  to 
come  ;  a  story,  nevertheless,  so  very  old,  that  even  the  Indians, 
who  formerly  inhabited  this  valley,  had  heard  it  from  theii" 
forefathers,  to  whom,  as  they  affirmed,  it  had  been  murmured 
by  the  mountain  streams,  and  whispered  by  the  wind  among 
the  tree  tops.  The  purport  was  that,  at  some  future  day,  a 
child  should  be  born  hereabouts,  who  was  destined  to  become 
the  greatest  and  noblest  personage  of  his  time,  and  whose  coun- 
tenance, in  manhood,  should  bear  an  exact  resemblance  to  the 
Great  Stone  Face.  Not  a  few  old-fashioned  people,  and  young 
ones  likewise,  in  the  ardor  of  their  hopes,  still  cherished  an 
enduring  faith  in  this  old  prophecy.  But  others,  who  had  seen 
more  of  the  world,  had  watched  and  waited  till  they  were 
weary,  and  had  beheld  no  man  with  such  a  face,  nor  any  man 
that  proved  to  be  much  greater  or  nobler  than  his  neighbors, 
concluded  it  to  be  nothing  but  an  idle  tale.  At  all  events,  the 
great  man  of  the  prophecy  had  not  yet  appeared. 

"  O  mother,  dear  mother  !  "  cried  Ernest,  clapping  his  liands 
above  liis  liead,  "  I  do  liope  tliat  I  sliall  live  to  see  him  I  " 

His  mother  was  an  affectionate  and  tliouglitful  woman,  and 
felt  that  it  was  wisest  not  to  discourage  tlie  generous  liopes  of 
her  little  boy.     So  slie  only  said  to  liiiu,  '^I'erhaps  you  may." 
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And  Ernest  never  forgot  the  story  that  his  mother  told  him. 
It  was  always  in  his  mind,  whenever  he  looked  upon  the  Great 
Stone  Face.  He  spent  his  cliildhood  in  the  log  cottage  where 
he  was  born,  and  was  dutiful  to  his  mother,  and  helpful  to  her 
in  many  things,  assisting  her  much  with  his  little  hands,  and 
more  with  his  loving  heart.  In  this  manner,  from  a  happy  yet 
often  pensive  child,  he  grew  up  to  be  a  mild,  quiet,  unobtrusive 
boy,  and  sun-browned  with  labor  in  the  fields,  but  with  more 
intelligence  brightening  his  aspect  than  is  seen  in  many  lads 
who  have  been  taught  at  famous  schools.  Yet  Ernest  had  had 
no  teacher,  save  only  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  became  one  to 
him.  When  the  toil  of  the  day  was  over,  he  would  gaze  at  it 
for  hours,  until  he  began  to  imagine  that  those  vast  features 
recognized  him,  and  gave  him  a  smile  of  kindness  and  encour- 
agement, responsive  to  his  own  look  of  veneration.  We  must 
not  take  upon  us  to  affirm  that  this  was  a  mistake,  although 
the  Face  may  have  looked  no  more  kindly  at  Ernest  than  at  all 
the  world  besides.  But  the  secret  was  that  the  boy's  tender 
and  confiding  simplicity  discerned  what  other  people  could  not 
see ;  and  thus  the  love,  which  was  meant  for  all,  became  his 
peculiar  portion. 

About  this  time  there  went  a  rumor  throughout  the  valley, 
that  the  great  man,  foretold  from  ages  long  ago,  who  was  to 
bear  a  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face,  had  appeared  at 
last.  It  seems  that,  many  years  before,  a  young  man  had  mi- 
grated from  the  valley  and  settled  at  a  distant  seaport,  where, 
after  getting  together  a  little  money,  he  had  set  up  as  a  shop- 
keeper. His  name  —  but  I  could  never  learn  whether  it  was 
his  real  one,  or  a  nickname  that  had  grown  out  of  his  habits 
and  success  in  life  —  was  Gathergold.  Being  shrewd  and  ac- 
tive, and  endowed  by  Providence  with  that  inscrutable  faculty 
which  develops  itself  in  what  the  world  calls  luck,  he  became 
an  exceedingly  rich  merchant,  and  owner  of  a  whole  fleet  of 
bulky-bottomed  ships.  All  the  countries  of  the  globe  appeared 
to  join  hands  for  the  mere  purpose  of  adding  heap  after  heap 
to  the  mountainous  accumulation  of  this  one  man's  wealth. 
The  cold  regions  of  the  north,  almost  within  the  gloom  and 
shadow  of  the  Arctic  Circle,  sent  him  their  tribute  in  the  shape 
of  furs ;  hot  Africa  sifted  for  him  the  golden  sands  of  her 
rivers,  and  gathered  up  the  ivory  tusks  of  her  great  elephants 
out  of  the  forests  ;  the  East  came  bringing  him  the  rich  shawls, 
and  spices,  and  teas,  and  the  effulgence  of  diamonds,  and  the 
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gleaming  purity  of  large  pearls.  The  ocean,  not  to  be  behind- 
hand with  the  earth,  yielded  up  her  mighty  whales,  that  IVIr. 
Gathergold  might  sell  their  oil,  and  make  a  profit  on  it.  Be 
the  original  commodity  what  it  might,  it  was  gold  within  his 
grasp.  It  might  be  said  of  him,  as  of  Midas  in  the  fable,  that 
whatever  he  touched  with  his  finger  immediately  glistened,  and 
grew  yellow,  and  was  changed  at  once  into  sterling  metal,  or, 
which  suited  him  still  better,  into  piles  of  coin.  And  when 
Mr.  Gathergold  had  become  so  very  rich  that  it  would  have 
taken  him  a  hundred  years  only  to  count  his  wealth,  he  be- 
thought himself  of  his  native  valle}^  and  resolved  to  go  back 
thither,  and  end  his  days  where  he  was  born.  With  this 
purpose  in  view,  he  sent  a  skillful  architect  to  build  him  such 
a  palace  as  should  be  fit  for  a  man  of  liis  vast  wealth  to 
live  in. 

As  I  have  said  above,  it  had  already  been  rumored  in  the 
valley  that  Mr.  Gathergold  had  turned  out  to  be  the  prophetic 
personage  so  long  and  vainly  looked  for,  and  that  his  visage 
was  the  perfect  and  undeniable  similitude  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face.  People  were  the  more  ready  to  believe  that  this  must 
needs  be  the  fact,  when  they  beheld  the  splendid  edifice  that 
rose,  as  if  by  enchantment,  on  the  site  of  his  father's  old  weather- 
beaten  farmhouse.  The  exterior  was  of  marble,  so  dazzlingly 
white  that  it  seemed  as  though  the  whole  structure  might  melt 
away  in  the  sunshine,  like  those  humbler  ones  which  Mr.  Gather- 
gold, in  his  young  playdays,  before  his  fingers  were  gifted  with 
the  touch  of  transmutation,  had  been  accustomed  to  build  of 
snow.  It  had  a  richly  ornamented  portico,  supported  by  tall 
pillars,  beneath  which  was  a  lofty  door,  studded  with  silver 
knobs,  and  made  of  a  kind  of  variegated  wood  that  had  been 
brouglit  from  beyond  the  sea.  The  windows,  from  the  floor  to 
the  ceiling  of  each  stately  apartment,  were  composed,  respec- 
tively, of  but  one  enormous  pane  of  glass,  so  transparently  pure 
tliat  it  was  said  to  be  a  finer  medium  than  even  the  vacant 
atmospliere.  Hardly  anybody  had  l)een  permitted  to  see  tlie 
interior  of  this  palace  ;  but  it  w;is  reported,  and  with  good 
semblance  of  trutli,  to  l>e  far  more  gorgeous  than  the  outside, 
insomuch  that  whatever  wjis  iron  or  brass  in  other  houses  was 
silver  or  gold  in  tliis  ;  and  Mr.  (iathergoldV  bedcliaiid)er, 
especially,  made  such  a  glittering  appearance  that  no  ordinary 
man  would  have  been  able  to  close  his  eyes  there.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  Mr.  Gatliergold  was  now  so  inured  to  wealth,  that 
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perhaps  he  could  not  have  closed  his  eyes  unless  where  the 
gleam  of  it  was  certain  to  find  its  way  beneatli  his  eyelids. 

In  due  time,  the  mansion  was  finished;  next  came  the 
upholsterers,  with  magnificent  furniture  ;  then,  a  whole  troop 
of  black  and  white  servants,  the  harbingers  of  Mr.  Gathergold, 
Avho,  in  his  own  majestic  person,  was  expected  to  arrive  at  sun- 
set. Our  friend  Ernest,  meanwhile,  had  been  deeply  stirred  by 
the  idea  that  the  great  man,  the  noble  man,  the  man  of  prophecy, 
after  so  many  ages  of  delay,  was  at  length  to  be  made  manifest 
to  his  native  valley.  He  knew,  boy  as  he  was,  that  there  were 
a  thousand  ways  in  which  Mr.  Gathergold,  with  his  vast  wealth, 
might  transform  himself  into  an  angel  of  beneficence,  and 
assume  a  control  over  human  affairs  as  wide  and  benignant  as 
the  smile  of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  Full  of  faith  and  hope, 
Ernest  doubted  not  that  what  the  people  said  was  true,  and  that 
now  he  was  to  behold  the  living  likeness  of  those  wondrous 
features  on  the  mountain  side.  While  the  boy  was  still  gazing 
up  the  valley,  and  fancying,  as  he  always  did,  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  returned  his  gaze  and  looked  kindly  at  him,  the 
rumbling  of  wheels  was  heard,  approaching  swiftly  along  the 
winding  road. 

"  Here  he  comes ! "  cried  a  group  of  people  who  were 
assembled  to  witness  the  arrival.  "  Here  comes  the  great  iMr. 
Gathergold  1  " 

A  carriage,  drawn  by  four  horses,  dashed  round  the  turn  of 
the  road.  Within  it,  thrust  partly  out  of  the  window,  appeared 
the  physiognomy  of  the  old  man,  with  a  skin  as  yellow  as  if  his 
own  Midas-hand  had  transmuted  it.  He  had  a  low  forehead, 
small,  sharp  eyes,  puckered  about  with  innumerable  wrinkles, 
and  very  thin  lips,  which  he  made  still  thinner  by  pressing  them 
forcibly  together. 

"  The  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  !  "  shouted  the 
people.  "  Sure  enough,  the  old  prophecy  is  true  ;  and  here 
we  have  the  great  man,  come  at  last  !  " 

And,  what  greatly  perplexed  Ernest,  they  seemed  actually 
to  believe  that  here  was  the  likeness  which  they  spoke  of.  By 
the  roadside  there  chanced  to  be  an  old  beggar  woman  and  two 
little  beggar  children,  stragglers  from  some  far-off  region,  who, 
as  the  carriage  rolled  onward,  held  out  their  hands  and  lifted 
up  their  doleful  voices,  most  piteously  beseeching  charity. 
A  yellow  claw  —  the  very  same  that  had  clawed  together  so 
much  wealth  —  poked   itself   out   of   the   coach  window,  and 
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dropt  some  copper  coins  upon  the  ground  ;  so  that,  though  the 
great  man's  name  seems  to  have  been  Gathergold,  he  might 
iust  as  suitably  have  been  nicknamed  Scattercopper.  Still, 
"nevertheless,  with  an  earnest  shout,  and  evidently  with  as  much 
good  faith  as  ever,  the  people  bellowed,  — 

''  He  is  the  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  !  " 
But  Ernest  turned  sadly  from  the  wrinkled  shrewdness  of 
that  sordid  visage,  and  gazed  up  the  valley,  where,  amid  a 
gathering  mist,  gilded  by  the  last  sunbeams,  he  could  still 
distinguish  those  glorious  features  which  had  impressed  them- 
selves into  his  soul.  Their  iispect  cheered  him.  What  did  the 
benign  lips  seem  to  say  ? 

"  He  will  come  !  Fear  not,  Ernest ;  the  man  will  come  !  " 
The  years  went  on,  and  Ernest  ceased  to  be  a  boy.  He 
had  grown  to  be  a  young  man  now.  He  attracted  little 
notice  from  the  other  inhabitants  of  the  valley  ;  for  they  saw 
nothing  remarkable  in  his  way  of  life,  save  that,  when  the 
labor  of  the  day  was  over,  he  still  loved  to  go  apart  and  gaze 
and  meditate  upon  the  Great  Stone  Face.  According  to  their 
idea  of  the  matter,  it  was  a  folly,  indeed,  but  pardonable,  in- 
asmuch as  Ernest  was  industrious,  kind,  and  neighborly,  and 
neglected  no  duty  for  the  sake  of  indulging  this  idle  habit. 
They  knew  not  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  become  a 
teacher  to  him,  and  that  the  sentiment  which  was  expressed  in 
it  would  enlarge  the  young  man's  heart,  and  till  it  with  wider 
and  deeper  sympathies  than  other  hearts.  They  knew  not 
that  thence  would  come  a  better  wisdom  than  could  be  learned 
from  books,  and  a  better  life  than  could  be  molded  on  the 
defaced  example  of  other  human  lives.  Neither  did  Ernest 
know  that  the  thoughts  and  affections  which  came  to  him  so 
naturally,  in  the  fields  and  at  the  fireside,  and  wherever  he 
communed  with  himself,  were  of  a  higher  tone  than  those 
which  all  men  shared  with  him.  A  simple  soul, — simple  as 
when  liis  mother  first  taught  him  the  old  prophecy,  —  he  beheld 
the  marvelous  features  beaming  adown  the  valley,  and  still 
wondered  that  their  liuman  counterpart  was  so  long  in  making 
his  appearance. 

hy  this  time  poor  Mr.  Gathergold  was  dead  and  buried  ;  and 
the  oddest  part  of  the  matter  was,  that  his  wealth,  whicli  was 
the  ])ody  and  spirit  of  his  existence,  liad  disappeared  before  his 
death,  leaving  nothing  of  him  but  a  living  skeleton,  covered 
over  with  a  wrinkled,  yellow  skin.     Since  the  melting  away  of 


THE  GREAT  STONE  FACE.  5905 

his  gold,  it  had  been  very  generally  conceded  that  there  was  no 
such  striking  resemblance,  after  all,  betwixt  the  ignoble  fea- 
tures of  the  ruined  merchant  and  that  majestic  face  upon  the 
mountain  side.  So  the  people  ceased  to  honor  him  during  his 
lifetime,  and  quietly  consigned  him  to  forgetfulness  after  his 
decease.  Once  in  a  while,  it  is  true,  his  memory  was  brought 
up  in  connection  with  the  magnificent  palace  which  he  had 
built,  and  which  had  long  ago  been  turned  into  a  hotel  for  the 
accommodation  of  strangers,  multitudes  of  whom  came,  every 
summer,  to  visit  that  famous  natural  curiosity,  the  Great  Stone 
Face.  Thus,  Mr.  Gathergold  being  discredited  and  thrown  into 
the  shade,  the  man  of  prophecy  was  yet  to  come. 

It  so  happened  that  a  native-born  son  of  the  valley,  many 
years  before,  had  enlisted  as  a  soldier,  and,  after  a  great  deal 
of  hard  fighting,  had  now  become  an  illustrious  commander. 
Whatever  he  may  be  called  in  history,  he  was  known  in  camps 
and  on  the  battlefield  under  the  nickname  of  Old  Blood-and- 
Thunder.  This  war-worn  veteran,  being  noAv  infirm  with  age 
and  wounds,  and  weary  of  the  turmoil  of  a  military  life,  and  of 
the  roll  of  the  drum  and  the  clangor  of  the  trumpet,  that  had 
so  long  been  ringing  in  his  ears,  had  lately  signified  a  purpose 
of  returning  to  his  native  valley,  hoping  to  find  repose  where 
he  remembered  to  have  left  it.  The  inhabitants,  his  old  neigh- 
bors and  their  grown-up  children,  were  resolved  to  welcome  the 
renowned  warrior  with  a  salute  of  cannon  and  a  public  dinner  ; 
and  all  the  more  enthusiastically,  it  being  affirmed  that  now,  at 
last,  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  actually  appeared. 
An  aid-de-camp  of  Old  Blood-and-Thunder,  traveling  through 
the  valley,  was  said  to  have  been  struck  with  the  resemblance. 
Moreover  the  schoolmates  and  early  acquaintances  of  the  general 
were  ready  to  testify,  on  oath,  that,  to  the  best  of  their  recol- 
lection, the  aforesaid  general  had  been  exceedingly  like  the 
majestic  im.age,  even  when  a  bo}^  only  that  the  idea  had  never 
occurred  to  them  at  that  period.  Great,  therefore,  Avas  the 
excitement  throughout  the  valley  ;  and  many  people,  who  had 
never  once  thought  of  glancing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face  for 
years  before,  now  spent  their  time  in  gazing  at  it,  for  the  sake 
of  knowing  exactly  how  General  Blood-and-Thunder  looked. 

On  the  day  of  the  great  festival,  Ernest,  with  all  the  other 
people  of  the  valley,  left  their  work,  and  proceeded  to  the  spot 
where  the  sylvan  banquet  was  prepared.  As  he  approached, 
the  loud  voice  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Battleblast  was  heard,  beseech- 
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ing  a  blessing  on  the  good  things  set  before  them,  and  on  the 
distinguished  friend  of  peace  in  whose  honor  they  were  assem- 
bled. The  tables  were  arranged  in  a  cleared  space  of  the 
woods,  shut  in  by  the  surrounding  trees,  except  where  a  vista 
opened  eastward,  and  afforded  a  distant  view  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face.  Over  the  general's  chair,  which  was  a  relic  from  the 
home  of  Washington,  there  was  an  arch  of  verdant  boughs,  with 
the  laurel  profusely  intermixed,  and  surmounted  by  his  coun- 
try's banner,  beneath  which  he  had  won  his  victories.  Our 
friend  Ernest  raised  himself  on  his  tiptoes,  in  hopes  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  celebrated  guest  ;  but  there  was  a  mighty  crowd 
about  the  tables  anxious  to  hear  the  toasts  and  speeches,  and  to 
catch  any  word  that  might  fall  from  the  general  in  reply  ;  and 
a  volunteer  company,  doing  duty  as  a  guard,  pricked  ruthlessly 
with  their  bayonets  at  any  particularly  quiet  person  among  the 
throng.  So  Ernest,  being  of  an  unobtrusive  character,  was 
thrust  quite  into  the  background,  where  he  could  see  no  more 
of  Old  Blood-and-Thunder's  physiognomy  than  if  it  had  been 
still  blazing  on  the  battlefield.  To  console  himself,  he  turned 
towards  the  Great  Stone  Face,  which,  like  a  faithful  and  long- 
remembered  friend,  looked  back  and  smiled  upon  him  through 
the  vista  of  the  forest.  Meantime,  however,  he  could  overhear 
the  remarks  of  various  individuals,  who  were  comparing  the 
features  of  the  hero  with  the  face  on  the  distant  mountain  side. 
"  'Tis  the  same  face,  to  a  hair  !  "  cried  one  man,  cutting  a 
caper  for  joy. 

''  Wonderfully  like,  that's  a  fact !  "  responded  another. 
"  Like  !  why,  I  call  it  Old  Blood-and-Thunder  himself,  in 
a  monstrous  looking-glass!"  cried  a  third.  "And  why  not? 
He's  the  greatest  man  of  this  or  any  other  age,  beyond  a  doubt." 
And  then  all  three  of  the  speakers  gave  a  great  shout,  which 
communicated  electricity  to  the  crowd,  and  called  forth  a  roar 
from  a  thousand  voices,  that  went  reverberating  for  miles  among 
the  mountains,  until  you  might  have  supposed  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  had  poured  its  thunder  breath  into  the  cry.  All 
these  comments,  and  this  vast  entlmsiasm,  served  the  more  to 
interest  our  friend  ;  nor  did  he  think  of  questioning  that  now, 
at  length,  the  mountain  visage  liad  found  its  liuman  counter- 
part. It  is  true,  Ernest  had  imagined  that  this  long-looked-for 
personage  would  appear  in  the  character  of  a  man  of  peace, 
uttering  wisfloni,  and  doing  good,  and  making  people  happy. 
But,  taking  an  hal)itM:il  breadth  of  view,  with  all  his  sim})licity, 
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he  contended  that  Providence  should  choose  its  own  method 
of  blessing  mankind,  and  could  conceive  that  this  great  end 
might  be  effected  even  by  a  warrior  and  a  bloody  sword,  should 
inscrutable  wisdom  see  fit  to  order  matters  so. 

"  The  general !  the  general !  "  was  now  the  cry.  "  Hush  ! 
silence  !     Old  Blood-and-Thunder's  going  to  make  a  speech." 

Even  so ;  for,  the  cloth  being  removed,  the  general's 
health  had  been  drunk,  amid  shouts  of  apjjlause,  and  he  now 
stood  upon  his  feet  to  thank  the  company.  Ernest  saw  him. 
There  he  was,  over  the  shoulders  of  the  crowd,  from  the  two 
glittering  epaulets  and  embroidered  collar  upward,  beneath 
the  arch  of  green  boughs  with  intertwined  laurel,  and  the 
banner  drooping  as  if  to  shade  his  brow !  And  there,  too, 
visible  in  the  same  glance,  through  the  vista  of  the  forest, 
appeared  the  Great  Stone  Face  !  And  was  there,  indeed,  such 
a  resemblance  as  the  crowd  had  testified?  Alas,  Ernest  could 
not  recognize  it !  He  beheld  a  war-worn  and  Aveather-beaten 
countenance,  full  of  energy,  and  expressive  of  an  iron  will ; 
but  the  gentle  wisdom,  the  deep,  broad,  tender  sympathies, 
were  altogether  wanting  in  Old  Blood-and-Thunder's  visage : 
and  even  if  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  assumed  his  look  of 
stern  command,  the  milder  traits  would  still  have  tempered  it. 

"  This  is  not  the  man  of  prophecy,"  sighed  Ernest  to  him- 
self, as  he  made  his  way  out  of  the  throng.  "  And  must  the 
world  wait  longer  yet  ?  " 

The  mists  had  congregated  about  the  distant  mountain 
side,  and  there  were  seen  the  grand  and  awful  features  of  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  awful  but  benignant,  as  if  a  mighty  angel 
were  sitting  among  the  hills,  and  enrobing  himself  in  a  cloud 
vesture  of  gold  and  purple.  As  he  looked,  Ernest  could 
hardly  believe  but  that  a  smile  beamed  over  the  whole  visage, 
with  a  radiance  still  brightening,  although  without  motion  of 
the  lips.  It  was  probably  the  effect  of  the  western  sunshine, 
melting  through  the  thinly  diffused  vapors  that  had  swept 
between  him  and  the  object  that  he  gazed  at.  But  —  as  it 
always  did  —  the  aspect  of  his  marvelous  friend  made  Ernest 
as  hopeful  as  if  he  had  never  hoped  in  vain. 

"  Fear  not,  Ernest,"  said  his  heart,  even  as  if  the  Great 
Face  were  whispering  him, —  ''fear  not,  Ernest ;  he  will  come." 

More  years  sped  swiftly  and  tranquilly  away.  Ernest  still 
dwelt  in  his  native  valley,  and  was  now  a  man  of  middle  age. 
By  imperceptible  degrees,  he  had  become  known  among  the 
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people.  Now,  as  heretofore,  lie  labored  for  his  bread,  and  was 
the  same  simple-hearted  man  that  he  had  always  been.  But 
he  had  thought  and  felt  so  much,  he  had  given  so  many  of  the 
best  hours  of  his  life  to  unworldly  hopes  for  some  great  good 
to  mankind,  that  it  seemed  as  though  he  had  been  talking  with 
the  angels,  and  had  imbibed  a  portion  of  their  wisdom  una- 
wares. It  was  visible  in  the  calm  and  well-considered  benefi- 
cence of  his  daily  life,  the  quiet  stream  of  which  had  made  a 
wide  green  margin  all  along  its  course.  Not  a  day  passed  b)^ 
that  the  world  was  not  the  better  because  this  man,  humble  as 
he  was,  had  lived.  He  never  stepped  aside  from  his  own  path, 
yet  would  always  reach  a  blessing  to  his  neighbor.  Almost 
involuntarily,  too,  he  had  become  a  preacher.  The  pure  and 
high  simplicity  of  his  thought,  which,  as  one  of  its  manifesta- 
tions, took  shape  in  the  good  deeds  that  dropped  silent!}'-  from 
his  hand,  flowed  also  forth  in  speech.  He  uttered  truths  that 
wrought  upon  and  molded  the  lives  of  those  who  heard  him. 
His  auditors,  it  ma}^  be,  never  suspected  that  Ernest,  their  own 
neighbor  and  familiar  friend,  M'-as  more  than  an  ordinary  man  ; 
least  of  all  did  Ernest  himself  suspect  it ;  but,  inevitably  as 
the  murmur  of  a  rivulet,  came  thoughts  out  of  his  mouth  that 
no  other  human  lips  had  spoken. 

When  the  people's  minds  had  had  a  little  time  to  cool,  they 
were  ready  enough  to  acknowledge  their  mistake  in  imagining 
a  similarity  between  General  Blood-and-Thunder's  truculent 
physiognomy  and  the  benign  visage  on  the  mountain  side. 
But  now,  again,  there  were  reports  and  many  paragraphs  in 
the  newspapers,  affirming  that  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face  had  appeared  upon  the  broad  shoulders  of  a  certain  emi- 
nent statesman.  He,  like  ]\Ir.  Gathergold  and  Old  Blood-and- 
'J'hunder,  was  a  native  of  the  valley,  but  had  left  it  in  liis 
early  days,  and  taken  up  the  trades  of  law  and  politics. 
Instead  of  the  rich  man's  wealth  and  the  warrior's  sword, 
lie  had  ])ut  a  tongue,  and  it  was  mightier  than  botli  together. 
80  wonderfully  eloquent  was  lie,  that  whatever  lie  might 
choose  to  say,  his  auditors  liad  no  choice  but  to  believe  him  ; 
wrong  looked  like  riglit,  and  riglit  like  wrong;  for  Avhon  it 
])hjased  liim,  lie  could  make  a  kind  of  illuminated  fog  with  his 
mere  breath,  and  obscure  the  natural  daylight  with  it.  His 
tongue,  indeed,  was  a  magic  instrument :  sometimes  it  rum- 
bled like  the  thunder  ;  soTnetimes  it  warbled  like  the  sweetest 
music.      It  wius  the  blast  of  war,  —  the  song  of  ])eace  ;  and  it 
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seemed  to  have  a  heart  in  it,  when  there  was  no  such  matter. 
In  good  truth,  he  was  a  wondrous  man  ;  and  when  his  tongue 
had  acquired  him  all  other  imaginable  success,  —  when  it  liad 
been  heard  in  halls  of  state,  and  in  the  courts  of  princes  and 
potentates,  —  after  it  had  made  him  known  all  over  the  world, 
even  as  a  voice  crying  from  shore  to  shore,  —  it  finally  per- 
suaded his  countrymen  to  select  him  for  the  Presidency. 
Before  this  time,  —  indeed,  as  soon  as  he  began  to  grow  cele- 
brated, —  his  admirers  had  found  out  the  resemblance  between 
him  and  the  Great  Stone  Face  ;  and  so  much  were  they  struck 
by  it,  that  throughout  the  country  this  distinguished  gentle- 
man was  known  by  the  name  of  Old  Stony  Phiz.  The  phrase 
was  considered  as  giving  a  highly  favorable  aspect  to  his 
political  prospects ;  for,  as  is  likewise  the  case  with  the  Pope- 
dom, nobody  ever  becomes  President  without  taking  a  name 
other  than  his  own. 

While  his  friends  were  doing  their  best  to  make  him  Presi- 
dent, Old  Stony  Phiz,  as  he  was  called,  set  out  on  a  visit  to 
the  valley  where  he  was  born.  Of  course,  he  had  no  other 
object  than  to  shake  hands  with  his  fellow-citizens,  and  neither 
thought  nor  cared  about  any  effect  which  his  progress  through 
the  country  might  have  upon  the  election.  Magnificent  prep- 
arations were  made  to  receive  the  illustrious  statesman ;  a 
cavalcade  of  horsemen  set  forth  to  meet  him  at  the  boundary 
line  of  the  State,  and  all  the  people  left  their  business  and 
gathered  along  the  wayside  to  see  him  pass.  Among  these 
was  Ernest.  Though  more  than  once  disappointed,  as  we 
have  seen,  he  had  such  a  hopeful  and  confiding  nature,  that  he 
was  always  ready  to  believe  in  whatever  seemed  beautiful  and 
good.  He  kept  his  heart  continually  open,  and  thus  was  sure 
to  catch  the  blessing  from  on  high  when  it  should  come.  So 
now  again,  as  buoyantly  as  ever,  he  went  forth  to  behold  the 
likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face. 

The  cavalcade  came  prancing  along  the  road,  with  a  great 
clattering  of  hoofs  and  a  mighty  cloud  of  dust,  which  rose  up 
so  dense  and  high  that  the  visage  of  the  mountain  side  was 
completely  hidden  from  Ernest's  eyes.  All  the  great  men  of 
the  neighborhood  were  there  on  horseback  ;  militia  officers,  in 
uniform  ;  the  member  of  Congress  ;  the  sheriff  of  the  county  ; 
the  editors  of  newspapers ;  and  many  a  farmer,  too,  had 
mounted  his  patient  steed,  with  his  Sunday  coat  upon  his  back. 
It  really  was  a  very  brilliant  spectacle,  especially  as  there  were 
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numerous  banners  flaunting  over  the  cavalcade,  on  some  of 
which  were  gorgeous  portraits  of  the  illustrious  statesman  and 
the  Great  Stone  Face,  smiling  familiarly  at  one  another,  like 
two  brothers.  If  the  pictures  were  to  be  trusted,  the  mutual 
resemblance,  it  must  be  confessed,  was  marvelous.  We  must 
not  forget  to  mention  that  there  was  a  band  of  music,  wliich 
made  the  echoes  of  the  mountains  ring  and  reverberate  with  the 
loud  triumph  of  its  strains  ;  so  that  airy  and  soul-thrilling 
melodies  broke  out  among  all  the  heights  and  hollows,  as  if 
every  nook  of  his  native  valley  had  found  a  voice,  to  welcome 
the  distinguished  guest.  But  the  grandest  effect  was  when  the 
far-off  mountain  precipice  flung  back  the  music;  for  then 
the  Great  Stone  Face  itself  seemed  to  be  swelling  the  trium- 
phant chorus,  in  acknowledgment  that,  at  length,  the  man  of 
prophecy  was  come. 

All  this  while  the  people  were  throwing  up  their  hats  and 
shouting,  with  enthusiasm  so  contagious  that  the  heart  of 
Ernest  kindled  up,  and  he  likewise  threw  up  his  hat,  and 
sliouted,  as  loudly  as  the  loudest,  "  Huzza  for  tlie  great  man  ! 
Huzza  for  Old  Stony  Phiz  !  "  But  as  yet  he  had  not  seen  him. 
"  Here  he  is,  now  !  "  cried  those  who  stood  near  Ernest. 
"  There !  There  !  Look  at  Old  Stony  Phiz  and  then  at  the 
Old  Man  of  the  iNIountain,  and  see  if  they  are  not  as  like  as 
two  twin  brothers  !  " 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  gallant  array  came  an  open  barouche, 
drawn  by  four  white  horses  ;  and  in  the  barouche,  with  his 
massive  head  uncovered,  sat  the  illustrious  statesman.  Old 
Stony  Phiz  himself. 

"  Confess  it,"  said  one  of  Ernest's  neighbors  to  him,  "  the 
Great  Stone  Face  has  met  its  match  at  last !  " 

Now,  it  must  be  owned  that,  at  his  first  glimpse  of  the  coun- 
tenance which  was  bowing  and  smiling  from  the  barouche,  Er- 
nest did  fancy  that  there  was  a  resemblance  between  it  and  the 
old  familiar  face  uj)on  the  mountain  side.  The  brow,  with  its 
massive  deptii  and  loftiness,  and  all  the  other  features,  indeed, 
were  boldly  and  strongly  hewn,  as  if  in  emulation  of  a  more  than 
heroic,  of  a  Titanic-  model.  Biit  tlie  sublimity  and  stateliness, 
the  grand  expression  of  a  divine  sympathy,  that  illuminated  the 
mountain  visage  and  etlierealized  its  ponderous  granite  sub- 
stance into  sjjirit,  miglit  liere  be  sought  in  vain.  Something 
liad  been  originally  left  out,  or  had  departed.  And  therefore 
the  marveloualy  gifted  statesman  hud  always  a  weary  gloom  in 
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the  deep  caverns  of  his  eyes,  as  of  a  child  that  has  outgrown  its 
phiythings  or  a  man  of  mighty  faculties  and  little  aims,  whose 
life,  with  all  its  high  performances,  was  vague  and  empty,  be- 
cause no  high  purpose  had  endowed  it  with  reality. 

Still,  Ernest's  neighbor  was  thrusting  his  elbow  into  his  side, 
and  pressing  him  for  an  answer. 

"  Confess  !  confess  !  Is  not  he  the  very  picture  of  your 
Old  Man  of  the  Mountain  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  said  Ernest,  bluntly,  "  I  see  little  or  no  likeness." 

''  Then  so  much  the  worse  for  the  Great  Stone  Face  !  "  an- 
swered his  neighbor  ;  and  again  he  set  up  a  shout  for  Old  Stony 
Phiz. 

But  Ernest  turned  away,  melancholy,  and  almost  despond- 
ent :  for  this  was  the  saddest  of  his  disappointments,  to  behold 
a  man  who  might  have  fulfdled  the  prophecy,  and  had  not 
willed  to  do  so.  Meantime,  the  cavalcade,  the  banners,  the 
music,  and  the  barouches  swept  past  him,  with  the  vociferous 
crowd  in  the  rear,  leaving  the  dust  to  settle  down,  and  the 
Great  Stone  Face  to  be  revealed  again,  with  the  grandeur  that 
it  had  worn  for  untold  centuries. 

"  Lo,  here  I  am,  Ernest !  "  the  benign  lips  seemed  to  say. 
"  I  have  waited  longer  than  thou,  and  am  not  3^et  weary.  Fear 
not ;  the  man  will  come." 

The  years  hurried  onward,  treading  in  their  haste  on  one 
another's  heels.  And  now  they  began  to  bring  white  hairs,  and 
scatter  them  over  the  head  of  Ernest ;  they  made  reverend 
wrinkles  across  his  forehead,  and  furrows  in  his  cheeks.  He 
v/as  an  aged  man.  But  not  in  vain  had  he  grown  old :  more 
than  the  white  hairs  on  his  head  were  the  sage  thoughts  in  his 
mind ;  his  wrinkles  and  furrows  were  inscriptions  that  Time 
had  graved,  and  in  which  he  had  written  legends  of  wisdom 
that  had  been  tested  by  the  tenor  of  a  life.  And  Ernest  had 
ceased  to  be  obscure.  Unsought  for,  undesired,  had  come  the 
fame  which  so  many  seek,  and  made  him  known  in  the  great 
world,  beyond  the  limits  of  the  valley  in  which  he  had  dwelt 
so  quietly.  College  professors,  and  even  the  active  men  of 
cities,  came  from  far  to  see  and  converse  with  Ernest ;  for  the 
report  had  gone  abroad  that  this  simple  husbandman  had  ideas 
unlike  those  of  other  men,  not  gained  from  books,  but  of  a 
higher  tone,  —  a  tranquil  and  familiar  majesty,  as  if  he  had 
been  talking  with  the  angels  as  his  daily  friends.  Whether  it 
were  sage,  statesman,  or  philanthropist,  Ernest  received  these 
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visitors  with  the  gentle  sincerity  that  had  characterized  him 
from  boyhood,  and  spoivo  freel}^  with  them  of  whatever  came 
uppermost,  or  lay  deepest  in  his  heart  or  their  own.  While 
they  talked  together,  his  face  would  kindle,  unawares,  and 
shine  upon  them,  as  with  a  mild  evening  light.  Pensive  with 
the  fullness  of  such  discourse,  his  guests  took  leave  and  went 
their  way ;  and  passing  up  the  valley,  paused  to  look  at  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  imagining  that  they  had  seen  its  likeness  in 
a  human  countenance,  but  could  not  remember  where. 

While  Ernest  had  been  growing  up  and  growing  old,  a 
bountiful  Providence  had  granted  a  new  poet  to  this  earth. 
He,  likewise,  was  a  native  of  the  valley,  but  had  spent  the 
greater  part  of  his  life  at  a  distance  from  that  romantic  region, 
pouring  out  his  sweet  music  amid  the  bustle  and  din  of  cities. 
Often,  however,  did  the  mountains  which  had  been  familiar  to 
him  in  his  childhood  lift  their  snowy  peaks  into  the  clear  at- 
mosphere of  his  poetry.  Neither  was  the  Great  Stone  Face 
forgotten,  for  the  poet  had  celebrated  it  in  an  ode,  which  was 
grand  enough  to  have  been  uttered  by  its  own  majestic  lips. 
This  man  of  genius,  we  may  say,  had  come  down  from  heaven 
with  wonderful  endowments.  If  he  sang  of  a  mountain,  the 
eyes  of  all  mankind  beheld  a  mightier  grandeur  reposing  on  its 
breast,  or  soaring  to  its  summit,  than  had  before  been  seen 
there.  If  his  theme  were  a  lovely  lake,  a  celestial  smile  had 
now  been  thrown  over  it,  to  gleam  forever  on  its  surface.  If 
it  were  the  vast  old  sea,  even  the  deep  immensity  of  its  dread 
bosom  seemed  to  swell  the  higher,  as  if  moved  by  the  emotions 
of  the  song.  Thus  the  world  assumed  another  and  a  better 
aspect  from  the  hour  that  the  poet  blessed  it  with  his  happy  eyes. 
The  Creator  had  bestowed  him,  as  the  last  best  touch  to  his 
own  handiwork.  Creation  was  not  finished  till  the  poet  came 
to  interpret,  and  so  complete  it. 

The  effect  was  no  less  high  and  beautiful,  Avhen  his  human 
brethren  were  the  sul)ject  of  his  verse.  The  man  or  woman, 
sordid  with  the  common  dust  of  life,  who  crossed  his  daily 
path,  and  the  little  child  who  played  in  it,  were  glorified  if  he 
beheld  them  in  his  mood  of  poetic  faith.  He  showed  the  golden 
links  of  the  great  cliain  that  intertwined  them  with  an  angelic 
kindred ;  he  brouglit  out  the  hidden  traits  of  a  celestial  birth 
that  made  them  worthy  of  such  kin.  Some,  indeed,  tiiere  were, 
who  thought  to  show  the  soundness  of  their  judgment  by  afTirni- 
iiig  tiiat  all  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the  natural  world  existed 
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only  in  the  poet's  fancy.  Let  such  men  speak  for  themselves, 
who  undoubtedly  appear  to  have  been  spawned  fortli  by  Nature 
with  a  contemptuous  bitterness  ;  she  having  plastered  them  up 
out  of  her  refuse  stuff,  after  all  the  swine  were  made.  As 
respects  all  things  else,  the  poet's  ideal  was  the  truest  truth. 

The  songs  of  this  poet  found  their  way  to  Ernest.  Pie  read 
them  after  his  customary  toil,  seated  on  the  bench  before  his 
cottage  door,  where  for  such  a  length  of  time  he  had  filled  his 
repose  with  thought,  by  gazing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face.  And 
now  as  he  read  stanzas  that  caused  the  soul  to  thrill  within  him, 
he  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  vast  countenance  beaming  on  him  so 
benignantly. 

"O  majestic  friend,"  he  murmured,  addressing  the  Great 
Stone  Face,  "  is  not  this  man  worthy  to  resemble  thee  ?  " 

The  Face  seem  to  smile,  but  answered  not  a  word. 

Now  it  happened  that  the  poet,  though  he  dwelt  so  far 
away,  had  not  only  heard  of  Ernest,  but  had  meditated  much 
upon  his  character,  until  he  deemed  nothing  so  desirable  as  to 
meet  this  man,  whose  untaught  wisdom  walked  hand  in  hand 
with  the  noble  simplicity  of  his  life.  One  summer  morning, 
therefore,  he  took  passage  by  the  railroad,  and,  in  the  decline  of 
the  afternoon,  alighted  from  the  cars  at  no  great  distance  from 
Ernest's  cottage.  The  great  hotel,  which  had  formerly  been 
the  palace  of  Mr.  Gathergold,  was  close  at  hand,  but  the  poet. 
with  his  carpetbag  on  his  arm,  inquired  at  once  where  Ernest 
dwelt,  and  was  resolved  to  be  accepted  as  his  guest. 

Approaching  the  door,  he  there  found  the  good  old  man, 
holding  a  volume  in  his  hand,  which  alternately  he  read,  and 
then,  with  a  finger  between  the  leaves,  looked  lovingly  at  the 
Great  Stone  Face. 

"  Good  evening,"  said  the  poet.  "  Can  you  give  a  trav- 
eler a  night's  lodging  ?  " 

"  Willingly,"  answered  Ernest ;  and  then  he  added,  smiling, 
"Methinks  I  never  saw  the  Great  Stone  Face  look  so  hospitably 
at  a  stranger." 

The  poet  sat  down  on  the  bench  beside  him,  and  he  and 
Ernest  talked  together.  Often  had  the  poet  held  intercourse 
with  the  wittiest  and  the  wisest,  but  never  before  with  a  man 
like  Ernest,  whose  thoughts  and  feelings  gushed  up  with  such 
a  natural  freedom,  and  who  made  great  truths  so  familiar  by 
his  simple  utterance  of  them.  Angels,  as  had  been  so  often 
said,  seemed  to  have  wrought  with  him  at  his  labor  iu  the 
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fields  ;  angels  seemed  to  have  sat  with  him  by  the  fireside  ;  and, 
dwelling  -svith  angels  as  friend  with  friends,  he  had  imbibed  the 
sublimity  of  their  ideas,  and  imbued  it  with  the  sweet  and  lowly 
charm  of  household  words.  So  thought  the  poet.  And  Ernest, 
on  the  other  hand,  was  moved  and  agitated  by  the  living  images 
which  the  poet  flung  out  of  his  mind,  and  which  peopled  all  the 
air  about  the  cottage  door  with  shapes  of  beauty,  both  gay  and 
pensive.  The  sympathies  of  these  two  men  instructed  them  with 
a  profounder  sense  than  either  could  have  attained  alone.  Their 
minds  accorded  into  one  strain,  and  made  delightful  music  which 
neither  of  them  could  have  claimed  as  all  his  own,  nor  distin- 
guished his  own  share  from  the  other's.  They  led  one  another, 
as  it  were,  into  a  high  pavilion  of  their  thoughts,  so  remote, 
and  hitherto  so  dim,  that  they  had  never  entered  it  before,  and 
so  beautiful  that  they  desired  to  be  there  always. 

As  Ernest  listened  to  the  poet,  he  imagined  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  was  bending  forward  to  listen  too.  He  gazed  ear- 
nestly into  the  poet's  glowing  eyes. 

"  Who  are  you,  my  strangely  gifted  guest  ?  "  he  said. 

The  poet  laid  his  finger  on  the  volume  that  Ernest  had  been 
reading. 

"  You  have  read  these  poems,"  said  he.  "  You  know  me, 
then,  —  for  I  wrote  them." 

Again,  and  still  more  earnestly  than  before,  Ernest  exam- 
ined the  poet's  features  ;  then  turned  towards  the  Great  Stone 
Face  ;  tlien  back,  with  an  uncertain  aspect,  to  his  guest.  But 
his  countenance  fell ;  he  shook  his  head,  and  sighed. 

"  Wherefore  are  you  sad  ?  "  inquired  the  poet. 

"  Because,"  replied  Ernest,  "all  through  life  I  have  awaited 
the  fulfillment  of  a  prophecy ;  and,  when  I  read  these  poems, 
I  hoped  that  it  miglit  be  fulfilled  in  you." 

"  You  hoped,"  answered  the  poet,  faintly  smiling,  "  to  find 
in  me  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  And  you  are  dis- 
appointed, as  formerly  with  Mr.  Gathergold,  and  OKI  Blood- 
and-Thunder,  and  Old  Stony  Phiz.  Yes,  Ernest,  it  is  my 
doom.  You  must  add  my  name  to  the  illustrious  three,  and 
record  another  failure  of  your  hopes.  For  —  in  shame  and  sad- 
ness do  I  speak  it,  Ernest — I  am  not  worthy  to  be  typitied  by 
yonder  benign  and  majestic  image." 

"  And  why  ?  "  asked  Ernest.  He  jjointed  to  tlie  volume. 
"Are  not  those  thoughts  divine?" 

"They  have  a  strain  of   the   Divinity,"  replied    the   poet. 
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"You  can  hear  in  them  the  far-off  echo  of  a  heavenly  song. 
But  ray  life,  dear  Ernest,  has  not  corresponded  with  my  thought. 
I  have  had  grand  dreams,  but  they  have  been  only  dreams, 
because  I  have  lived  —  and  that,  too,  by  my  own  choice  — 
among  poor  and  mean  realities.  Sometimes  even  —  shall  I 
dare  to  say  it  ?  —  I  lack  faith  in  the  grandeur,  the  beauty,  and 
the  goodness,  which  my  own  works  are  said  to  have  made  more 
evident  in  nature  and  in  human  life.  Why,  then,  pure  seeker 
of  the  good  and  true,  shouldst  tliou  hope  to  find  me,  in  yonder 
image  of  the  divine  ?  " 

The  poet  spoke  sadly,  and  his  eyes  were  dim  with  tears. 
So,  likewise,  were  those  of  Ernest. 

At  the  hour  of  sunset,  as  had  long  been  his  frequent  custom, 
Ernest  was  to  discourse  to  an  assemblage  of  the  neighboring 
inhabitants  in  the  open  air.  He  and  the  poet,  arm  in  arm,  still 
talking  together  as  they  went  along,  proceeded  to  the  spot.  It 
was  a  small  nook  among  the  hills,  with  a  gray  precipice  behind, 
the  stern  front  of  which  was  relieved  by  the  pleasant  foliage  of 
many  creeping  plants  that  made  a  tapestry  for  the  naked  rock, 
by  hanging  their  festoons  from  all  its  rugged  angles.  At  a 
small  elevation  above  the  ground,  set  in  a  rich  framework  of 
verdure,  there  appeared  a  niche,  spacious  enough  to  admit  a 
human  figure,  with  freedom  for  such  gestures  as  spontaneously 
accompany  earnest  thought  and  genuine  emotion.  Into  this 
natural  pulpit  Ernest  ascended,  and  threw  a  look  of  familiar 
kindness  around  upon  his  audience.  They  stood,  or  sat,  or 
reclined  upon  the  grass,  as  seemed  good  to  each,  with  the 
departing  sunshine  falling  obliquely  over  them,  and  mingling 
its  subdued  cheerfulness  with  the  solemnity  of  a  grove  of 
ancient  trees,  beneath  and  amid  the  boughs  of  which  the 
golden  rays  were  constrained  to  pass.  In  another  direction 
was  seen  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with  the  same  cheer,  combined 
with  the  same  solemnity,  in  its  benignant  aspect. 

Ernest  began  to  speak,  giving  to  the  people  of  what  was 
in  his  heart  and  mind.  His  words  had  power,  because  they 
accorded  with  his  thoughts  ;  and  his  thoughts  had  reality  and 
depth,  because  they  harmonized  with  the  life  which  he  had 
always  lived.  It  was  not  mere  breath  that  this  preacher 
uttered  ;  they  were  the  words  of  life,  because  a  life  of  good 
deeds  and  holy  love  was  melted  into  them.  Pearls,  pure  and 
rich,  had  been  dissolved  into  this  precious  draught.  The  poet, 
as  he  listened,  felt  that  the  being  and  character  of  Ernest  were 
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a  nobler  strain  of  poetry  than  he  had  ever  written.  His  eyes 
glistening  with  tears,  he  gazed  reverentially  at  the  venerable 
man,  and  said  within  himself  that  never  was  there  an  aspect  so 
worthy  of  a  prophet  and  a  sage  as  that  mild,  sweet,  thoughtful 
countenance,  with  the  glory  of  white  hair  diffused  about  it. 
At  a  distance,  but  distinctly  to  be  seen,  high  up  in  the  golden 
light  of  the  setting  sun,  appeared  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with 
hoary  mists  around  it,  like  the  white  hairs  around  the  brow  of 
Ernest.  Its  look  of  grand  beneficence  seemed  to  embrace  the 
world. 

At  that  moment,  in  sympathy  with  a  thought  which  he  was 
about  to  utter,  the  face  of  Ernest  assumed  a  grandeur  of  ex- 
pression, so  imbued  with  benevolence,  that  the  poet,  by  an 
irresistible  impulse,  threw  his  arms  aloft,  and  shouted,  — 

"  Behold  !  Behold  !  Ernest  is  himself  the  likeness  of  the 
Great  Stone  Face  !  " 

Then  all  the  people  looked,  and  saw  that  what  the  deep- 
sighted  poet  said  was  true.  The  prophecy  was  fulfilled.  But 
Ernest,  having  finished  what  he  had  to  say,  took  the  poet's 
arm,  and  walked  slowly  homeward,  still  hoping  that  some  wiser 
and  better  man  than  himself  would  by  and  by  appear,  bearing 
a  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
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ings,"  "  The  (ilittering  Plain,"  otc.  lie  founded  a  manufactory  of  household 
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As  many  as  the  leaves  fall  from  the  tree, 
From  the  world's  life  the  years  are  fallen  away 
Since  King  Eurystlions  sat  in  majesty 
In  fair  Mycona) ;  midmost  of  Avhoso  day 
It  onco  befell  that  in  a  quiet  bay 
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A  ship  of  Tyre  was  swinging  nigh  the  shore, 
Her  folk  for  sailing  handling  rope  and  oar. 

Fresh  was  the  summer  morn,  a  soft  Avind  stole 
Down  from  the  sheep-browsed  slopes  the  cliffs  that  crowned, 
And  ruffled  lightly  the  long  gleaming  roll 
Of  the  peaceful  sea,  and  bore  along  the  sound 
Of  shei^herd  folk  and  sheep  and  questing  hound; 
For  in  the  first  dip  of  the  hillside  there 
Lay  bosomed  'mid  its  trees  a  homestead  fair. 

Amid  regrets  for  last  night,  when  the  moon. 
Risen  on  the  soft  dusk,  shone  on  maidens'  feet 
Brushing  the  gold-heart  lilies  to  the  tune 
Of  pipes  complaining,  o'er  the  grass  down-beat 
That  mixed  with  dcAvy  flowers  its  odor  sweet. 
The  shipmen  labored,  till  the  sail  unfurled 
Swung  round  the  prow  to  meet  another  world. 

But  ere  the  anchor  had  come  home,  a  shout 
Rang  from  the  strand,  as  though  the  ship  were  hailed. 
Whereat  the  master  bade  them  stay,  in  doubt 
That  they  without  some  needful  thing  had  sailed ; 
When,  lo !  from  where  the  cliffs'  steep  gray  sides  failed 
Into  a  ragged,  stony  slip,  came  twain 
Who  seemed  in  haste  the  ready  keel  to  gain. 

Soon  they  drew  nigh,  and  he  who  first  came  down 
Unto  the  surf  was  a  man  huge  of  limb, 
Gray-eyed,  with  crisp-curled  hair  'twixt  black  and  brown; 
Who  had  a  lion's  skin  cast  ovei  him. 
So  wrought  with  gold  that  the  fell  showed  but  dim 
Betwixt  the  threads,  and  in  his  hand  he  bore 
A  mighty  club  with  bands  of  steel  done  o'er. 

Panting  there  followed  him  a  gray  old  man, 
Bearing  a  long  staff,  clad  in  gown  of  blue, 
Feeble  of  aspect,  hollow-cheeked,  and  wan. 
Who,  when  unto  his  fellow's  side  he  drew, 
Said  faintly :  "  Now,  do  that  which  thou  shouldst  do; 
This  is  the  ship."    Then  in  the  other's  eye 
A  smile  gleamed,  and  he  spake  out  merrily  ; 

"  Masters,  folk  tell  me  that  ye  make  for  Tyre, 
And  after  that  still  nearer  to  the  sun ; 
And  since  Fate  bids  me  look  to  die  by  fire, 
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Fain  am  I,  ere  my  worldly  day  be  done, 
To  know  what  from  earth's  hottest  can  be  won; 
And  this  old  man,  my  kinsman,  would  with  me. 
How  say  ye,  will  ye  bear  us  o'er  the  sea  ?  " 

"  What  is  thy  name  ?  "  the  master  said :  "  And  know 
That  we  are  merchants,  and  for  naught  give  naught ; 
What  wilt  thou  pay  ?  —  thou  seem'st  full  rich,  I  trow." 
The  old  man  muttered,  stooped  adown  and  caught 
At  something  in  the  sand:  "E'en  so  I  thought," 
The  younger  said,  "when  I  set  out  from  home  — 
As  to  my  name,  perchance  in  days  to  come 

"Thou  shalt  know  that  —  but  have  heed,  take  this  toy, 
And  call  me  the  Strong  Man."     And  as  he  spake 
The  master's  deep  brown  eyes  'gan  gleam  with  joy, 
Yov  from  his  arm  a  huge  ring  did  he  take. 
And  cast  it  on  the  deck,  where  it  did  break 
A  water  jar,  and  in  the  wet  shards  lay 
Golden,  and  gleaming  like  the  end  of  day. 

But  the  old  man  held  out  a  withered  hand, 
Wherein  there  shone  two  pearls  most  great  and  fair, 
And  said,  "  If  any  nigher  I  might  stand. 
Then  mightst  thou  see  the  things  I  give  thee  here  — 
And  for  name  —  a  many  names  I  bear, 
But  call  me  Shepherd  of  the  Shore  this  tide. 
And  for  more  knowledge  with  a  good  will  bide." 

From  one  to  the  other  turned  the  master's  eyes ; 
The  Strong  Man  laughed  as  at  some  hidden  jest. 
And  wild  doubts  in  the  shipman's  heart  did  rise ; 
]iut  thinking  on  the  thing,  he  deemed  it  best 
To  bid  them  come  aboard,  and  take  such  rest 
As  they  might  have  of  the  untrusty  sea, 
'Mid  men  who  trusty  follows  still  should  be. 

Then  no  more  words  the  Strong  Man  made,  but  straight 
(Jauglit  up  the  elder  in  his  arras,  and  so, 
]\Liking  no  whit  of  all  that  added  weight. 
Strode  to  the  ship,  right  tlirougli  the  breakers  low, 
And  catching  at  the  ro])e  tliat  thoy  did  throw 
Out  toward  liis  hand,  swung  up  into  the  ship: 
Then  did  tlie  master  let  the  hawser  alip. 
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The  shapely  prow  cleft  the  wet  mead  and  green, 
And  wondering  drew  the  shipmen  round  to  gaze 
Upon  those  limbs,  the  mightiest  ever  seen ; 
And  many  deemed  it  no  light  thing  to  face 
The  splendor  of  his  eyen,  though  they  did  blaze 
With  no  wrath  now,  no  hate  for  them  to  dread, 
As  seaward  'twixt  the  summer  isles  they  sped. 

Freshened  the  wind,  but  ever  fair  it  blew 
Unto  the  southeast ;  but  as  failed  the  land, 
Unto  the  plunging  prow  the  Strong  Man  drew, 
And,  silent,  gazing  with  wide  eyes  did  stand. 
As  though  his  heart  found  rest;  but  'mid  the  l^and 
Of  shipmen  in  the  stern  the  old  man  sat. 
Telling  thera  tales  that  no  man  there  f orgat. 

As  one  who  had  beheld,  he  told  them  there 
Of  the  sweet  singer,  who,  for  his  song's  sake. 
The  dolphins  back  from  choking  death  did  bear ; 
How  in  the  mid  sea  did  the  vine  outbreak 
O'er  that  ill  bark  when  Bacchus  'gan  to  wake ; 
How  anigh  Cyprus,  ruddy  with  the  rose 
The  cold  sea  grew  as  any  June-loved  close ; 

ViTiile  on  the  flowery  shore  all  things  alive 
Grew  faint  with  sense  of  birth  of  some  delight. 
And  the  nymphs  waited  trembling  there,  to  give 
Glad  welcome  to  the  glory  of  that  sight : 
He  paused  then,  ere  he  told  how,  wild  and  white, 
Rose  ocean,  breaking  o'er  a  race  accurst, 
A  world  once  good,  now  come  unto  its  worst. 

And  then  he  smiled,  and  said,  "  And  yet  ye  won, 
Ye  men,  and  tremble  not  on  days  like  these, 
Kor  think  with  what  a  mind  Prometheus'  son 
Beheld  the  last  of  the  torn  reeling  trees 
From  high  Parnassus :  slipping  through  the  seas 
Ye  never  think,  ye  men  folk,  how  ye  seem 
From  down  below  through,  the  green  waters'  gleam." 

Dusk  was  it  now  when  these  last  words  he  said. 
And  little  of  his  visage  might  they  see, 
But  o'er  their  hearts  stole  vague  and  troublous  dread. 
They  knew  not  why ;  yet  ever  quietly 
They  sailed  that  night ;  nor  might  a  morning  be 
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Fairer  than  "was  the  next  morn ;  and  they  went 
Along  their  due  course  after  their  intent. 

The  fourth  day^  about  sunrise,  from  the  mast 
The  watch  cried  out  he  saw  Phoenician  land ; 
Whereat  the  Strong  Man  on  the  elder  cast 
A  look  askance,  and  he  straight  took  his  stand 
Anigh  the  prow,  and  gazed  beneath  his  hand 
Upon  the  low  sun  and  the  scarce-seen  shore. 
Till  cloud  flecks  rose,  and  gathered  and  drew  o'er. 

The  morn  grown  cold ;  then  small  rain  'gan  to  fall, 
And  all  the  wind  dropped  dead,  and  hearts  of  men 
Sank,  and  their  bark  seemed  helpless  now  and  small ; 
Then  suddenly  the  wind  'gan  moan  again; 
Sails  flapped,  and  ropes  beat  wild  about ;  and  then 
Down  came  the  great  east  wind ;  and  the  ship  ran 
Straining,  heeled  o'er,  through  seas  all  changed  and  wan. 

Westward,  scarce  knowing  night  from,  day,  they  drave 
Through  sea  and  sky  grown  one ;  the  Strong  ]\Ian  Avrought 
With  mighty  hands,  and  seemed  a  god  to  save ; 
But  on  the  prow,  heeding  all  weather  naught, 
The  elder  stood,  nor  any  prop  he  sought, 
But  swayed  to  the  ship's  Avallowing,  as  on  wings 
He  there  were  set  above  the  wrack  of  things. 

And  westward  still  they  drave ;  and  if  thej^  saw 
Land  upon  either  side,  as  on  they  sped, 
'Twas  but  as  faces  in  a  dream  may  draw 
Anigh,  and  fade,  and  leave  naught  in  their  stead; 
And  in  the  shipmen's  hearts  grew  heavy  dread 
To  sick  despair  ;  they  deemed  they  shoidd  drive  on 
Till  the  world's  edge  and  empty  space  were  won. 

But  'neath  the  Strong  Man's  eyes  e'en  as  they  might 
They  toiled  on  still ;  and  he  sang  to  the  wind, 
And  spread  his  arms  to  meet  the  waters  white, 
As  o'er  the  deck  they  tumbled,  making  blind 
Tlie  brine-drenched  sliii»inen;  nor  with  eye  unkind 
He  gazed  up  at  the  liglitning;  nor  would  frown 
When  o'er  tlie  wet  waste  .love's  l)()lt  rattled  down. 

And  they,  who  at  the  last  had  come  to  think 
Tlieir  guests  were  very  gods,  with  all  their  fear 
Feared  naught  belike  that  their  good  ship  would  sink 
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Amid  the  storm ;  but  rather  looked  to  hear 

The  last  moan  of  the  wind  that  them  should  bear 

Into  the  windless  stream  of  ocean  gray, 

"Where  they  should  float  till  dead  was  every  day. 

Yet  their  fear  mocked  them ;  for  the  storm  'gan  die 
About  the  tenth  day,  though  unto  the  west 
They  drave  on  still ;  soon  fair  and  quietly 
The  morn  would  break ;  and  though  amid  their  rest 
Naught  but  long  evil  wandering  seemed  the  best 
That  they  might  hope  for ;  still,  despite  their  dread, 
Sweet  was  the  quiet  sea  and  goodlihead 

Of  the  bright  sun  at  last  come  back  again ; 
And  as  the  days  passed,  less  and  less  feai  grew, 
If  without  cause,  till  faded  all  their  pain ; 
And  they  'gan  turn  unto  their  guests  anew. 
Yet  durst  ask  naught  of  what  that  evil  drew 
Upon  their  heads  ;  or  of  returning  speak. 
Happy  they  felt,  but  listless,  spent,  and  weak. 

And  now  as  at  the  first  the  elder  was. 
And  sat  and  told  them  tales  of  j'ore  agone ; 
But  ever  the  Strong  Man  up  and  down  would  pass 
About  the  deck,  or  on  the  prow  alone 
"Would  stand  and  stare  out  westward  ;  and  still  on 
Through  a  fair  summer  sea  they  went,  nor  thought 
Of  what  would  come  when  these  days  turned  to  naught. 

And  now  when  twenty  days  were  well  passed  o'er 
They  made  a  new  land ;  cloudy  mountains  high 
Eose  from  the  sea  at  first ;  then  a  green  shore 
Spread  fair  below  them  :  as  they  drew  anigh 
No  sloping,  stony  strand  could  they  espy, 
And  no  surf  breaking;  the  green  sea  and  wide 
"Wherethrough  they  slipped  was  driven  by  no  tide. 

Dark  fell  ere  they  might  set  their  eager  feet 
Upon  the  shore ;  but  night-long  their  ship  lay 
As  in  a  deep  stream,  by  the  blossoms  sv/eet 
That  flecked  the  grass  whence  flowers  ne'er  passed  away. 
But  when  the  cloud-barred  east  brought  back  the  day, 
And  turned  the  western  mountain  tops  to  gold. 
Fresh  fear  the  shipmeu  in  their  bark  did  hold. 
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For  as  a  dream  seemed  all ;  too  fair  for  those 
Who  needs  must  die ;  moreover  they  could  see, 
A  furlong  oif,  'twixt  apple  tree  and  rose, 
A  brazen  wall  that  gleamed  out  wondrously 
In  the  young  sun,  and  seemed  right  long  to  be ; 
And  memoiy  of  all  marvels  lay  upon 
Their  shrinking  hearts  now  this  sweet  place  was  won. 

But  when  unto  the  nameless  guests  they  turned, 
"\^Tio  stood  together  nigh  the  plank  shot  out 
Shoreward,  within  the  Strong  Man's  eyes  there  burned 
A  wild  light,  as  the  other  one  in  doubt 
He  eyed  a  moment ;  then  with  a  great  shout 
Leaped  into  the  blossomed  grass ;  the  echoes  rolled 
Back  from  the  hills,  harsh  still  and  overbold. 

Slowly  the  old  man  followed  him,  and  still 
The  crew  held  back:  they  knew  now  they  were  brought 
Over  the  sea  the  purpose  to  fulfill 

Of  these  strange  men  ;  and  in  their  hearts  they  thought, 
*'  Perchance  we  yet  shall  live,  if,  meddling  naught 
With  dreams,  we  bide  here  till  these  twain  come  back  ; 
But  prying  eyes  the  fire  blast  seldom  lack." 

Yet  'mongst  them  were  two  fellows  bold  and  young, 
"\^nio,  looking  each  upon  the  other's  face. 
Their  hearts  to  meet  the  unknoAvn  danger  strung, 
And  went  ashore,  and  at  a  gentle  pace 
Followed  the  strangers,  who  unto  the  place 
■\Vliere  the  wall  gleamed  had  turned  ;  peace  and  desire 
Mingled  together  in  their  hearts,  as  nigher 

They  drew  unto  that  wall,  and  dulled  their  fear: 
Fair  wrought  it  was,  as  though  with  bricks  of  brass ; 
And  images  upon  its  face  there  were, 
Stories  of  things  a  long  while  come  to  pass  : 
Kor  that  alone  —  as  looking  in  a  glass 
Its  maker  knew  the  tales  of  what  should  be. 
And  wrought  them  there  for  bird  and  beast  to  see. 

So  on  they  went;  tlio  many  birds  sang  sweet 
Through  all  that  blf)Ssoined  thicket  from  above. 
And  unknown  flow<'rs  IxMit  down  l)cf()ro  their  feet; 
'i'ho  very  air,  cleft  by  tlie  gray-winged  dove. 
Throbbed  with  sweet  scent,  and  smote  their  souls  with  love. 
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Slowly  they  went  till  those  twain  stayed  before 
A  strangely  wrought  and  iron-covered  door. 

They  stayed,  too,  till  o'er  noise  of  wind,  and  bird, 
And  falling  flower,  there  rang  a  mighty  shout 
As  the  Strong  Man  his  steel-bound  club  upreared. 
And  drave  it  'gainst  the  hammered  iron  stout, 
Where  'neath  his  blows  flew  bolt  and  rivet  out, 
Till  shattered  on  the  ground  the  great  door  lay, 
And  into  the  guarded  place  bright  poured  the  day. 

The  Strong  Man  entered,  but  his  fellow  stayed 
Leaning  against  a  tree  trunk  as  they  deemed. 
They  faltered  now,  and  yet  all  things  being  weighed 
Went  on  again ;  and  thought  they  must  have  dreamed 
Of  the  old  man,  for  now  the  sunlight  streamed 
Full  on  the  tree  he  had  been  leaning  on, 
And  him  they  saw  not  go,  yet  was  he  gone : 

Only  a  slim  green  lizard  flitted  there 
Amidst  the  dry  leaves ;  him  they  noted  naught, 
But,  trembling,  through  the  doorway  'gan  to  peer, 
And  still  of  strange  and  dreadful  saw  not  aught. 
Only  a  garden  fair  beyond  all  thought. 
And  there,  'twixt  sun  and  shade,  the  Strong  Man  Avent 
On  some  long-sought-for  end  belike  intent. 

They  'gan  to  follow  down  a  narrow  way 
Of  greensward  that  the  lilies  trembled  o'er. 
And  whereon  thick  the  scattered  rose  leaves  lay  ; 
But  a  great  wonder  weighed  upon  them  sore, 
And  well  they  thought  they  should  return  no  more ; 
Yet  scarce  a  pain  that  seemed ;  they  looked  to  meet 
Before  they  died  things  strange  and  fair  and  sweet. 

So  still  to  right  and  left  the  Strong  Man  thrust 
The  blossomed  boughs,  and  passed  on  steadily, 
As  though  his  hardy  heart  he  well  did  trust, 
Till  in  a  while  he  gave  a  joyous  cry, 
And  hastened  on,  as  though  the  end  drew  nigh ; 
And  women's  voices  then  they  deemed  they  heard, 
Mixed  Avith  a  noise  that  made  desire  afeard. 

Yet  through  sweet  scents  and  sounds  on  did  they  bear 
Their  panting  hearts,  till  the  path  ended  now 
In  a  wide  space  of  green ;  a  streamlet  clear 
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From  out  a  marble  basin  there  did  flow, 
Aud  close  by  that  a  slim-trunked  tree  did  grow, 
And  on  a  bough  low  o'er  the  water  cold 
There  hung  three  apples  of  red-gleaming  gold. 

About  the  tree,  new  risen  e'en  now  to  meet 
The  shining  presence  of  that  mighty  one, 
Three  damsels  stood,  naked  from  head  to  feet 
Save  for  the  glory  of  their  hair,  where  sun 
And  shadow  flickered,  while  the  wind  did  run 
Through  the  gray  leaves  o'erhead,  and  shook  the  grass 
"Where  nigh  their  feet  the  wandering  bee  did  pass. 

But  'midst  their  delicate  limbs  and  all  around 
The  tree  roots,  gleaming  blue  black  could  they  see 
The  spires  of  a  great  serpent,  that,  enwound 
About  the  smooth  bole,  looked  forth  threateningly, 
"With  glittering  eyes  and  raised  crest,  o'er  the  three 
Fair  heads  fresh  crowned,  and  hissed  above  the  speech 
Wherewith  they  murmured  softly  each  to  each. 

Now  the  Strong  IMan  amid  the  green  space  stayed, 
And,  leaning  on  his  club,  with  eager  eyes 
But  brow  yet  smooth,  in  voice  yet  friendly  said  : 
"0  daughters  of  old  Hesperus  the  Wise, 
Well  have  ye  held  your  guard  here;  but  time  tries 
The  very  will  of  gods,  and  to  my  hand 
Must  give  this  day  the  gold  fruit  of  your  land." 

Then  spake  the  first  maid —  sweet  as  the  Avcst  wind 
Amidst  of  summer  noon  her  sweet  voice  was  : 
"  Ah,  me !  what  knows  this  place  of  changing  mind 
Of  men  or  gods  ?  here  shall  long  ages  pass, 
And  clean  forget  thy  feet  upon  the  grass. 
Thy  hapless  bones  amid  the  fruitful  mold ; 
Look  at  thy  death  envenomed  swift  and  cold  ! " 

Hiding  new  flowers,  the  dull  coils,  as  she  si)akc, 
Moved  near  her  limbs :  but  then  the  second  one. 
In  such  a  voice  as  when  tlie  morn  doth  wake 
To  song  of  V)irds,  said,  "  When  the  world  foredono 
Has  moaned  its  last,  still  shall  we  dwell  ahjno 
Beneath  this  bough,  and  liave  no  tales  to  tell 
Of  things  deemed  great  that  ou  the  earth  befell." 
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Then  spake  tlie  third,  in  voice  as  of  the  flute 
That  wakes  the  maiden  to  her  wedding  morn  : 
"  If  any  god  should  gain  our  golden  fruit, 
Its  curse  would  make  his  deathless  life  forlorn. 
Lament  thou,  then,  that  ever  thou  wert  born ; 
Yet  all  things,  changed  by  joy  or  loss  or  pain, 
To  what  they  were  shall  change  and  change  again." 

"  So  be  it,"  he  said,  *'  the  Fates  that  drive  me  on 
Shall  slay  me  or  shall  save ;  blessing  or  curse 
That  followeth  after  when  the  thing  is  won 
Shall  make  my  work  no  better  now  nor  worse ; 
And  if  it  be  that  the  world's  heart  must  nurse 
Hatred  against  me,  how  then  shall  I  choose 
To  leave  or  take  ?  —  let  your  dread  servant  loose ! " 

E'en  therewith,  like  a  pillar  of  black  smoke, 
Swift,  shifting  ever,  drave  the  worm  at  him ; 
In  deadly  silence  now  that  nothing  broke. 
Its  folds  were  writhing  round  him  trunk  and  limb. 
Until  his  glittering  gear  was  naught  but  dim 
E'en  in  that  sunshine,  while  his  head  and  side 
And  breast  the  fork-tongued,  pointed  muzzle  tried. 

Closer  the  coils  drew,  quicker  all  about 
The  forked  tongue  darted,  and  yet  stiff  he  stood, 
E'en  as  an  oak  that  sees  the  straw  flare  out 
And  lick  its  ancient  bole  for  little  good : 
Until  the  godlike  fury  of  his  mood 
Burst  from  his  heart  in  one  great  shattering  cry, 
And  rattling  down  the  loosened  coils  did  lie ; 

And  from  the  torn  throat  and  crushed  dreadful  head 
Forth  flowed  a  stream  of  blood  along  the  grass ; 
Bright  in  the  sun  he  stood  above  the  dead, 
Panting  with  fury ;  yet  as  ever  was 
The  wont  of  him,  soon  did  his  anger  pass, 
And  with  a  happy  smile  at  last  he  turned 
To  where  the  apples  o'er  the  water  burned. 

Silent  and  moveless  ever  stood  the  three ; 
No  change  came  o'er  their  faces,  as  his  hand 
Was  stretched  aloft  unto  the  sacred  tree ; 
Nor  shrank  they  aught  aback,  though  he  did  stand 
So  close  that  tresses  of  their  bright  hair,  fanned 
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By  the  sweet  garden  breeze,  lay  light  on  him, 
And  his  gold  fell  brushed  by  them  breast  and  limb. 

He  drew  adown  the  wind-stirred  buugh,  and  took 
The  apples  thence ;  then  let  it  spring  away, 
And  from  his  brow  the  dark  hair  backward  shook, 
And  said :  ^'  0  sweet,  0  fair,  and  shall  this  day 
A  curse  upon  my  life  henceforward  lay  — 
This  day  alone  ?     Methinks  of  coming  life 
Somewhat  I  know,  with  all  its  loss  and  strife. 

"  But  this  I  know,  at  least :  the  world  shall  wend 
Upon  its  way,  and,  gathering  joy  and  grief 
And  deeds  done,  bear  them  with  it  to  the  end ; 
So  shall  it,  though  I  lie  as  last  year's  leaf 
Lies  'neath  a  summer  tree,  at  least  receive 
My  life  gone  by,  and  store  it,  with  the  gain 
That  men  alive  call  striving,  wrong,  and  pain. 

"  So  for  my  part  I  rather  bless  than  curse, 
And  bless  this  fateful  land ;  good  be  with  it ; 
Nor  for  this  deadly  thing's  death  is  it  worse. 
Nor  for  the  lack  of  gold ;  still  shall  ye  sit 
Watching  the  swallow  o'er  the  daisies  flit ; 
Still  shall  your  wandering  limbs  ere  day  is  done 
Make  dawn  desired  by  the  sinking  sun. 

"  And  now,  behold !  in  memory  of  all  this 
Take  ye  this  girdle  that  shall  waste  and  fade 
As  fadeth  not  your  fairness  and  your  bliss, 
That  when  hereafter  'mid  the  blossoms  laid 
Ye  talk  of  days  and  men  now  nothing  made. 
Ye  may  remember  how  the  Theban  man. 
The  son  of  Jove,  came  o'er  the  waters  wan." 

Their  faces  changed  not  aught  for  all  they  heard ; 
As  though  all  things  now  fully  told  out  were, 
They  gazed  u])on  him  without  any  word : 
Ah !  craving  kindness,  hope,  or  loving  care. 
Their  fairness  scarcely  could  have  made  more  fair, 
As  with  the  apples  folded  in  his  fell 
He  went,  to  do  more  deeds  for  folk  to  tell. 

Now  as  tlic  girdle  on  the  ground  was  cast, 
Tliose  fellows  turned  and  hurried  toward  the  dour; 
And  as  across  its  broken  leaves  they  passed 
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The  old  man  saw  they  not,  e'en  as  before ; 
But  an  unearthed  blind  mole  bewildered  sore 
Was  wandering  there  in  fruitless,  aimless  wise, 
That  got  small  heed  from  their  full-sated  eyes. 

Swift  gat  they  to  their  anxious  folk ;  nor  had 
More  time  than  just  to  say,  "Be  of  good  cheer. 
For  in  our  own  land  may  we  yet  be  glad," 
When  they  beheld  the  guests  a  drawing  near  ; 
And  much  bewildered  the  two  fellows  were 
To  see  the  old  man,  and  must  even  deem 
That  they  should  see  things  stranger  than  a  dream. 

But  when  they  were  aboard  the  elder  cried, 
"  Up  sails,  my  masters,  fair  now  is  the  wind ; 
Nor  good  it  is  too  long  here  to  abide. 
Lest  what  ye  may  not  loose  your  souls  should  bind." 
And  as  he  spake,  the  tall  trees  left  behind 
Stirred  with  the  rising  land  wind,  and  the  crew, 
Joyous  thereat,  the  hawsers  shipward  drew. 

Swift  sped  the  ship,  and  glad  at  heart  were  all. 
And  the  Strong  Man  was  merry  with  the  rest, 
And  from  the  elder's  lips  no  word  did  fall 
That  did  not  seem  to  promise  all  the  best ; 
Yet  with  a  certain  awe  were  men  oppressed, 
And  felt  as  if  their  inmost  hearts  were  bare, 
And  each  man's  secret  babbled  through  the  air. 

Still  oft  the  old  man  sat  with  them  and  told 
Tales  of  past  time,  as  on  the  outward  way ; 
And  now  would  they  the  face  of  him  behold 
And  deem  it  changed  ;  the  years  that  on  him  lay 
Seemed  to  grow  naught,  and  no  more  wan  and  gray 
He  looked,  but  ever  glorious,  wise  and  strong. 
As  though  no  lapse  of  time  for  him  were  long. 

At  last,  when  six  days  through  the  kindly  sea 
Their  keel  had  slipped,  he  said :  "  Come  hearken  now, 
For  so  it  is  that  things  fare  wondrously 
E'en  in  these  days  ;  and  I  a  tale  can  show 
That,  told  by  you  unto  your  sons  shall  grow 
A  marvel  of  the  days  that  are  to  come : 
Take  heed  and  tell  it  when  ye  reach  your  home. 
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"  Yet  living  in  the  world  a  man  there  is 
Men  call  the  Theban  King  Amphitryon's  son, 
Although  perchance  a  greater  sire  was  his ; 
But  certainly  his  lips  have  hung  upon 
Alcmena's  breasts :  great  deeds  this  man  hath  won 
Already,  for  his  name  is  Hercules, 
And  e'en  ye  Asian  folk  have  heard  of  these. 

"  Now  ere  the  moon,  this  eve  in  his  last  wane, 
Was  born,  this  Hercules,  the  fated  thrall 
Of  King  Eurystheus,  was  straight  bid  to  gain 
Gifts  from  a  land  whereon  no  foot  doth  fall 
Of  mortal  man,  beyond  the  misty  wall 
Of  unkno\vn  waters ;  pensively  he  went 
Along  the  sea  on  his  hard  life  intent. 

"  And  at  the  dawn  he  came  into  a  bay 
Where  the  sea,  ebbed  far  down,  left  wastes  of  sand, 
Walled  from  the  green  earth  by  great  cliffs  and  gniy ; 
Then  he  looked  up,  and  wondering  there  did  stand, 
For  strange  things  lay  in  slumber  on  the  strand ; 
Strange  counterparts  of  what  the  tirm  earth  hath 
Lay  scattered  all  about  his  weary  path : 

"  Sea  lions  and  sea  horses  and  sea  kine. 
Sea  boars,  sea  men  strange  skinned,  of  wondrous  hair; 
And  in  their  midst  a  man  who  seemed  divine 
For  changeless  eld,  and  round  him  women  fail'. 
Clad  in  the  sea  webs  glassy  green  and  clear. 
With  gems  on  head  and  girdle,  limb  and  breast, 
Such  as  earth  knoweth  not  among  her  best. 

"  A  moment  at  the  fair  and  wondrous  sight 
He  stared ;  then,  since  the  heart  in  him  Avas  good, 
He  went  about  with  careful  steps  and  light 
Till  o'er  the  sleeping  sea  god  now  he  stood ; 
And  if  the  white-foot  maids  had  stirred  his  blood 
As  he  passed  by,  now  other  thoughts  had  place 
Within  his  heart  when  he  beheld  that  face. 

"For  NereuB  now  he  knew,  who  knows  all  tilings; 
And  to  himself  lie  said,  *  If  I  i)revail, 
Better  than  by  some  god-wrought  eagle  wings 
Shall  I  bo  holpen;'  then  he  cried  out:  '  Hail, 
O  Nereus!  lord  of  .shifting  hill  and  dale! 
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Arise  and  wrestle  ;  I  am  Hercules ! 

Not  soon  now  slialt  thou  meet  the  ridgy  seas.' 

''And  mightily  he  cast  himself  on  him; 
And  Nereus  cried  out  shrilly ;  and  straightway 
That  sleeping  crowd,  fair  maid  with  half-hid  limb, 
Strange  man  and  green-haired  beast,  made  no  delay, 
But  glided  down  into  the  billows  gray, 
And,  by  the  lovely  sea  embraced,  were  gone, 
While  they  two  wrestled  on  the  sea  strand  lone. 

''  Soon  found  the  sea  god  that  his  bodily  might 
Was  naught  in  dealing  with  Jove's  dear  one  thei-e ; 
And  soon  he  'gau  to  use  his  magic  sleight : 
Into  a  lithe  leopard,  and  a  hugging  bear, 
He  turned  him ;  then  the  smallest  fowl  of  air 
The  straining  arms  of  Hercules  must  hold. 
And  then  a  mud-born  wriggling  eel  and  cold. 

"  Then  as  the  firm  hands  mastered  this,  forth  brake 
A  sudden  rush  of  waters  all  around, 
Blinding  and  choking :  then  a  thin  green  snake 
With  golden  eyes ;  then  o'er  the  shell-strewn  ground 
Forth  stole  a  fly,  the  least  that  may  be  found ; 
Then  earth  and  heaven  seemed  wrapped  in  one  huge  flame, 
But  from  the  midst  thereof  a  voice  there  came  : 

''  'Kinsman  and  stout  heart,  thou  hast  won  the  day, 
Nor  to  my  grief :  what  wouldst  thou  have  of  me  ?  ' 
And  therewith  to  an  old  man  small  and  gray 
Faded  the  roaring  flame,  who  wearily 
Sat  down  upon  the  sand  and  said,  '  Let  be  ! 
I  know  thy  tale ;  worthy  of  help  thou  art ; 
Come  now,  a  short  way  hence  will  there  depart 

" '  A  ship  of  Tyre  for  the  warm  southern  seas, 
Come  we  aboard ;  according  to  my  will 
Her  way  shall  be.'     Then  np  rose  Hercules, 
Merry  of  face,  though  hot  and  panting  still ; 
But  the  fair  summer  day  his  heart  did  fill 
With  all  delight ;  and  so  forth  went  the  twain. 
And  found  those  men  desirous  of  all  gain. 

"  Ah,  for  these  gainful  men  —  somewhat  indeed 
Their  sails  are  rent,  their  bark  beat ;  kin  and  friend 
Are  wearying  for  them  ;  yet  a  friend  in  need 
XIII.— 6 
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They  yet  shall  gain,  if  at  their  journey's  end, 
Upon  the  last  uess  where  the  wild  goats  wend 
To  lick  the  salt-washed  stones,  a  house  they  raise 
Bedight  with  gold  in  kindly  Xereus'  praise." 

Breathless  they  waited  for  these  latest  words. 
That  like  the  soft  wind  of  the  gathering  night 
Were  grown  to  be :  about  the  mast  flew  birds 
Making  their  moan,  hovering  long-winged  and  white. 
And  now  before  their  straining  anxious  sight 
The  old  man  faded  out  into  the  air, 
And  from  his  place  tiew  forth  a  sea  mew  fair. 

Then  to  the  Mighty  Man,  Alcmena's  son, 
With  yearning  hearts  they  turned  till  he  should  speat. 
And  he  spake  softly :  "  Naught  ill  have  ye  done 
In  helping  me  to  find  what  I  did  seek : 
The  world  made  better  by  me  knows  if  weak 
My  hand  and  heart  are  :  but  now,  light  the  fire 
Upon  the  prow  and  worship  the  gray  sire." 

So  did  they ;  and  such  gifts  as  there  they  had 
Gave  unto  Nereus ;  yea,  and  sooth  to  say. 
Amid  the  tumult  of  their  hearts  made  glad, 
Had  honored  Hercules  in  e'en  such  way ; 
But  he  laughed  out  amid  them,  and  said,  "  Nay, 
Not  yet  the  end  is  come  ;  nor  have  I  yet 
Bowed  down  before  vain  longing  and  regret. 

"  It  may  be  —  who  shall  tell,  when  I  go  back 
There  whence  I  came,  and  looking  down  behold 
The  place  that  my  once  eager  heart  shall  lack, 
And  all  my  dead  desires  a  lying  cold. 
But  I  may  have  the  miglit  then  to  enfold 
The  hopes  of  brave  men  in  my  heart  ?  —  but  long  life 
Lies  before  first  with  its  change  and  wrong." 

8u  fair  along  the  watery  ways  they  sped 
In  happy  wise,  nor  failed  of  their  return; 
Nor  failed  in  ancient  Tyre  the  ways  to  tread. 
Teacliing  tlieir  tale  to  whomsoe'er  Avould  learn, 
Nor  failed  at  last  the  flesh  of  beasts  to  b\irn 
In  Nereus'  liou.se,  tinned  toward  tlie  briglit  day's  end 
On  the  last  uess,  round  which  the  wild  goats  wend. 
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THE   DESCENT   OF   MAN.' 

By  CHARLES  DARWIN. 

[Charles  Robert  Darwin,  the  foremost  of  English  natural  philosophers,  was 
born  at  Shrewsbury,  February  12, 1809,  grandson  of  a  noted  naturalist.  He  studied 
medicine  at  Edinburgh,  and  for  the  church  at  Christ's  College,  Cambridge ;  but 
transferring  his  interest  to  natural  science,  he  sailed  in  the  "Beagle"  as  natu- 
ralist on  its  tour  to  South  America  and  elsewhere,  developing  a  theory  of  the 
origin  of  coral  reefs.  He  published  several  works  on  the  scientific  results  of  the 
voyage,  and  in  1842  settled  at  Down  in  Kent,  passing  the  rest  of  his  life  in 
quiet  scientific  re.search  and  speculation.  He  published  his  theory  of  Natural 
Selection  in  1858,  and  "The  Origin  of  Species"  appeared  in  1859.  "The  De- 
scent of  Man"  was  issued  in  1871,  containing  also  the  theory  of  Sexual  Selec- 
tion.    He  wrote  several  other  books  on  kindred  questions.  ] 

A  BRIEF  summary  would  be  sufficient  to  recall  to  the 
reader's  mind  the  more  salient  points  in  this  work.  Many  of 
the  views  which  have  been  advanced  are  highly  speculative, 
and  some  no  doubt  will  prove  erroneous ;  but  I  have  in  every 
case  given  the  reasons  which  have  led  me  to  one  view  rather 
than  to  another.  It  seemed  worth  while  to  try  how  far  the 
principle  of  evolution  would  throw  light  on  some  of  the  more 
complex  problems  in  the  natural  history  of  man.  False  facts 
are  highly  injurious  to  the  progress  of  science,  for  they  often 
endure  long ;  but  false  views,  if  supported  by  some  evidence, 
do  little  harm,  for  every  one  takes  a  salutary  pleasure  in  prov- 
ing their  falseness ;  and  when  this  is  done,  one  path  toward 
error  is  closed  and  the  road  to  truth  is  often  at  the  same  time 
opened. 

The  main  conclusion  here  arrived  at,  and  now  held  by  many 
naturalists  who  are  well  competent  to  form  a  sound  judgment, 
is  that  man  is  descended  from  some  less  highly  organized  form. 
The  grounds  upon  which  this  conclusion  rests  will  never  be 
shaken,  for  the  close  similarity  between  man  and  the  lower 
animals  in  embryonic  development,  as  well  as  in  innumerable 
points  of  structure  and  constitution,  both  of  high  and  of  the 
most  trifling  importance  —  the  rudiments  which  he  retains,  and 
the  abnormal  reversions  to  which  he  is  occasionally  liable  —  are 
facts  which  cannot  be  disputed.  They  have  long  been  known, 
but  until  recently  they  told  us  nothing  with  respect  to  the 
origin  of  man.  Now  when  viewed  by  the  light  of  our  knowl- 
edge of  the  Avhole  organic  world,  their  meaning  is  unmistak- 
able.    The  great  principle  of  evolution  stands  up  clear  and 
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firm,  when  these  groups  of  facts  are  considered  in  connection 
with  others,  such  as  the  mutual  affinities  of  the  members  of  the 
same  group,  their  geographical  distribution  in  past  and  present 
times,  and  their  geological  succession.  It  is  incredible  that  all 
these  facts  should  speak  falsely.  He  who  is  not  content  to 
look,  like  a  savage,  at  the  phenomena  of  nature  as  disconnected, 
cannot  any  longer  believe  that  man  is  the  work  of  a  separate 
act  of  creation.  He  will  be  forced  to  admit  that  the  close 
resemblance  of  the  embryo  of  man  to  that,  for  instance,  of  a  dog 
—  the  construction  of  his  skull,  limbs,  and  whole  frame  on  the 
same  plan  with  that  of  other  mammals,  independently  of  the 
uses  to  which  the  parts  may  be  put  —  the  occasional  reappear- 
ance of  various  structures,  for  instance  of  several  muscles, 
which  man  does  not  normally  possess,  but  which  are  common 
to  the  Quadrumana  —  and  a  crowd  of  analogous  facts  —  all 
point  in  the  plainest  manner  to  the  conclusion  that  man  is  the 
co-descendant  with  other  mammals  of  a  common  progenitor. 

We  have  seen  that  man  incessantly  presents  individual  dif- 
ferences in  all  parts  of  his  body  and  in  his  mental  faculties. 
These  differences  or  variations  seem  to  be  induced  by  the  same 
general  causes,  and  to  obey  the  same  laws  as  with  the  lower 
animals.  In  both  cases  similar  laws  of  inheritance  prevail. 
Man  tends  to  increase  at  a  greater  rate  than  his  means  of  sub- 
sistence ;  consequently  he  is  occasionally  subjected  to  a  severe 
struggle  for  existence,  and  natural  selection  will  have  effected 
whatever  lies  within  its  scope.  A  succession  of  strongly 
marked  variations  of  a  similar  nature  is  by  no  means  requisite; 
slight  fluctuating  differences  in  the  individual  suflice  for  the 
work  of  natural  selection ;  not  that  we  have  any  reason  to  sup- 
pose that,  in  the  same  species,  all  parts  of  the  organization  tend 
to  vary  to  the  same  degree.  We  may  feel  assured  that  the 
inherited  effects  of  the  long-continued  use  or  disuse  of  parts 
will  have  done  much  in  the  same  direction  with  natural  selec- 
tion. Modifications  formerly  of  importance,  though  no  longer 
of  any  special  use,  are  long  inherited.  When  one  part  is  modi- 
fied, other  parts  change  through  the  principle  of  correlation, 
of  which  we  have  instances  in  many  curious  cases  of  correlated 
monstrosities.  Something  may  be  attributed  to  the  direct  and 
definite  action  of  the  surrounding  conditions  of  life,  such  as 
abundant  food,  heat,  or  moisture ;  and  lastly,  many  characters 
of  slight  pliy.siological  im])ortance,  some  indeed  of  considerable 
importance,  have  been  gained  tlirough  sexual  selection. 
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No  doubt  man,  as  well  as  every  other  animal,  presents 
structures  which  seem  to  our  limited  knowledge  not  to  be  now 
of  any  service  to  him,  nor  to  have  been  so  formerly,  either  for 
the  general  conditions  of  life  or  in  the  relations  of  one  sex  to 
the  other.  Such  structures  cannot  be  accounted  for  by  any 
form  of  selection,  or  by  the  inherited  effects  of  the  use  and  dis- 
use of  parts.  We  know,  however,  that  many  strange  and 
strongly  marked  peculiarities  of  structure  occasionally  appear 
in  our  domesticated  productions,  and  if  their  unknown  causes 
were  to  act  more  uniformly,  they  would  probably  become 
common  to  all  the  individuals  of  the  species.  We  may  hope 
hereafter  to  understand  something  about  the  causes  of  such 
occasional  modifications,  especially  through  the  study  of  mon- 
strosities ;  hence  the  labors  of  experimentalists,  such  as  those 
of  M.  Camille  Dareste,  are  full  of  promise  for  the  future.  In 
general  we  can  only  say  that  the  cause  of  each  slight  variation 
and  of  each  monstrosity  lies  much  more  in  the  constitution  of 
the  organism  than  in  the  nature  of  the  surrounding  conditions, 
though  new  and  changed  conditions  certainly  play  an  impor- 
tant part  in  exciting  organic  changes  of  many  kinds. 

Through  the  means  just  specified,  aided  perhaps  by  others 
as  yet  undiscovered,  man  has  been  raised  to  his  present  state. 
But  since  he  attained  to  the  rank  of  manhood,  he  has  diverged 
into  distinct  races,  or,  as  they  may  be  more  fitly  called,  sub- 
species. Some  of  these,  such  as  the  Negro  and  European,  are 
so  distinct  that,  if  specimens  had  been  brought  to  a  naturalist 
without  any  further  information,  they  would  undoubtedly  have 
been  considered  by  him  as  good  and  true  species.  Neverthe- 
less all  the  races  agree  in  so  many  unimportant  details  of  struc- 
ture and  in  so  many  mental  peculiarities,  that  these  can  be 
accounted  for  only  by  inheritance  from  a  common  progenitor ; 
and  a  progenitor  thus  characterized  would  probably  deserve  to 
rank  as  man. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  divergence  of  each  race 
from  the  other  races,  and  of  all  from  a  common  stock,  can  be 
traced  back  to  any  one  pair  of  progenitors.  On  the  contrary, 
at  every  stage  in  the  process  of  modification,  all  the  individuals 
which  were  in  any  way  better  fitted  for  their  conditions  of  life, 
though  in  different  degrees,  would  have  survived  in  greater 
numbers  than  the  less  well  fitted.  The  process  would  have 
been  like  that  followed  by  man,  when  he  does  not  intentionally 
select  particular  individuals,  but  breeds  from  all  the  superior 
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individuals,  and  neglects  the  inferior.  He  thus  slowly  but 
surely  modifies  his  stock,  and  unconsciously  forms  a  new  strain. 
So  with  respect  to  modifications  acquired  independently  of 
selection,  and  due  to  variations  arising  from  the  nature  of  the 
organism  and  the  action  of  the  surrounding  conditions,  or  from 
changed  habits  of  life,  no  single  pair  will  have  been  modified 
much  more  than  the  other  pairs  inhabiting  the  same  country, 
for  all  will  have  been  continually  blended  through  free  inter- 
crossing. 

By  considering  the  embryological  structure  of  man  —  the 
homologies  which  he  presents  with  the  lower  animals  —  the 
rudiments  which  he  retains  —  and  the  reversions  to  which  he 
is  liable,  we  can  partly  recall  in  imagination  the  former  condi- 
tion of  our  early  progenitors,  and  can  approximately  place 
them  in  their  proper  place  in  the  zoological  series.  We  thus 
learn  that  man  is  descended  from  a  hairy,  tailed  quadruped, 
probably  arboreal  in  its  habits,  and  an  inhabitant  of  the  Old 
World.  This  creature,  if  its  whole  structure  had  been  exam- 
ined by  a  naturalist,  would  have  been  classed  among  the 
Quadrumana,  as  surely  as  the  still  more  ancient  progenitor  of 
the  Old  and  New  World  monkeys.  The  Quadrumana  and  all 
the  higher  mammals  are  probably  derived  from  an  ancient 
marsupial  animal,  and  this  through  a  long  line  of  diversified 
forms,  from  some  amphibianlike  creature,  and  this  again  from 
some  fishlike  animal.  In  the  dim  obscurity  of  the  past  we 
can  see  that  the  early  progenitor  of  all  the  Vertebrata  must 
have  been  an  aquatic  animal,  provided  with  branchiae,  with  the 
two  sexes  united  in  the  same  individual,  and  with  the  most 
important  organs  of  the  body  (such  as  the  brain  and  heart) 
imi)erfcctly  or  not  at  all  developed.  This  animal  seems  to 
have  been  more  like  the  larva?  of  the  existing  marine  Ascidians 
than  any  other  known  form. 

The  high  standard  of  our  intellectual  powers  and  moral 
disposition  is  the  greatest  dilliculty  which  presents  itself,  after 
we  have  been  driven  to  tliis  conclusion  on  the  origin  of  man. 
But  every  one  who  admits  tlie  principle  of  evolution  must  see 
that  the  mental  powers  of  the  higher  animals,  which  are  the 
same  in  kind  with  those  of  man,  though  so  dilt'orent  in  degree, 
are  capable  of  advancement.  Tlius  the  interval  between  the 
mental  powers  of  one  of  the  liigher  apes  and  of  a  fish,  or 
between  those  of  an  ant  and  scale  insect,  is  immense  ;  yet  their 
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development  does  not  offer  any  special  difficulty;  for,  with  our 
domesticated  animals,  the  mental  faculties  are  certainly  vari- 
able, and  the  variations  are  inherited.  No  one  doubts  that 
they  are  of  the  utmost  importance  to  animals  in  a  state  of 
nature.  Therefore  the  conditions  are  favorable  for  their 
development  through  natural  selection.  The  same  conclusion 
may  be  extended  to  man  ;  the  intellect  must  have  been  all- 
important  to  him,  even  at  a  very  remote  period,  as  enabling 
him  to  invent  and  use  language,  to  make  weapons,  tools,  traps, 
etc.,  whereby,  with  tlie  aid  of  his  social  habits,  he  long  ago 
became  the  most  dominant  of  all  living  creatures. 

A  great  stride  in  the  development  of  the  intellect  will  have 
followed,  as  soon  as  the  half-art  and  half-instinct  of  language 
came  into  use ;  for  the  continued  use  of  language  will  have 
reacted  on  the  brain  and  produced  an  inherited  effect ;  and 
this  again  will  have  reacted  on  the  improvement  of  language. 
As  Mr.  Chauncey  Wright  has  well  remarked,  the  largeness  of 
the  brain  in  man,  relatively  to  his  body,  compared  with  the 
lower  animals,  may  be  attributed  in  chief  part  to  the  early  use 
of  some  simple  form  of  language  —  that  wonderful  engine 
which  affixes  signs  to  all  sorts  of  objects  and  qualities,  and 
excites  trains  of  thought  which  would  never  arise  from  the 
mere  impression  of  the  senses,  or  if  they  did  arise  could  not  be 
followed  out.  The  higher  intellectual  powers  of  man,  such 
as  those  of  ratiocination,  abstraction,  self-consciousness,  etc., 
probably  follow  from  the  continued  improvement  and  exercise 
of  the  other  mental  faculties. 

The  development  of  the  moral  qualities  is  a  more  interest- 
ing problem.  The  foundation  lies  in  the  social  instincts, 
including  under  this  term  the  family  ties.  These  instincts  are 
highly  complex,  and  in  the  case  of  the  lower  animals  give 
special  tendencies  toward  certain  definite  actions;  but  the 
more  important  elements  are  love,  and  the  distinct  emotion  of 
sympathy.  Animals  endowed  with  the  social  instincts  take 
pleasure  in  one  another's  company,  warn  one  another  of 
danger,  defend  and  aid  one  another  in  many  ways.  These 
instincts  do  not  extend  to  all  the  individuals  of  the  species,  but 
only  to  those  of  the  same  community.  As  they  are  highly 
beneficial  to  the  species,  they  have  in  all  probability  been 
acquired  through  natural  selection. 

A  moral  being  is  one  who  is  capable  of  reflecting  on  his 
past  actions  and  their  motives  —  of  approving  of  some  and  dis- 
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approving  of  others ;  and  the  fact  that  man  is  the  one  being 
who  certainly  deserves  this  designation,  is  the  greatest  of  all 
distinctions  between  him  and  the  lower  animals.  But  in  the 
fourth  chapter  I  have  endeavored  to  show  that  the  moral  sense 
follows,  firstly,  from  the  enduring  and  ever-present  nature  of 
the  social  instincts ;  secondly,  from  man's  appreciation  of  the 
approbation  and  disapprobation  of  his  fellows ;  and  thirdly, 
from  the  high  activity  of  his  mental  faculties,  with  past 
impressions  extremely  vivid ;  and  in  these  latter  respects  he 
differs  from  the  lower  animals.  Owing  to  this  condition  of 
mind,  man  cannot  avoid  looking  both  backward  and  forward, 
and  comparing  past  impressions.  Hence  after  some  temporary 
desire  or  passion  has  mastered  his  social  instincts,  he  reflects  and 
compares  the  now  weakened  impression  of  such  past  impulses 
with  the  ever-present  social  instincts  ;  and  he  then  feels  that 
sense  of  dissatisfaction  which  all  unsatisfied  instincts  leave  be- 
hind them,  he  therefore  resolves  to  act  differently  for  the  future 
—  and  this  is  conscience.  Any  instinct  permanently  stronger 
or  more  enduring  than  another  gives  rise  to  a  feeling  which  we 
express  by  sapng  that  it  ought  to  be  obeyed.  A  pointer  dog, 
if  able  to  reflect  on  his  past  conduct,  would  say  to  himself,  I 
ought  (as  indeed  we  say  of  him)  to  have  pointed  at  that  hare 
and  not  have  yielded  to  the  passing  temptation  of  hunting  it. 
Social  animals  are  impelled  partly  by  a  wish  to  aid  the 
members  of  their  community  in  a  general  manner,  but  more 
commonly  to  perform  certain  definite  actions.  Man  is  impelled 
by  the  same  general  wish  to  aid  his  fellows,  but  has  few  or 
no  special  instincts.  He  differs  also  from  the  lower  animals  in 
the  power  of  expressing  his  desires  by  words,  which  thus  become 
a  guide  to  the  aid  required  and  bestowed.  The  motive  to  give 
aid  is  likewise  much  modified  in  man :  it  no  longer  consists 
solely  of  a  blind  instinctive  impulse,  but  is  mucli  influenced 
by  the  praise  or  blame  of  liis  fellows.  The  jippreciation  and 
the  bestowal  of  praise  and  blame  both  rest  on  sympatliy ;  and 
tliis  emotion,  as  we  have  seen,  is  one  of  the  most  important 
elements  of  the  social  instincts.  Sympathy,  though  gained  as 
an  instinct,  is  also  much  strengthened  by  exercise  or  habit.  As 
all  men  desire  their  own  happiness,  praise  or  blame  is  bestowed 
on  actions  and  motives,  according  as  they  lead  to  this  end ; 
and  as  liappiness  is  an  essential  part  of  the  general  good,  the 
greatest-happiness  principle  indirectly  serves  as  a  nearly  safe 
standard  of   right  and  wrong.     As  the  reasoning  powers  ad- 
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vance  and  experience  is  gained,  the  remoter  effects  of  certain 
lines  of  conduct  on  the  character  of  the  individual,  and  on  the 
general  good,  are  perceived ;  and  then  the  self-regarding  vir- 
tues come  within  the  scope  of  public  opinion,  and  receive  praise, 
and  their  opposites  blame.  But  with  the  less  civilized  nations 
reason  often  errs,  and  many  bad  customs  and  base  superstitions 
come  within  the  same  scope,  and  are  then  esteemed  as  high 
virtues,  and  their  breach  as  heavy  crimes. 

The  moral  faculties  are  generally  and  justly  esteemed  as  of 
higher  value  than  the  intellectual  powers.  But  we  should  bear 
in  mind  that  the  activity  of  the  mind  in  vividly  recalling  past 
impressions  is  one  of  the  fundamental,  though  secondary,  bases 
of  conscience.  This  affords  the  strongest  argument  for  educat- 
ing and  stimulating  in  all  possible  ways  the  intellectual  facul- 
ties of  every  human  being.  No  doubt  a  man  with  a  torpid 
mind,  if  his  social  affections  and  sympathies  are  well  developed, 
will  be  led  to  good  actions,  and  may  have  a  fairly  sensitive  con- 
science. But  whatever  renders  the  imagination  more  vivid,  and 
strengthens  the  habit  of  recalling  and  comparing  past  impres- 
sions, will  make  the  conscience  more  sensitive,  and  may  even 
somewhat  compensate  for  weak  social  affections  and  sympathies. 

The  moral  nature  of  man  has  reached  its  present  standard 
partly  through  the  advancement  of  his  reasoning  powers,  and 
consequently  of  a  just  public  opinion,  but  especially  from  his 
sympathies  having  been  rendered  more  tender  and  widely  dif- 
fused through  the  effects  of  habit,  example,  instruction,  and 
reflection.  It  is  not  improbable  that  after  long  practice  virtu- 
ous tendencies  may  be  inherited.  With  the  more  civilized 
races,  the  conviction  of  the  existence  of  an  all-seeing  Deity  has 
had  a  potent  influence  on  the  advance  of  morality.  Ultimately 
man  does  not  accept  the  praise  or  blame  of  his  fellows  as  his 
sole  guide,  though  few  escape  this  influence,  but  his  habitual 
convictions,  controlled  by  reason,  afford  him  the  safest  rule. 
His  conscience  then  becomes  the  supreme  judge  and  monitor. 
Nevertheless  the  first  foundation  or  origin  of  the  moral  sense 
lies  in  the  social  instincts,  including  sympathy ;  and  these  in- 
stincts no  doubt  were  primarily  gained,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
lower  animals,  through  natural  selection. 

The  belief  in  God  has  often  been  advanced  as  not  only  the 
greatest,  but  the  most  complete  of  all  the  distinctions  between 
man  and  the  lower  animals.     It  is,  however,  impossible,  as  we 
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have  seen,  to  maintain  that  this  beUef  is  innate  or  instinctive 
in  man.  On  the  other  hand,  a  belief  in  all-pervading  spiritual 
agencies  seems  to  be  universal,  and  apparently  follows  from  a 
considerable  advance  in  man's  reason,  and  from  a  still  greater 
advance  in  his  faculties  of  imagination,  curiosity,  and  wonder. 
I  am  aware  that  the  assumed  instinctive  belief  in  God  has  been 
used  by  many  persons  as  an  argument  for  His  existence.  But 
this  is  a  rash  argument,  as  we  should  thus  be  compelled  to 
believe  in  the  existence  of  many  cruel  and  malignant  spirits, 
only  a  little  more  powerful  than  man ;  for  the  belief  in  them  is 
far  more  general  than  in  a  beneficent  Deity.  The  idea  of  a  uni- 
versal and  beneficent  Creator  does  not  seem  to  arise  in  the  mind 
of  man,  until  he  has  been  elevated  by  long-continued  culture. 

He  who  believes  in  the  advancement  of  man  from  some  low 
organized  form  will  naturally  ask,  How  does  this  bear  on  the 
belief  in  the  immortality  of  the  soul  ?  The  barbarous  races  of 
man,  as  Sir  J.  Lubbock  has  shoAvn,  possess  no  clear  belief  of  this 
kind ;  but  arguments  derived  from  the  primeval  beliefs  of  sav- 
ages are,  as  we  have  just  seen,  of  little  or  no  avail.  Few  per- 
sons feel  any  anxiety  from  the  impossibility  of  determining  at 
what  precise  period  in  the  development  of  the  individual,  from 
the  first  trace  of  a  minute  germinal  vesicle,  man  becomes  an 
immortal  being  ;  and  there  is  no  greater  cause  for  anxiety  be- 
cause the  period  cannot  possibly  be  determined  in  the  gradually 
ascending  organic  scale. 

I  am  aware  that  the  conclusions  arrived  at  in  this  work 
will  be  denounced  by  some  as  highly  irreligious ;  but  he  who 
denounces  them  is  bound  to  show  why  it  is  more  irreligious  to 
explain  the  origin  of  man  as  a  distinct  species  by  descent  from 
some  lower  form,  through  the  laws  of  variation  and  natural 
selection,  than  to  explain  the  birth  of  the  individual  through 
the  laws  of  ordinary  reproduction.  The  birth  botli  of  the 
species  and  of  the  individual  are  equally  parts  of  that  grand 
sequence  of  events  which  our  minds  refuse  to  accept  as  the  result 
of  blind  chance.  The  understanding  revolts  at  suc.li  a  conclu- 
sion, whether  or  not  we  are  able  to  believe  that  every  slight 
variation  of  structure  —  the  union  of  each  pair  in  marriage  — 
the  dissemination  of  each  seed  —  and  other  such  events,  have 
all  been  ()r<lain(;d  for  some  special  purpose. 

Sexual  selection  lias  been  treated  at  great  length  in  this 
work ;  for,  aa  1  have  attempted  to  show,  it  has  played  an  im- 
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portant  part  in  the  history  of  the  organic  world.  I  am  aware 
that  much  remains  doubtful,  but  I  have  endeavored  to  give  a 
fair  view  of  the  whole  case.  In  the  lower  divisions  of  the  ani- 
mal kingdom,  sexual  selection  seems  to  have  done  nothing: 
such  animals  are  often  affixed  for  life  to  the  same  spot,  or  have 
the  sexes  combined  in  the  same  individual,  or,  what  is  still 
more  important,  their  perceptive  and  intellectual  faculties  are 
not  sufficiently  advanced  to  allow  of  the  feelings  of  love  and 
jealousy,  or  of  the  exertion  of  choice.  When,  however,  we 
come  to  the  Arthropoda  and  Vertebrata,  even  to  the  lowest 
classes  in  these  two  great  Subkingdoms,  sexual  selection  has 
effected  much. 

In  the  several  great  classes  of  the  animal  kingdom  —  in 
mammals,  birds,  reptiles,  fishes,  insects,  and  even  crustaceans  — 
the  differences  between  the  sexes  follow  nearly  the  same  rules. 
The  males  are  almost  always  the  wooers ;  and  they  alone  are 
armed  with  special  weapons  for  fighting  with  their  rivals. 
They  are  generally  stronger  and  larger  than  the  females,  and 
are  endowed  with  the  requisite  qualities  of  courage  and  pug- 
nacity. They  are  provided,  either  exclusively  or  in  a  much 
higher  degree  than  the  females,  with  organs  for  vocal  or  instru- 
mental music,  and  with  odoriferous  glands.  They  are  orna- 
mented with  infinitely  diversified  appendages,  and  with  the  most 
brilliant  or  conspicuous  colors,  often  arranged  in  elegant  pat- 
terns, while  the  females  are  unadorned.  When  the  sexes  differ 
in  more  important  structures,  it  is  the  male  which  is  provided 
with  special  sense  organs  for  discovering  the  female,  with  loco- 
motive organs  for  reaching  her,  and  often  with  prehensile 
organs  for  holding  her.  These  various  structures  for  charm- 
ing or  securing  the  female  are  often  developed  in  the  male  dur- 
ing only  part  of  the  year,  namely,  the  breeding  season.  They 
have  in  many  cases  been  more  or  less  transferred  to  the  females ; 
and  in  the  latter  case  they  often  appear  in  her  as  mere  rudi- 
ments. They  are  lost  or  never  gained  by  the  males  after 
emasculation.  Generally  they  are  not  developed  in  the  male 
during  early  youth,  but  appear  a  short  time  before  the  age  for 
reproduction.  Hence  in  most  cases  the  young  of  both  sexes 
resemble  each  other;  and  the  female  somewhat  resembles  her 
young  offspring  throughout  life.  In  almost  every  great  class 
a  few  anomalous  cases  occur,  where  there  has  been  an  almost 
complete  transposition  of  the  characters  proper  to  the  two  sexes, 
the  females  assuming  characters  which  properly  belong  to  the 


5940  THE   DESCENT   OF   MAN. 

males.  This  surprising  uniformity  in  the  laws  regulating  the 
differences  between  the  sexes  in  so  many  and  such  widely  sepa- 
rated classes  is  intelligible  if  we  admit  the  action  of  one  com- 
mon cause,  namely,  sexual  selection. 

Sexual  selection  depends  on  the  success  of  certain  individ- 
uals over  others  of  the  same  sex,  in  relation  to  the  propagation 
of  the  species ;  while  natural  selection  depends  on  the  success 
of  both  sexes,  at  all  ages,  in  relation  to  the  general  conditions  of 
life.  The  sexual  struggle  is  of  two  kinds :  in  the  one  it  is 
between  the  individuals  of  the  same  sex,  generally  the  males,  in 
order  to  drive  away  or  kill  their  rivals,  the  females  remaining 
passive ;  while  in  the  other,  the  struggle  is  likewise  between 
the  individuals  of  the  same  sex,  in  order  to  excite  or  charm 
those  of  the  opposite  sex,  generally  the  females,  which  no  longer 
remain  passive,  but  select  the  more  agreeable  partners.  This 
latter  kind  of  selection  is  closely  analogous  to  that  which  man 
unintentionally,  yet  effectually,  brings  to  bear  on  his  domesti- 
cated productions,  when  he  preserves  during  a  long  period  the 
most  pleasing  or  useful  individuals,  without  any  wish  to  modify 
the  breed. 

The  laws  of  inheritance  determine  whether  characters  gained 
through  sexual  selection  by  either  sex  shall  be  transmitted  to 
the  same  sex,  or  to  both,  as  well  as  the  age  at  which  they  shall 
be  developed.  It  appears  that  variations  arising  late  in  life  are 
commonly  transmitted  to  one  and  the  same  sex.  Variability  is 
the  necessary  basis  for  the  action  of  selection,  and  is  wholly 
independent  of  it.  It  follows  from  this,  that  variations  of  the 
same  general  nature  have  often  been  taken  advantage  of  and 
accumulated  through  sexual  selection  in  relation  to  the  propa- 
gation of  the  species,  as  well  as  through  natural  selection  in 
relation  to  the  general  purposes  of  life.  Hence  secondary 
sexual  characters,  wlien  equally  transmitted  to  both  sexes,  can 
be  distinguished  from  ordinary  specilic  characters  onlj''  by  the 
light  of  analogy.  The  modifications  acquired  through  sexual 
selection  are  ofton  so  strongly  pronounced  that  the  two  sexes 
have  frequently  boon  ranked  as  distinct  species,  or  even  as  dis- 
tinct genera.  Such  strongly  marked  differences  must  be  in 
some  manner  highly  important ;  and  we  know  that  they  have 
been  ac(|uircd  in  some  instances  at  the  cost  not  only  of  incon- 
venience, })ut  of  exposure  to  actual  danger. 

The  belief  in  tlie  power  of  sexual  selection  rests  chiefly  on 
the  following  considerations:    Certain  characters  are  confined 
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to  one  sex  ;  and  this  alone  renders  it  probable  that  in  most  cases 
they  are  connected  with  the  act  of  reproduction.  In  innu- 
merable instances  these  characters  are  fully  developed  only  at 
maturity,  and  often  during  only  a  part  of  the  year,  which  is 
always  the  breeding  season.  The  males  (passing  over  a  few 
exceptional  cases)  are  the  more  active  in  courtship ;  they  are 
the  better  armed,  and  are  rendered  the  more  attractive  in 
various  ways.  It  is  to  be  especially  observed  that  the  males 
display  their  attractions  with  elaborate  care  in  the  presence 
of  the  females,  and  that  they  rarely  or  never  display  them 
excepting  during  the  season  of  love.  It  is  incredible  that  all 
this  should  be  purposeless.  Lastly,  we  have  distinct  evidence, 
with  some  quadrupeds  and  birds,  that  the  individuals  of  one 
sex  are  capable  of  feeling  a  strong  antipathy  or  preference  for 
certain  individuals  of  the  other  sex. 

Bearing  in  mind  these  facts,  and  the  marked  results  of  man's 
unconscious  selection,  when  applied  to  domesticated  animals 
and  cultivated  plants,  it  seems  to  me  almost  certain  that  if  the 
individuals  of  one  sex  were  during  a  long  series  of  generations 
to  prefer  pairing  with  certain  individuals  of  the  other  sex,  char- 
acterized in  some  peculiar  manner,  the  offspring  would  slowly 
but  surely  become  modified  in  this  same  manner.  I  have  not 
attempted  to  conceal  that,  excepting  when  the  males  are  more 
numerous  than  the  females,  or  when  polygamy  prevails,  it  is 
doubtful  how  the  more  attractive  males  succeed  in  leaving  a 
larger  number  of  offspring  to  inherit  their  superiority  in  orna- 
ments or  other  charms  than  the  less  attractive  males  ;  but  I  have 
shown  that  this  would  probably  follow  from  the  females  — 
especially  the  more  vigorous  ones,  which  would  be  the  first  to 
breed  —  preferring  not  only  the  more  attractive,  but  at  the 
same  time  the  more  vigorous  and  victorious  males. 

Although  we  have  some  positive  evidence  that  birds  appre- 
ciate bright  and  beautiful  objects,  as  with  the  bower  birds  of 
Australia,  and  although  they  certainly  appreciate  the  power  of 
song,  yet  I  fully  admit  that  it  is  astonishing  that  the  females 
of  many  birds  and  some  mammals  should  be  endowed  with 
sufficient  taste  to  appreciate  ornaments,  which  we  have  reason 
to  attribute  to  sexual  selection  ;  and  this  is  even  more  astonish- 
ing in  the  case  of  reptiles,  fish,  and  insects.  But  v/e  really  know 
little  about  the  minds  of  the  loAver  animals.  It  cannot  be 
supposed,  for  instance,  that  male  birds  of  paradise  or  peacocks 
should  take  such  pains  in  erecting,  spreading,  and  vibrating 
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their  beautiful  plumes  before  the  females  for  no  purpose.  We 
should  remember  the  fact,  given  on  excellent  authority  in  a 
former  chapter,  that  several  peahens,  when  debarred  from  an 
admired  male,  remained  widows  during  a  whole  season  rather 
than  pair  with  another  bird. 

Nevertheless  I  know  of  no  fact  in  natural  history  more  won- 
derful than  that  the  female  Argus  pheasant  should  appreciate 
the  exquisite  shading  of  the  ball-and-socket  ornaments  and  the 
elegant  patterns  on  the  wing  feathers  of  the  male.  He  who 
thinks  that  the  male  was  created  as  he  now  exists  must  admit 
that  the  great  plumes  which  prevent  the  wings  from  being  used 
for  flight,  and  which  are  displayed  during  courtship  and  at  no 
other  time  in  a  manner  quite  peculiar  to  this  one  species,  Avere 
given  to  him  as  an  ornament.  If  so,  he  must  likewise  admit 
that  the  female  was  created  and  endowed  with  the  capacity  of 
appreciating  such  ornaments.  I  differ  only  in  the  conviction 
that  the  male  Argus  pheasant  acquired  his  beauty  gradually, 
through  the  preference  of  the  females  during  many  generations 
for  the  more  highly  ornamented  males,  the  aisthetic  capacity 
of  the  females  having  been  advanced  through  exercise  or  habit, 
just  as  our  own  taste  is  gradually  improved.  In  the  male, 
through  the  fortunate  cliance  of  a  few  feathers  being  left  un- 
changed, we  can  distinctly  trace  how  simple  spots  with  a  little 
fulvous  shading  on  one  side  may  have  been  developed  by  small 
steps  into  the  wonderful  ball-and-socket  ornaments ;  and  it  is 
probable  that  they  were  actually  thus  developed. 

Every  one  who  admits  the  principle  of  evolution,  and  yet 
feels  great  difficulty  in  admitting  that  female  mammals,  birds, 
reptiles,  and  fish  could  have  acquired  the  high  taste  implied  by 
the  beauty  of  the  males,  and  which  generally  coincides  with 
our  own  standard,  should  reflect  that  the  nerve  cells  of  the 
brain  in  the  highest  as  well  as  in  the  lowest  members  of  tlie 
Vertebrate  scries,  are  derived  from  those  of  the  common  pro- 
genitor of  this  great  Kingdom.  For  we  can  thus  see  how  it 
has  come  to  pass  tliat  certain  mental  faculties,  in  various  and 
widely  distinct  groups  of  animals,  have  been  developed  in 
nearly  tlie  same  manner  and  to  nearly  the  same  degree. 

The  reader  who  has  taken  the  trouble  to  go  through  the 
several  chapters  devoted  to  sexual  selection  will  be  able  to 
judge  liow  far  tlie  conclusions  at  which  I  have  arrived  are  sup- 
ported by  sunicicnt  evidence.  If  he  accepts  these  conclusions, 
he  may,  I  think,  safely  extend  thcni  to  mankind;   but  it  would 
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be  superfluous  here  to  repeat  what  I  have  so  lately  said  on  the 
manner  in  which  sexual  selection  apparently  has  acted  on  man, 
both  on  the  male  and  female  side,  causing  the  two  sexes  to 
differ  in  body  and  mind,  and  the  several  races  to  differ  from 
each  other  in  various  characters,  as  well  as  from  their  ancient 
and  lowly  organized  progenitors. 

He  who  admits  the  principle  of  sexual  selection  will  be  led 
to  the  remarkable  conclusion  that  the  nervous  system  not  only 
regulates  most  of  the  existing  functions  of  the  body,  but  has 
indirectly  influenced  the  progressive  development  of  various 
bodily  structures  and  of  certain  mental  qualities.  Courage,  pug- 
nacity, perseverance,  strength  and  size  of  body,  weapons  of  all 
kinds,  musical  organs,  both  vocal  and  instrumental,  bright  colors 
and  ornamental  appendages,  have  all  been  indirectly  gained  by 
the  one  sex  or  the  other,  through  the  exertion  of  choice,  the 
influence  of  love  and  jealousy,  and  the  appreciation  of  the 
beautiful  in  sound,  color,  or  form  ;  and  these  powers  of  the  mind 
manifestly  depend  on  the  development  of  the  brain. 

Man  scans  with  scrupulous  care  the  character  and  pedigree 
of  his  horses,  cattle,  and  dogs  before  he  matches  them  ;  but 
when  he  comes  to  his  own  marriage  he  rarely,  or  never,  takes 
any  such  care.  He  is  impelled  by  nearly  the  same  motives  as 
the  lower  animals,  when  they  are  left  to  their  own  free  choice, 
though  he  is  in  so  far  superior  to  them  that  he  highly  values 
mental  charms  and  virtues.  On  the  other  hand,  he  is  strongly 
attracted  by  mere  wealth  or  rank.  Yet  he  might  by  selection 
do  something  not  only  for  the  bodily  constitution  and  frame 
of  his  offspring,  but  for  their  intellectual  and  moral  qualities. 
Both  sexes  ought  to  refrain  from  marriage  if  they  are  in  any 
marked  degree  inferior  in  body  or  mind ;  but  such  hopes  are 
Utopian,  and  will  never  be  even  partially  realized  until  the  laws 
of  inheritance  are  thoroughly  known.  Every  one  does  good 
service  who  aids  toward  this  end.  When  the  principles  of 
breeding  and  inheritance  are  better  understood,  we  shall  not 
hear  ignorant  members  of  our  legislature  rejecting  with  scorn 
a  plan  for  ascertaining  whether  or  not  consanguineous  marriages 
are  injurious  to  man. 

The  advancement  of  the  welfare  of  mankind  is  a  most  in- 
tricate problem  :  all  ought  to  refrain  from  marriage  who  cannot 
avoid  abject  poverty  for  their  children ;  for  poverty  is  not  only 
a  great  evil,  but  tends  to  its  own  increase  by  leading  to  reck- 


5944  THE   DESCENT   OF   MAN. 

lessness  in  marriage.  On  the  other  hand,  as  Mr.  Galton  has 
remarked,  if  the  prudent  avoid  marriage,  while  the  reckless 
marry,  the  inferior  members  tend  to  supplant  the  better  mem- 
bers of  society.  Man,  like  every  other  animal,  has  no  doubt 
advanced  to  his  present  high  condition  through  a  struggle  for 
existence  consequent  on  his  rapid  multiplication ;  and  if  he  is 
to  advance  still  higher,  it  is  to  be  feared  that  he  must  remain 
subject  to  a  severe  struggle.  Otherwise  he  would  sink  into  in- 
dolence, and  the  more  gifted  men  would  not  be  more  successful 
in  the  battle  of  life  than  the  less  gifted.  Hence  our  natural 
rate  of  increase,  though  leading  to  many  and  obvious  evils, 
must  not  be  greatly  diminished  by  any  means.  There  should 
be  open  competition  for  all  men ;  and  the  most  able  should  not 
be  prevented  by  laws  or  customs  from  succeeding  best  and  rear- 
ing the  largest  number  of  offspring.  Important  as  the  struggle 
for  existence  has  been,  and  even  still  is,  yet,  as  far  as  the 
highest  part  of  man's  nature  is  concerned,  there  are  other 
agencies  more  important.  For  the  moral  qualities  are  ad- 
vanced, either  directly  or  mdirectly,  much  more  through  the 
effects  of  habit,  the  reasoning  powers,  instruction,  religion,  etc., 
than  through  natural  selection  ;  though  to  this  latter  agency 
may  be  safely  attributed  the  social  instincts  which  afforded  the 
basis  for  the  development  of  the  moral  sense. 

The  main  conclusion  arrived  at  in  this  work,  namely,  that 
man  is  descended  from  some  lowly  organized  form,  will,  1 
regret  to  think,  be  highly  distasteful  to  many.  But  there  can 
hardly  be  a  doubt  that  we  are  descended  from  barbarians.  The 
astonishment  which  I  felt  on  first  seeing  a  party  of  Fuegians 
on  a  wild  and  broken  shore  will  never  be  forgotten  by  me,  for 
the  reflection  at  once  rushed  into  my  mind — such  were  our 
ancestors.  These  men  were  absolutely  naked  and  bedaubed  with 
paint,  their  long  liair  was  tangled,  their  mouths  frothed  with 
excitement,  and  tlicir  expression  was  wild,  startled,  and  dis- 
trustful. They  possessed  liardly  an}"-  arts,  and,  like  wild  ani- 
mals, lived  on  wliat  they  could  catcli ;  tliey  had  no  government, 
and  were  merciless  to  every  one  not  of  (heir  own  small  tribe. 
He  who  lias  seen  a  savage  in  his  native  land  will  not  feel  much 
shame  if  forced  to  acknowledge  tliat  the  blood  of  some  more 
liumble  creature  flows  in  his  veins.  For  my  own  part  I  would 
as  soon  be  descended  from  that  licroio  little  monkey  who  braved 
his  dreaded  enemy  in  order  to  save  the  life  of  his  keeper,  or 
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from  that  old  baboon,  who,  descending  from  the  mountains, 
carried  away  in  triumph  his  young  comrade  from  a  crowd  of 
astonished  dogs  —  as  from  a  savage  who  dehghts  to  torture  his 
enemies,  offers  up  bloody  sacrifices,  practices  infanticide  with- 
out remorse,  treats  his  wives  like  slaves,  knows  no  decency, 
and  is  haunted  by  the  grossest  superstitions. 

Man  may  be  excused  for  feeling  some  pride  at  having  risen, 
though  not  through  his  own  exertions,  to  the  very  summit  of 
the  organic  scale ;  and  the  fact  of  his  having  thus  risen,  instead 
of  having  been  aboriginally  placed  there,  may  give  him  hope 
for  a  still  higher  destiny  in  the  distant  future.  But  we  are 
not  here  concerned  with  hopes  or  fears,  only  with  the  truth  as 
far  as  our  reason  permits  us  to  discover  it ;  and  I  have  given 
the  evidence  to  the  best  of  my  ability.  We  must,  however, 
acknowledge,  as  it  seems  to  me,  that  man,  with  all  his  noble 
qualities,  with  sympathy  which  feels  for  the  most  debased,  with 
benevolence  which  extends  not  only  to  other  men  but  to  the 
humblest  living  creature,  with  his  godlike  intellect  which  has 
penetrated  into  the  movements  and  constitution  of  the  solar 
system  —  with  all  these  exalted  powers  —  Man  still  bears  in 
his  bodily  frame  the  indelible  stamp  of  his  lowly  origin. 


THE  SEVEN   AGES   OF  MAN. 

By  SHAKESPEARE. 
(From  "  As  You  Like  It.") 

All,  the  world's  a  stage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players; 
They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 
His  acts  being  seven  ages.     At  first,  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arras. 
And  then  the  whining  schoolboy,  with  his  satchel. 
And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
Unwillingly  to  school.     And  then  the  lovei', 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 
Made  to  his  mistress'  eyebrow.     Then,  a  soldier, 
Pull  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
Jealous  in  honor,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel. 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
xni.— 7 
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Eveu  ill  the  cauiioii's  mouth.     And  then  the  justice, 

In  fair  round  belly  with  good  capon  lined, 

"With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modern  instances ; 

And  so  he  plays  his  part.     The  sixth  age  shifts 

Into  the  lean  and  slippered  pantaloon, 

"With  spectacles  on  nose,  and  pouch  on  side  ; 

His  youthful  hose,  well  saved,  a  world  too  wide 

For  his  shrunk  shank ;  and  his  big  manly  voice. 

Turning  again  toward  childish  treble,  pipes 

And  Avhistles  in  his  sound.     Last  scene  of  all, 

That  ends  this  strange  eventful  history, 

Is  second  childishness,  and  mere  oblivion, — 

Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  everything. 

FROM  CARLYLE'S  INAUGURAL  ADDRESS, 

On  being  installed  Lord   Rectok  of  the  University 
OF  Edinburgh. 

[Thomas  C  a  ri.yi.e,  Scotch  moralist,  essayist,  and  historian,  was  born  at  Eccle- 
fechan,  December  4,  1795.  He  studied  for  the  ministry  at  Edinburgh  Univer- 
sity, taught  school,  studied  law,  became  a  hack  writer  and  tutor ;  in  1826  married 
Jane  Welsh,  and  in  1828  removed  to  a  farm  at  Craigenputtoch,  where  he  wrote 
essays  and  "Sartor  Resartus"  ;  in  1884  removed  to  his  final  home  in  Cheyne 
Rov^,  Chelsea.  His  "  French  Revolution  "  was  issued  in  1837.  He  lectured  for 
three  years,  "Heroes  and  Hero  Worship  "  gathering  up  one  course.  His  chief 
succeeding  works  were  "Chartism  Past  and  Present,"  "Cromwell's  Letters," 
"  Latter-day  Pamphlets,"  "Life  of  Sterling,"  and  " Frederick  the  Great."  He 
died  February  4, 1881.] 

Above  all  tilings  the  interest  of  your  own  life  depends  upon 
lieinp  diligent  now,  wliile  it  is  called  to-day,  in  tliis  place  wliere 
von  liave  come  to  get  education.  Diligent !  Tluit  includes 
all  virtues  in  it  tliat  a  student  can  have  ;  I  mean  to  include  it 
in  all  qualities  that  lead  into  tlie  acquirement  of  real  instruc- 
tion and  improvement  in  such  a  place.  If  you  will  believe  me, 
you  wlio  are  young,  yours  is  the  golden  season  of  life.  As 
you  have  heard  it  called,  so  it  verily  is,  the  seedtime  of  life, 
in  which,  if  you  do  not  sow,  or  if  you  sow  tares  instead  of 
wheat,  you  cannot  expect  to  reap  well  afterwards,  and  you  will 
arrive  at  indcfnl  little  ;  while  in  the  course  of  years,  when  you 
come  to  look  back,  and  if  you  liavc  not  done  what  you  have 
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hoard  from  your  advisers  —  and  among  many  counselors  there 
is  wisdom  —  j^ou  will  bitterly  repent  when  it  is  too  late.  The 
habits  of  study  acquired  at  Universities  are  of  the  highest 
importance  in  after-life.  At  the  season  when  you  are  in  young 
years  the  whole  mind  is,  as  it  were,  fluid,  and  is  capable  of 
forming  itself  into  any  shape  that  the  owner  of  the  mind  pleases 
to  order  it  to  form  itself  into.  The  mind  is  in  a  fluid  state, 
but  it  hardens  up  gradually  to  the  consistency  of  rock  or  iron, 
and  you  cannot  alter  the  habits  of  an  old  man,  but  as  he  has 
begun  he  will  proceed  to  go  on  to  the  last.  By  diligence  I 
mean  among  other  things  —  and  very  chiefly  —  honesty  in  all 
your  inquiries  into  what  you  are  about.  Pursue  your  studies 
in  the  way  your  conscience  calls  honest.  More  and  more  en- 
deavor to  do  that.  Keep,  I  mean  to  say,  an  accurate  separation 
of  what  you  have  really  come  to  know  in  your  own  minds  and 
what  is  still  unknown.  Leave  all  that  on  the  hypothetical  side 
of  the  barrier,  as  things  afterwards  to  be  acquired,  if  acquired 
at  all ;  and  be  careful  not  to  stamp  a  thing  as  known  when 
you  do  not  yet  know  it.  Count  a  thing  known  only  when  it 
is  stamped  on  your  mind,  so  that  you  may  survey  it  on  all  sides 
with  intelligence. 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  a  man  endeavoring  to  persuade 
liimself,  and  endeavoring  to  persuade  others,  that  he  knows 
about  things  when  he  does  not  know  more  than  the  out- 
side skin  of  them  ;  and  he  goes  flourishing  about  with  them. 
Avoid  all  that  is  entirely  unworthy  of  an  honorable  habit.  Be 
modest,  and  humble,  and  diligent  in  your  attention  to  what 
your  teachers  tell  you,  who  are  profoundly  interested  in  trying 
to  bring  3'ou  forward  in  the  right  way,  so  far  as  they  have 
been  able  to  understand  it.  Try  all  things  they  set  before 
you,  in  order,  if  possible,  to  understand  them,  and  to  value 
them  in  proportion  to  your  fitness  for  them.  Gradually  see 
what  kind  of  work  you  can  do ;  for  it  is  the  first  of  all  problems 
for  a  man  to  find  out  what  kind  of  work  he  is  to  do  in  this 
universe.  In  fact,  morality  as  regards  study  is,  as  in  all  other 
things,  the  primary  consideration,  and  overrides  all  others.  A 
dishonest  man  cannot  do  anything  real ;  and  it  would  be  greatly 
better  if  he  were  tied  up  from  doing  any  such  thing.  He  does 
nothing  but  darken  counsel  by  the  words  he  utters.  That  is 
a  very  old  doctrine,  but  a  very  true  one  ;  and  you  will  find  it 
confirmed  by  all  the  thinking  men  that  have  ever  lived  in  this 
long  series  of  generations  of  which  we  are  the  latest. 


6948  FROM   CARLYLE'S  INAUGURAL   ADDRESS. 

I  dare  say  you  know,  very  many  of  you,  that  it  is  now 
seven  hundred  years  since  Universities  were  first  set  up  in  this 
Europe  of  ours.  Abelard  and  other  people  had  risen  up  with 
doctrines  in  them  the  people  wished  to  hear  of,  and  students 
flocked  towards  them  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  There  was 
no  getting  the  thing  recorded  in  books  as  you  may  now.  You 
liad  to  hear  him  speaking  to  you  vocall}^  or  else  you  could  not 
learn  at  all  what  it  was  that  he  wanted  to  say.  And  so  they 
gathered  together  the  various  people  who  had  anything  to 
teach,  and  formed  themselves  gradually,  under  the  patronage 
of  kings  and  other  potentates  who  were  anxious  about  the 
culture  of  their  populations,  nobly  anxious  for  their  benefit,  and 
became  a  University. 

I  dare  say,  perhaps,  you  have  heard  it  said  that  all  that  is 
greatly  altered  by  the  invention  of  printing,  which  took  place 
about  midway  between  us  and  the  origin  of  Universities.  A 
man  has  not  now  to  go  away  to  where  a  professor  is  actually 
speaking,  because  in  most  cases  he  can  get  his  doctrine  out  of 
liim  through  a  book,  and  can  read  it,  and  read  it  again  and 
again,  and  study  it.  I  don't  know  that  I  know  of  any  way  in 
which  the  whole  facts  of  a  subject  may  be  more  completely 
taken  in,  if  our  studies  are  molded  in  conformity  with  it. 
Nevertheless,  Universities  have,  and  will  continue  to  have,  an 
indispensable  value  in  society  —  a  very  high  value.  I  consider 
the  very  highest  interests  of  man  vitally  intrusted  to  them. 

It  remains,  however,  a  very  curious  truth,  what  has  been 
said  by  observant  people,  that  the  main  use  of  the  Universities 
in  the  present  age  is  that,  after  you  have  done  with  all  your 
classes,  the  next  tiling  is  a  collection  of  books,  a  great  library 
of  good  books,  which  you  proceed  to  study  and  to  read.  What 
tlie  Universities  have  mainly  done  —  what  I  have  found  the 
University  did  for  me,  was  that  it  taught  me  to  read  in 
various  languages  and  various  sciences,  so  that  I  could 
go  into  the  books  that  treated  of  these  things,  and  try  any- 
thing I  wanted  to  make  myself  master  of  gradually,  as  I 
found  it  suit  me.  Whatever  you  may  tliink  of  all  that,  the 
clearest  and  most  imperative  duty  lies  on  every  one  of  you  to 
bo  assiduous  in  your  reading  ;  and  learn  to  be  good  readers,, 
which  is,  j)orliaps,  a  more  dilTicult  tiling  than  you  imnginc. 
Learn  to  be  discriminative  in  your  reading  —  to  read  all  kinds 
of  things  that  you  have  an  interest  in,  and  that  you  find  to  be 
really  lit  for  what  you  are  engaged  in. 
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The  most  unhappy  of  all  men  is  the  man  that  cannot  tell 
what  he  is  going  to  do,  that  has  got  no  work  cut  out  for  him 
in  the  world,  and  does  not  go  into  it.  For  work  is  the  grand 
cure  of  all  the  maladies  and  miseries  that  ever  beset  mankind  — ■ 
honest  work,  which  you  intend  getting  done.  If  you  are  in  a 
strait,  a  very  good  indication  as  to  choice  —  perhaps  the  best 
you  could  get — is  a  book  you  have  a  great  curiosity  about. 
You  are  then  in  the  readiest  and  best  of  all  possible  conditions 
to  improve  by  that  book.  It  is  analogous  to  what  doctors  tell 
us  about  the  physical  health  and  appetites  of  the  patient.  You 
must  learn  to  distinguish  between  false  appetite  and  real. 
There  is  such  a  thing  as  a  false  appetite,  which  will  lead  a  man 
into  vagaries  with  regard  to  diet,  will  tempt  him  to  eat  spicy 
things  which  he  should  not  eat  at  all,  and  would  not  but  that 
it  is  toothsome,  and  for  the  moment  in  baseness  of  mind.  A 
man  ought  to  inquire  and  find  out  what  he  really  and  truly  has 
appetite  for  —  what  suits  his  constitution  ;  and  that,  doctors 
tell  him,  is  the  very  thing  he  ought  to  have  in  general.  And  so 
with  books.  As  applicable  to  almost  all  of  you,  I  will  say  that 
it  is  highly  expedient  to  go  into  history  —  to  inquire  into  what 
has  passed  before  you  in  the  families  of  men. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  do  not  think  that,  in  general,  out  of  com- 
mon history  books,  you  will  ever  get  into  the  real  history  of 
this  country,  or  anything  particular  which  it  would  beseem  you 
to  know.  You  may  read  very  ingenious  and  very  clever  books 
by  men  whom  it  would  be  the  height  of  insolence  in  me  to  do 
any  other  thing  than  express  my  respect  for.  But  their  position 
is  essentially  skeptical.  Man  is  unhappily  in  that  condition  that 
he  will  make  only  a  temporary  explanation  of  anything,  and 
you  will  not  be  able,  if  you  are  like  the  man,  to  understand  how 
this  island  came  to  be  what  it  is.  You  will  not  find  it  recorded 
in  books.  You  will  find  recorded  in  books  a  jumble  of  tumults, 
disastrous  ineptitudes,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing.  But  to  get 
what  you  want  you  will  have  to  look  into  side  sources,  and 
inquire  in  all  directions. 

One  remark  more  about  your  reading.  I  do  not  know 
whether  it  has  been  sufficiently  brought  home  to  you  that  there 
are  two  kinds  of  books.  When  a  man  is  reading  on  any  kind 
of  subject,  in  most  departments  of  books,  —  in  all  books,  if  you 
take  it  in  a  wide  sense, — you  will  find  that  there  is  a  division 
of  good  books  and  bad  books  —  there  is  a  good  kind  of  a  book 
and  a  bad  kind  of  a  book.     I  am  not  to  assume  that  you  are  all 
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very  ill  acquainted  with  this  ;  but  I  may  remind  you  that  it 
is  a  very  important  consideration  at  present.  It  casts  aside 
altogether  the  idea  that  people  have  that  if  they  are  reading 
any  book  —  that  if  an  ignorant  man  is  reading  any  book,  he  is 
doing  rather  better  than  nothing  at  all.  I  entirely  call  that  in 
question.  I  even  venture  to  deny  it.  It  would  be  much  safer 
and  better  would  he  have  no  concern  with  books  at  all  than 
with  some  of  them.  There  are  a  number,  an  increasing  num- 
ber, of  books  that  are  decidedly  to  him  not  useful.  But  he 
will  learn  also  that  a  certain  number  of  books  were  written 
by  a  supreme,  noble  kind  of  people  —  not  a  very  great  number 
—  but  a  great  number  adhere  more  or  less  to  that  side  of 
things.  In  short,  as  I  have  written  it  down  somewhere  else, 
I  conceive  that  books  are  like  men's  souls  —  divided  into  sheep 
and  goats.  Some  of  them  are  calculated  to  be  of  very  great 
advantage  m  teaching  —  in  forwarding  the  teaching  of  all 
generations.  Others  are  going  down,  down,  doing  more  and 
more,  wilder  and  wilder  mischief.  And  for  the  rest,  in  regard 
to  all  your  studies  here,  and  whatever  you  may  learn,  you  are 
to  remember  that  the  object  is  not  particular  knowledge  —  that 
you  are  going  to  get  higher  in  technical  perfections,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing.  There  is  a  higher  aim  lies  at  the  rear  of 
all  that,  especially  among  those  who  are  intended  for  literary, 
for  speaking  pursuits  —  the  sacred  profession.  You  are  ever 
to  bear  in  mind  that  there  lies  behind  that  tlie  acquisition  of  what 
maybe  called  wisdom  —  namely,  sound  appreciation  and  just 
decision  as  to  all  the  objects  that  come  round  about  you,  and 
the  liabit  of  behaving  with  justice  and  wisdom.  In  short, 
great  is  wisdom  —  great  is  the  value  of  wisdom.  It  cannot  be 
exaggerated.  The  highest  achievement  of  man — "  Blessed  is 
he  that  getteth  understanding."  And  that,  I  believe,  occa- 
sionally may  be  missed  very  easily  ;  but  never  more  easily 
than  now,  I  think.  If  that  is  a  failure,  all  is  a  failure.  How- 
ever, I  will  not  touch  further  upon  that  matter. 

When  the  seven  free  Arts  on  which  the  old  Universities 
were  based  came  to  be  modified  a  little,  in  order  to  be  conven- 
ient for  or  to  promote  the  wants  of  modern  society  —  though, 
I)(;rliaps,  some  of  them  are  obsolete  enough  even  yet  for  some 
of  us  —  there  arose  a  feeling  that  mere  vocality,  mere  culture  of 
Hi)cech,  if  that  is  what  comes  out  of  a  man,  though  ho  may  be  a 
great  speaker,  an  ehxiucnt  orator,  yet  there  is  no  real  substance 
there  —  if  that  is  what  was  reciuired  and  aimed  at  by  the  man 
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Letter  to  Macvey  Napier,  editor  of  the  "  Edinburgh  Re- 
view," offering  an  article  on  Ebenezer  ElHot's  "  Corn  Law- 
Rhymes,"  with  allusions  to  his  failure  to  find  a  publisher  for  his 
"  Sartor  Resartus,"  etc.  Written  at  4  Anipton  Street,  London, 
6  February,  1832. 

4  Ampton  Street,  6th  Feby,  183!^. 

My  Dear  Sir,— [Perhaps  it  will  he  in  April  or  May  that  I  shall  see  you. 
We  lea\e  London  as]   early  as  possible  in  March. 

I  write  at  present  mainly  to  ask  you  about  some  Poetical  Pieces, 
entitled  Corn  Law  Rhymes,  the  Village  Patriarch,  &c.;  and  whether  a 
short  notice  of  them  would  be  acceptable  for  your  next  Xuml)er.  The 
Author  appears  to  be  a  middle-aged  Mechanic,  at  least  Poor  Man,  of 
.Sheffield  or  the  neighbourhood;  a  Radical,  yet  not  without  de%-outne.ss ; 
passionate  affectionate,  thoroughly  in  earnest.  His  Rhymes  have  more 
of  sincerity,  and  genuine  natural  fire  than  anything  that  has  come  in  my 
way  of  late  years;  both  on  himself  and  his  writings,  and  their  social  and 
moral  purport  there  were  several  things  to  be  said.  I  would  aLso  will- 
ingly do  the  unknown  man  a  kindness,  or  rather  a  peice  of  justice:  for 
he  is,  what  so  few  are,  a  Man  and  no  clothes-horse.  If  you  approve  of 
this  little  project,  perhaps  Mr.  Rees  can  favor  me  with  a  loan  of  Ihc 
volumes;  there  are  three  I  think,  and  very  thin  ones;  at  all  events,  have 
the  goodness  to  let  me  hear   from  you. 

I  have  given  up  the  notion  of  hawking  my  little  .Manuscript  Mook 
about  any  further;  for  a  long  time  it  has  lain  quiet  in  its  drawer;  wait- 
ing for  a  better  day.  The  Bookselling  Trade  seems  on  the  edge  of  dis- 
.solution;  the  force  of  Puffing  can  go  no  further;  yet  Bankruptcy  clamors 
at  everj'  door;  sad  fate!  to  serve  the  Devil,  and  get  no  wages  even  front 
him!  The  poor  Bookseller  Guild,  I  often  predict  to  myself,  will  ere  long 
be  found  unfit  for  the  strange  part  it  now  plays  in  our  Kuropean  world; 
and  give  place  to  men  and  higher  Arrangements,  of  whicli  the  Coming 
shadows  are  already  becoming  visible.  .More  of  tliis  liy  another  oi)|)or- 
t  unity. 

We  liavc  two  Saint-.Simoman  missionaries  lu-re;  full  of  earnest  /.«al: 
ro])ious  enough  in  half  true,  and  to  me  rather  wearisome  jargon.  By 
.uhI  liy  you  should  have  simie  account  of  thai  matter.  Soiithey's  in  the 
(Jufirlerly  was  trivial,  ))urblind,  and  on  the  whole  erroneous  and  worth- 
less. I  know  a  man  h<rc,  who  could  (In  it,  jx-rliaps  niucli  li>  your  satis- 
f  art  ion, 

B«'lie\  <•   uic   alw  ax  s. 

My   drar   .Sir, 
l-'aith fully  your's 
THOMAS    ('ARI.VM-,. 

These  notes  for  tlu-  I'liiiiy  I'asl  W  mui  uill  In-  so  ^'imkI  'I'Ii.-  I,',riiir 
I  lirnr  Is  nrri\ed  at  ('raig<-iipultnck.  ^  i  •>    l"rli 
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himself,  and  by  the  community  that  set  him  upon  becoming  a 
learned  man.  Maidservants,  I  hear  people  complaining,  are 
getthig  instructed  in  the  "  ologies,"  and  so  on,  and  are  appar- 
ently totally  ignorant  of  brewing,  boiling,  and  baking  ;  above 
all  things,  not  taught  what  is  necessary  to  be  known,  from  the 
highest  to  the  lowest  —  strict  obedience,  huinility,  and  correct 
moral  conduct.  Oh,  it  is  a  dismal  chapter,  all  that,  if  one  went 
into  it  !  What  has  been  done  by  rushing  after  line  speech  ?  I 
have  written  down  some  very  fierce  things  about  that,  perhaps 
considerably  more  emphatic  than  I  would  wish  them  to  be  now  ; 
but  they  are  deeply  my  conviction.  There  is  very  great  neces- 
sity indeed  of  getting  a  little  more  silent  than  we  are.  It  seems 
to  me  the  finest  nations  of  the  world  —  the  English  and  the 
American  —  are  going  all  away  into  wind  and  tongue.  But  it 
will  appear  sufficiently  tragical  by  and  by,  long  after  I  am  away 
out  of  it.  Silence  is  the  eternal  duty  of  a  man.  He  won't  get 
to  any  real  understanding  of  what  is  complex,  and,  what  is  more 
than  any  other,  pertinent  to  his  interests,  without  maintaining 
silence.  "  Watch  the  tongue  "  is  a  very  old  precept,  and  a  most 
true  one.  I  do  not  want  to  discourage  any  of  you  from  your 
Demosthenes,  and  your  studies  of  the  niceties  of  language,  and 
all  that.  Believe  me,  I  value  that  as  much  as  any  of  you.  1 
consider  it  a  very  graceful  thing,  and  a  proper  thing,  for  every 
human  creature  to  know  what  the  implement  which  he  uses  in 
communicating  his  thoughts  is,  and  how  to  make  the  very  ut- 
most of  it.  I  want  you  to  study  Demosthenes  and  know  all  his 
excellences.  At  the  same  time,  I  must  say  that  speech  does  not 
seem  to  me,  on  the  whole,  to  have  turned  to  any  good  account. 

Why  tell  me  that  a  man  is  a  fine  speaker  if  it  is  not  the 
truth  that  he  is  speaking?  Phocion,  who  did  not  speak  at  all, 
was  a  great  deal  nearer  hitting  the  mark  than  Demosthenes. 
He  used  to  tell  the  Athenians  —  "  You  can't  fight  Philip.  Yon 
have  not  the  slightest  chance  with  him.  He  is  a  man  who  holds 
his  tongue  ;  he  has  great  disciplined  armies  ;  he  can  bang  any 
body  you  like  in  your  cities  here  ;  and  he  is  going  on  steadily 
with  an  unvarying  aim  towards  his  object  :  and  he  will  infallibly 
beat  any  kind  of  men  such  as  you,  going  on  raging  from  shore 
to  shore  with  all  that  rampant  nonsense."  Demosthenes  said 
to  him  one  day  —  "  The  Athenians  will  get  mad  some  day  and 
kill  you."  "Yes,"  Phocion  says,  "when  they  are  mad;  and 
you,  as  soon  as  they  get  sane  again." 

All  these  considerations,  and  manifold  more  connected  witli 
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them  —  innumerable  considerations,  resulting  from  observation 
of  the  world  at  this  moment — have  led  many  people  to  doubt 
of  the  salutary  effect  of  vocal  education  altogether.  I  do  not 
mean  to  say  it  should  be  entirely  excluded  ;  but  I  look  to  some- 
thing that  will  take  hold  of  the  matter  much  more  closelj',  and 
not  allow  it  slip  out  of  our  fingers,  and  remain  worse  than  it 
was.  For  if  a  good  speaker  —  an  eloquent  speaker  —  is  not 
speaking  the  truth,  is  there  a  more  horrid  kind  of  object  in 
creation  ?  Of  such  speech  I  hear  all  manner  and  kind  of  people 
say  it  is  excellent ;  but  I  care  very  little  about  how  he  said  it, 
provided  I  understand  it,  and  it  be  true.  Excellent  speaker  ! 
but  what  if  he  is  telling  me  things  that  are  untrue,  that  are  not 
the  fact  about  it — if  he  has  formed  a  wrong  judgment  about  it 
—  if  he  has  no  judgment  in  his  mind  to  form  a  right  conclusion 
in  regard  to  the  matter  ?  An  excellent  speaker  of  that  kind  is, 
as  it  were,  saying —  "  Ho,  every  one  that  wants  to  be  persuaded 
of  the  thing  that  is  not  true,  come  hither."  I  would  recommend 
you  to  be  very  chary  of  that  kind  of  excellent  speech. 

Well,  all  that  being  the  too  well-known  product  of  our 
method  of  vocal  education  —  the  mouth  merely  operating  on 
the  tongue  of  the  pupil,  and  teaching  him  to  wag  it  in  a  par- 
ticular way —  it  had  made  a  great  many  thinking  men  enter- 
tain a  very  great  distrust  of  this  not  very  salutary  way  of 
procedure,  and  they  have  longed  for  some  kind  of  practical 
way  of  working  out  the  business.  There  would  be  room  for 
a  great  deal  of  description  about  it  if  I  went  into  it;  but  I 
must  content  myself  with  saying  that  the  most  remarkable 
piece  of  reading  that  you  may  be  recommended  to  take  and  try 
if  you  can  study  is  a  book  by  Goethe  —  one  of  his  last  books, 
which  he  wrote  when  he  was  an  old  man,  about  seventy  years 
of  age  —  I  think  one  of  the  most  beautiful  he  ever  wrote,  full 
of  mild  wisdom,  and  which  is  found  to  be  very  touching  by 
those  who  have  eyes  to  discern  and  hearts  to  feel  it.  It  is  one 
of  the  pieces  in  "  Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels."  I  read  it 
through  many  years  ago  ;  and,  of  course,  I  had  to  read  into  it 
very  hard  wlicu  I  was  translating  it,  and  it  has  always  dwelt 
in  my  mind  as  about  the  most  remarkable  bit  of  writing  that  I 
have  known  to  be  executed  in  these  late  centuries.  I  havo 
often  said,  there  arc  ten  pages  of  that  which,  if  ambition  had 
Injcn  my  only  rule,  I  would  rather  liave  written  than  have 
written  all  the  books  that  have  appeared  since  I  came  into  the 
world.     Deep,  deep  is  the   meaning   of    what   is   said    there. 
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They  turn  on  the  Christian  religion  and  the  religious  phenom- 
ena of  Christian  life  —  altogether  sketched  out  in  the  most 
airy,  graceful,  delicately-wise  kind  of  way,  so  as  to  keep  him- 
self out  of  the  common  controversies  of  the  street  and  of  the 
forum,  yet  to  indicate  what  was  the  result  of  things  he  had 
been  long  meditating  upon.  Among  others,  he  introduces,  in 
an  aerial,  flighty  kind  of  way,  here  and  there  a  touch  which 
grows  into  a  beautiful  picture  —  a  scheme  of  entirely  mute 
education,  at  least  with  no  more  speech  than  is  absolutely 
necessary  for  what  they  have  to  do. 

Three  of  the  wisest  men  that  can  be  got  are  met  to  consider 
what  is  the  function  which  transcends  all  others  in  importance 
to  build  up  the  young  generation,  which  shall  be  free  from  all 
that  perilous  stuff  that  has  been  weighing  us  down  and  clogging 
every  step,  and  which  is  the  only  thing  we  can  hope  to  go  on 
with  if  we  would  leave  the  world  a  little  better,  and  not  the 
worse  of  our  having  been  in  it,  for  those  who  are  to  follow. 
The  man  who  is  the  eldest  of  the  three  says  to  Goethe,  "  You 
give  by  nature  to  the  well-formed  children  you  bring  into  the 
world  a  great  many  precious  gifts,  and  very  frequently  these 
are  best  of  all  developed  by  nature  herself,  with  a  very  slight 
assistance  where  assistance  is  seen  to  be  wise  and  profitable, 
and  forbearance  very  often  on  the  part  of  the  overlooker  of  the 
process  of  education ;  but  there  is  one  thing  that  no  child 
brings  into  the  world  with  it,  and  without  which  all  other 
things  are  of  no  use."  Wilhelm,  who  is  there  beside  him,  says, 
"  What  is  that  ?  "  "  All  who  enter  the  world  want  it,"  says 
the  eldest;  "perhaps  you  yourself."  Wilhelm  says,  "Well, 
tell  me  what  it  is." 

"It  is,"  says  the  eldest,  "reverence — Ehrfurcht — Rever- 
ence !  Honor  done  to  those  who  are  grander  and  better  than 
you,  without  fear;  distinct  from  fear."  Ehrfurcht  —  "the 
soul  of  all  religion  that  ever  has  been  among  men,  or  ever  will 
be."  And  he  goes  into  practicality.  He  practically  distin- 
guishes the  kinds  of  religion  that  are  in  the  world,  and  he 
makes  out  three  reverences.  The  boys  are  all  trained  to  go 
through  certain  gesticulations,  to  lay  their  hands  on  their 
breast  and  look  up  to  heaven,  and  they  give  their  three 
reverences.  The  first  and  simplest  is  that  of  reverence 
for  what  is  above  us.  It  is  the  soul  of  all  the  Pagan  re- 
ligions ;  there  is  nothing  better  in  man  than  that.  Then 
there   is    reverence    for   wliat    is    around    us    or    about   us  — 
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reverence  for  our  equals,  and  to  which  he  attributes  an  im- 
mense power  in  the  culture  of  man.  The  third  is  reverence 
for  what  is  beneath  us  —  to  learn  to  recognize  in  pain,  sorrow, 
and  contradiction,  even  in  those  things,  odious  as  they  are  to 
flesh  and  blood  —  to  learn  that  there  lies  in  this  a  priceless 
blessing.  And  he  defines  that  as  being  the  soul  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion  —  the  highest  of  all  religions;  a  height,  as  Goethe 
says  —  and  that  is  very  true,  even  to  the  letter,  as  I  consider 

—  a  height  to  which  the  human  species  was  fated  and  enabled 
to  attain,  and  from  which,  having  once  attained  it,  it  can  never 
retrograde.  It  cannot  descend  down  below  that  permanently, 
Goethe's  idea  is. 

Often  one  thinks  it  was  good  to  have  a  faith  of  that  kind 

—  that  always,  even  in  the  most  degraded,  sunken,  and  un- 
believing times,  he  calculates  there  will  be  found  some  few 
souls  who  will  recognize  what  that  meant ;  and  that  the  world, 
having  once  received  it,  there  is  no  fear  of  its  retrograding. 
He  goes  on  then  to  tell  us  the  way  in  which  they  seek  to  teach 
boys,  in  the  sciences  particularly,  whatever  the  boy  is  fit  for. 
Wilhelm  left  his  own  boy  there,  expecting  they  would  make 
him  a  Master  of  Arts,  or  something  of  that  kind ;  and  when  he 
came  back  for  him  he  saw  a  thundering  cloud  of  dust  coming 
over  the  plain,  of  which  he  could  make  nothing.  '  It  turned  out 
to  be  a  tempest  of  wild  horses,  managed  by  young  lads  who  had 
a  turn  for  hunting  with  their  grooms.  His  own  son  was  among 
them,  and  he  found  that  the  breaking  of  colts  was  the  thing  he 
was  most  suited  for.  This  is  what  Goethe  calls  Art,  which  I 
should  not  make  clear  to  you  by  any  definition  unless  it  is  clear 
already.  I  would  not  attempt  to  define  it  as  music,  painting, 
and  poetry,  and  so  on ;  it  is  in  quite  a  higher  sense  than  the 
common  one,  and  in  which,  I  am  afraid  most  of  our  painters, 
poets,  and  music  men  would  not  pass  muster.  He  considers 
that  the  highest  pitch  to  which  human  culture  can  go ;  and  he 
watches  with  great  industry  how  it  is  to  be  brought  about  with 
men  wlio  liave  a  turn  for  it. 
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